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A. 

ALL  ye  that  love  the  Lor4f  rejoice 
Almighty  Ruler  of  the  fkie« 
Amidft  thy  wrath,  remember  love 
Among  th'  affemblies  of  the  great 
Among  the  princes,  earthly  gods 
And  will  the  God  of  grace 
Are  all  the  foes  of  Zion  fools       ,  - 
Are  fniners  now  fo  fcnfelefs  growa 
Arife,  my  gracious  God 
Awakci  ye  falnta,  to  praiib  your  King 
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BEHOLD  the  Jofty  fky 
Behold  the  morning  fun 
Behold  the  love,  the  gen'rous  love 
Behold  the  fure  foundation-ftone 
Behold  thy  waiting  fervanty  Ldrd 
Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God 
Bleft  are  the  fons  of  peace 
Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know 
Bieft  are  th'  undefU'd  in  heart 
Bleft  is  the  man,  forever  bleft 
BJeft  is  the  man,  whofe  bowels  move 
Bleft  is  the  man  who  fhuns  the  place 
Bleft  is  the  nation  where  dae  Lord 
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Come,  let  our  voices  join  to  raife  -  • 

Come,  found  his  praife  abroad         -         -        - 
donfider  all  my  fowows,  X»ord      •         -        - 
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Lordy  what  a  feeble  piece 
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PSALMS   OF   DAVID, 

IMITATED   IN   THE  LANGUAGE 

OF      T  H 2 

NEW  TESTAMENT. 
Psalm  L     Common  Metre. 

^he  way  and  end  of  the  righteous  and  the  wicked. 

I   T>  LEST  is  the  man  who  fl\uns  the  place 
j3    Where  iinners  love  to  meet  -, 
Who  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  ways. 
And  hates  the  fcofFer^s  feat : 

a  But  in  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord 
Has  plac'd  his  chief  delight ; 
By  day  he  reads  or  hears  the  word. 
And  Hieditates  by  night. 

3  [He,  like  a  plant  of  gen'rous  kind. 

By  Hving  waters  fet, 
Safe  from  the  dorms  and  blading  wind. 
Enjoys  a  peaceful  date.J 

4  Green  as  the  leaf,  and  ever  fair 

Shall  his  profedion  fliine  ; 

While  fruits  of  holinefs  appear 

Like  cluders  on  the  vine. 

5  Not  fo  the  impious  and  unjud  ; 

What  vain  deljgns  they  form  ! 
Their  hopes  are  blown  away,  like  dud. 
Ox"  chaff  before  the  dorm, 
B 


14 Psalm  1. 

6  Sinners  in  judgment  fliall  not  ftand 

Amongft  the  fons  of  grace. 
When  Chrift  the  Judge  at  his  right  hand 
Appoints  his:  faints  a  place. 

7  His  eye  beholds  the  path  they  tread  j 

His  heart  approves  it  well ; 
But  crooked  ways  of  finners  lead 
Down  to  the  gates  of  hell. 

Psalm  I.     Short  Metre. 

The  faint  happy  j  fhejinner  miferable. 

1  nr'HE  man  is  ever  bleft 

X      Who  fliuns  the  finners*  ways, 
Amongft  their  councils  never  ftands. 
Nor  takes  the  fcomer's  place  : 

2  But  makes  the  law  of  God 
His  ftudy  and  delight, 

Amidft  the  labours  of  the  day 
And  watches  of  the  night. 

3  He,  like  a  tree,  fliall  thrive. 
With  waters  near  the  root : 

Frefli  as  the  leaf  his  name  fliall  live  ; 
His  works  are  heavenly  fruit. 

4  Not  fo  th'  ungodly  race. 
They  no  fuch  bleffing?  find : 

Their  hopes  fliall  flee  like  empty  chaff 
Before  the  driving  wind. 

5  How  will  they  bear  to  ftand 
•    Before  that  judgment-feat. 

Where  all  the  faints  at  Chrift's  right  hand 
In  full  aflembly  meet  ? 

6  He  knows  and  he  approves 
The  way  the  righteous  go  ; 

But  finners  and  their  works  fliall  meet 
A  dreadful  overthrow* 


Psalm  1,  2, 15 

Psalm  I.     Long  Metre* 

The  difference  between  the  righteous  and  the  wicked. 

I   T  TAPPY  the  man,  whofe  cautious  feet 
JTX   Shun  the  broad  way  which  finners  go. 
Who  hates  the  place  where  atheifts  meet. 
And  fears  to  talk  as  fcoffers  do. 

a  He  loves  t^  employ  his  morning  light 
Amonglt  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord  j 
And  fpends  the  wakeful  hours  of  night 
"With  pleafure,  pondVing  o*er  his  word# 

3  He,  like  a  plant,  py  gentle  ftreams, 
Shall  flourilh  in  imnnortal  green  j   ' 

.  And  heav'n  will  fhirx  with  kindeft  beams 
On  ev*ry  work  his  hands  begin. 

4  But  finners  find  their  counfels  croft  : 
As  chaff  before  the  tempeft  flies  ; 

So  fhall  their  hopes  be  blown,  and  loft. 
When  the  laft  trumpet  ihakes  the  Ikics* 

5  In  vain  the  rebel  feeks  to  fland 

In  judgment  with  the  pious  race  j 

The  dreadful  Judge,  with  ftern  commandy 

Divides  him  to  a  different  place* 

6  "  Straight  is  the  way  my  faints  have  trod  j 
I  blefs'd  the  path,  and  drew  it  plain  j 

But  you  would  choofe  the  crooked  ^ oad. 

And  down  it  leads  to  endlefs  pain/* 

%  I-       .1     I..  I       ,    I  , ,         .1  .    , — 1. 1  —I- 

PsALM  IL     Short  Metre. 

Tranflated  according  to  the  divine  pattern^r 

J  Sis  iv,  24,  &fr. 
Chriji  dyingy  rifing^  interceding^  and  reigning* 
I       \JL  /TAKER  and  fov'reign  Lord 

\Sx    O^  heaven,  and  earth,  and  feas. 
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Thy  providence  confirms  thy  word. 
And  anfwers  thy  decrees. 

2  The  things  fo  long  foretold 
By  David,  are  fulfilPd, 

When  Jews  and  Gentiles  join  to  flay 
Jefus,  thine  holy  child.] 

3  Why  did  the  Gentiles  rage. 
And  Jews  with  one  accord,      / 

Bend  all  their  counfels  to  deftroy 
Th*  Anointed  of  the  Lord  ? 

4  Rulers  and  kings  agree 
To  form  a  vain  defign  ;, 

Againft  the  Lord  their  "pow'rs  unite> 
Againft  his  Chrill  they  join. 

5  The  Lord  derides  their  rage, 
And  will  fupport  his  throne  : 

He  who  hath  rais'd  him  from  the  dead 
Hath  own^d  him  for  his  Son. 

Pause. 

6  Now  he*s  afcended  high. 
And  afks  to  rule  the  earth  ; 

The  merit  of  his  blood  he  pleads. 
And  pleads  his  heav'nly  birth, 

7  He  aflis,  and  God  beftows 
A  large  inheritance  ; 

Fai*^  as  the  world's  remoteft  ends 
His  kingdom  Ihall  advance, 
g       The  nations  that  rebel 
Muft  feel  his  iron  rod  ; 
He'll  vindicate  thofe  honours  well 
Which  he  received  from  God. 
9       [Be  wife,  ye  rulers,  now. 
And  worCiip  at  his  throne  j 


Psalm  2.  17 


With  trembling  joy,  ye  people,  bow 
To  God's  exalted  Son. 

I  o     If  once  his  wrath  arife. 
Ye  perifh  on  the  place  ; 
Then  blefled  is  the  foul  that  flies 
For  refuge  to  his  grace*] 

Psalm  IL     Common  Metre. 

1  "TXTHY  did  the  nations  join  to  flay 
W     The  Lord's  anointed  Son  ? 
Why  did  they  caft  his  laws  away. 
And  tread  lus  gofpel  down  ? 

a  The  Lord,  who  fits  above  the  fkies. 
Derides  their  rage  below. 
He  /peaks  with  vengeance  in  his  eyes,. 
And  firikes  their  fpirits  throughr 

3  "  I  call  him  n>y  eternal  Son, 

And  raife  him  from  the  dead  ;. 
I  make  my  holy  hill  his  throne. 
And  wide  his  kingdom  fpread.^ 

4  "  Afk  tncy  my  Son,  and  then  enjoy 

The  utmoft  Heathen  knda  : 
Thy  rod  <rf  iron  fliall  deftroy 
The  rebel  who  withftands.'*^ 

5  Be  wife,  ye  rulers  of  the  earth. 

Obey  th'  anointed  Lord  j:  ♦ 

Adore  the  King  of  heav'hly  birthy 
And  tremble  at^  his  word; 

6  With  humble  love  addrefs  his  throne:: 

For,  if  he  frown,  ye  die  : 
Thofe  ase  iecurc,  and  thcfe  alone^ 
Who  on  his  grace  r«ly. 
B2   , 
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Psalm  IL      Long  Metre. 

Chri/i'^s  deaths  refurre6tim  and  afcenjion. 

I  "\Tlf  7"^^  ^^^  ^^^  ]t\v^  proclaim  their  rage  ? 

'     V V    The  Romansjvvhy  their  fvvords  employ  ? 
Againft  the  Lord  their  pow'rs  engage. 
His  dear  Anointed  to  deftroy. 

1  "  Come,  let  us  break  his  bands/*  they  fay, 
"  This  man  ihall  never  give  us  laws  :'* 
And  thus  they  caft  his  yoke  away, 
And  naird  the  Monarch  to  the  crofs. 

3  But  God,  who  high  in  glory  reigns. 
Laughs  at  their  pride,  their  rage  controls. 
He'll  vex  their  hearts  with  inward  -pains. 
And  fpeak  in  thunder  to  their  fouls. 

4  "  I  will  maintain  the  King  I  made. 
On  Zion's  everlafting  hill  ; 

My  hand  fhall  bring  him  from  the  dead. 
And  he  Ihall  ftand  your  Sovereign  ftill.'* 

5  [His  wondrous  rifing  from  the  earth 
Makes  his  eternal  Godhead  known  ; 
The  Lord  declares  his  heavenly  birth, 
"  This  day  have  I  begot  my  Son. 

6  "  Afcend,  my  Son,  to  my  right  hand. 
There  thou  ftialt  alk,  and  I  beftow 
The  utmoft  bounds  of  Heathen  land. 
To  thee  irfie  Northern  ifles  Ihall  bow/*]] 

7  But  nations,  that  reiift  his  grace,  ^ 
Shall  fall  beneath  his  iron  ftrake  ;      • 
His  rod  Ihall.  crufli  his  foes  with  eafe. 
As  potter's  earthen  work  is  broke* 

Pause. 

8  Now  ye  who  fit  on  e^irthly  thrones,    '  '^ 
Be  wife,  and  ferve  the  Lord  the  Lamb  j 
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Now  at  his  feet  fubmit  your  crowns. 
Rejoice  and  tremble  at  his  name. 

9  With  humble  love  addrefs  the  Son, 
Left  he  grow  angry,  and  ye  die ; 

His  wrath  will  burn  to  worlds  unknown, 
If  ye  provoke  his  jealoufy. 

10  His  ftorms  fhall  drive  you  quick  to  heH  ! 
He  is  a  God,  and  ye:  but  dull ; 
Happy  the  fouls  that  know  him  well, 
And  make  his  grace  their  only  truft. 

Psalm  III.     Common  Metre. 

Doubts  and  fears  fupprejfed  :    or^  God  our  defence 
from  Jin  and  Satan. 

1  A  ^Y  God,  how  many  are  my  fears  ! 
X V JL    How  fail:  my  foes  incrcafe  I 
Confpiring  my  eternal  death. 

They  break  my  prefent  peace. 

2  The  lying  tempter  would  perfuade 

There's  no  relief  in  hcav'n  ; 
And  all  my  fwelling  fins  appear 
Too  big  to  be  forgiv'n. 

3  But  thou,  my  glory  and  my  ftrength, 

Shalt  on  the  tempter  tread  ; 
Shalt  filence  all  my  threatening  guilt,    ^ 
And  raife  my  drooping  head. 

4  [I  cry 'dy. and  from  his  holy  hill 

He  bowM  a  liil'ning  ear  ; 
I  call'd  my  Father  and  my  God, 
And  he'fubdu'd  my  fear* 

5  He  filed  foft  flumbers  onmiUfC  eyes, 

Ini|j*^':o£4lliti)y»fo€»i.     -.  «       '-"^ 
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I  'woke,  and  wonder'd  at  the  grace 
Which  guarded  my  repofe.J 

6  What  though  the  hofts  of  death  and  hell 

All  arm'd  againft  me  flood  ( 
Terrors  no  more  ihall  ihake  my  £bul  ^ 
My  refuge  is  my  GkxL 

7  Arife,  O  Lord,  fulfil  thy  graces 

While  !  thy  glory  fing  : 
My  God  has  broke  the  ferpent's  teeth^ 
And  death  has  lofl:  his.  fting» 

8  Salvation  to  the  Lord  belong3  ^ 

ffis  arm  alone  can  favc  :    . 
Bleffings  attend  thy  people  here,. 
And  reach  beyond  the  grave. 

PsALM  IIL   r — 5.  Long  Metre. 

ji  Morning  Pfalnu 

1  /^  LORD,  how  many  are  my  foes, 
V^  In  this  weak  ftate  of  ftefh  and  blood  f 
My  peace  .they  disaly  difcompofci 

But  my  defence  and  hope  is  God. 

2  Tir*d  with  the  burdens  of  the  day,. 
To  thee  I  raised  an  ev'ning  cry  : 
Thou  heard'ft  when  I  began^  to  prayi. 
A(fld  thine  almighty  help  was  nigh. 

J  Suppofted  by  thine  heav'hly  aid, 
I  laid  me  down  and  flept  fecure  r 
Kot  death  fhould  make  my  heart  afraid^,. 
Though  \  fhould  wake  and  rile  no  more; 

4  But  God  fuftain^d  me  all  the  night ; 
Salvation  doth  to  God  belong  : 
He  raised  my^  head  to  fee  the  lights 
And  makes  his  praife  my  morm»g  fon^ 
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1^ I  -  III  ,1  II       I  11    lU        11 .1     .1  II   I      II -  ■  I 

Psalm  IV.  1,2,3,5,6,7.  LongMetre* 

Hearing  of  prayer  ;  or^  God  our  portion^  and  Chriji  our 

hope. 
I    ^^  GOD  of  grace  and  right^oufnefs, 

V^  Hear  and  attend  when  I  complain  : 

Thou  haft  enlarged  me  in  diftr^fs, 

Bow  down  a  gracious  ear  again. 

fi  Ye  fons  of  men,  in  vain  ye  try 
To  turn  my  glory  Into  fliame  : 
How  long  will  fcofFers  love  to  lie. 
And  dare  reproach  my  Saviour^s  name  ?       '' 

3  Know  that  the  Lord  divides  his  faints  ' 
From  all  the  tribes  of  men  befidc  \ 

He  iears  the  cry  of  penitents 

For  the  dear  fake  of  Chrift  who  dy'd* 

4  When  our  obedient  hands  have  done 
A  thoufand  works  of  right ^pufnefi. 
We  put  our  truft  in  God  alone, 
And  glory  in  his  pardoning  grace. 

5  Let  the  unthinking  many  fay. 
Who  will  bejiowfoine  earthly  good  ? 

But,  Lord,  thy  light  and  love  we  pray } 
Our  fouls  deiire  this  heav'nly  food. 

6  Then  fhall  my  cheerful  pow'rs  rejoice 
At  graqe  and  favour  fo  divine  ;  ti.     . 
Nor  will  I  change  my  happy  choice 

For  all  their  corn  and  all  their  wine. 

Psalm  IV.  354,5,8.  Common  Metre, 

An  Evening  Pfalm. 

I   T    ORD,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray  y 
\  ^    I  am  forever  thine. 
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I  fear  before  thee  all  the  day. 

Nor  would  I  dare  to  fin. 
d  And  while  I  reft  my  weary  head. 

From  cares  and  bus*nefs  free, 
*Tis  fweet  converfing  on  my  bed 

With  my  own  heart  and  thee, 

3  I  pay  this  evening  facrifice  ; 

And  when  my  work  is  done, 
Great  God,  my  faith  and  hope  refics 
Upon  thy  grace  alone* 

4  Thus,  with  my  thoughts  composM  to  peacc^ 

ni  give  mine  eyes  to  fleep  j 
Thy  hand  in  fafety  keeps  my  days, 
And  will  my  flumbcrs  keep* 

Psalm  V.     Common  Metre* 

For  the  LorcPs-day  morning. 

1  T    ORD,  in  the  morning  thou  flxalt  hear 
1  J    My  voice  afcending  high  : 
To  thee  will  I  direft  my  pray'r, 
To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye. 

d  Up  to  the  hills,  where  Chrift  is  gone. 

To  plead  for  all  his  faints, 
.    Prefenting  at  his  Father's  throne 

Our  fongs  and  our  complaints. 

3  ThoT#art  a  God,  before  whofe  fight 

The  wicked  ihall  not  (land  ; 
Sinners  fhall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  band. 

4  But  to  thy  houfe  will  I  refort. 

To  tafte  thy  mercies  there  ; 
I  will  frequent  thine  holy  court. 
Ami  worfhig  in  thy  fear* 
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5  O  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 

In  ways  of  right'oufnefs  ! 
Make  every  path  of  duty  ftraight 
And  plain  before  my  facc^ 

Pause. 

6  My  watchful  enemies  combine 

To  tempt  my  feet  aftray ; 
They  flatter  with  a  bale  defign. 
To  make  my  foul  their  prey. 

7  Lord,  crufli  the  ferpent  in  the  duft. 

And  all  his  plots  deftroy  ; 
While  thofe,  who  in  thy  mercy  truft, 
Tor  ever  fliout  for  joy. 

8  The  men,  who  love  and  fear  thy  name. 

Shall  fee  their  hopes  fulfilled  ; 
The  mighty  God  will  cdmpafs  them 
With  favour  as  a  fhield. 

Psalm  VL     Common  Metre. 

Complaint  injicknefs  :  or^  difenfes  healed* 

X   TN  anger,  Lord,  rebuke  me  not, 
J[    Withdraw  the  dreadful  ftorm  ; 
Nor  let  thy  fury  grow  fo  hot 
Againft  a  feeble  worm. 

2  My  fou?s  bow*d  down  with  heavy  care% 

My  flefh  with  pain  opprefs'd  ; 
My  couch  is  witnefs  to  my  tears. 
My  tears  forbid  my  reft. 

3  Sorrow  and  pain  wear  out  my  days  ; 

I  wafte  the,  night  with  cries. 
Counting  the  minutes  as  they  pafs, 
Till  the  flow  morning  rife. 


24  Psalm  6. 


4  Shall  I  be  ftiH  tonnented  more  ?\ 

Mine  eyes  confumM  with  grief  ? 
How  long,  niy  God,  how  long  before 
Thy  hand  affords  rdief  ? 

5  He  hlars  when  duft  and  afhes  fpeak  j 

He  pities  all  our  groans  ; 
He  faves  us  for  his  mercy's  fake. 
And  heals  our  broken  bones. 

6  The  virtue  of  his  fov'reign  word 

Reftores  our  fainting  breath  ; 
But  filent  graves  praife  not  the  Lord, 
Nor  is  he  known  in  death. 

Psalm  VI.     Long  Metre. 

Temptations  inficknefs  overcome. 

1  T    ORD,  I  can  fuffer  thy  rebukes 

\  J    When  thou  with  kindnefs  doft  challife  j 
'  But  thy  fierce  wrath  I  cannot  bear  j 

O  let  it  not  againft  me  rife  !  ,        .  • 

a  Pity  my  languishing  eftate. 

And  eafe  the  forrows  which  I  feel ; 

The  wounds  thine  heavy  hand  hath  made, 

O  let  thy  gentler  touches  heal ! 

3  See  how  I  pafs  my  weary  days 

In  fighs  and  groans  ;  and  when  'tis  night, 
My'bed  is  watered  with  my  tears  ; 
My  grief  confumes  and  dims  my  fight. 

4  Look  how  the  pow'rs  of  nature  mourn  ! 
How  long.  Almighty  God,  how  long  ?  ^ 
When  Ihall  thine  hour  of  grace  return  ?^ 
When  fliall  I  make  thy  grace  my  fongj 

5  I  feel  my'flelh  fo  near  the  grave. 
My  thoughts  are  tempted  to  defpair : 


Psalm.  6^  1. 25 

But  graves  can  never  praife  the  Lo]:d» 
For  all  is  duft  and  filqnce  there. 

6  Depart,  ye  tempters,  from  my  foul  ; 
And  all  defpairing  thoughts,  dep^t  ; 
My  God,  who  hears  my  humble  moan^ 
Will  eafe  my  flefh  and  cheer  my  heart.. 

Psalm  VII.     Common  Metre. 

God^s  care>  of  his  ^opU^  andpumjhment  of  perfecut^ru 
I  "Tk  yTY  truft  is  in.  my  heav'nly  Friend, 

XVJl    My  hope  in.  thee,  my  God  j 

Rife,  and  my  helplefs  life  defend 
From  thoTe  who  feek  my  blood. 

%  With  infolence  and  fiiry  they. 
My  foul  in  pieces  tear. 
As  hungry  lions  rend  thje  prey 
When  no  deliverer's  near. 

3  If  I  had  e*er  provok'd  them  firft. 

Or  once  abus*d  my  foe, 
Then  let  him  tread  my  life  to  duft. 
And  lay  mine  honour  low. 

4  If  there  be  malice  hid  in  me,. 

I  know  thy  piercing  eyes  ; 
1  fliould  not  dare  appeal  to  thee. 
Nor  aik  my  God  to  rife. 

5  Arife,  my  'God,  lift  up  thy  hand, 

1  Their  pride  and  pow'r  control ; 

Awake  to  judgment,  and  command 
Deliverance  for  my  foul. 

Pausje. 

6  []Let  finners  and  their  wicked  rage 

Be  humbled  to  the  duft : 
C 


26 Psalm  7,  8. 

Shall  not  the  God  of  truth  engage 
To  vindicate  the  juft  ? 

7  He  knows  the  heart,  he  tries  the  reins. 

He  will  defend  th'  upright : 
His  fharpeft  arrows  he  ordains 
Againft  the  fons  of  fpite. 

8  For  me  their  malice  digg'd  a  pit, 

But  there  themfelves  are  caft  ; 
My  God  makes  all  their  mifchief  light 
On  their  own  heads  at  laft.] 

9  That  cruel,  perfecuting  race 

Muft  feel  his  dreadful  fword  ; 
Awake,  my  foul,  and  prsdfe  the  grace 
And  juftice  of  the  Lord. 

Psalm  VIII.     Short  Metre. 

CocPs  fovereignty  and  goodnefs  ;   and  man^s  dominion 
ever  the  creatures. 

1  ^^  LORD,  our  heav'nly  King, 
\^    Thy  name  is  all  divine  ; 

Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  fpread. 
And  o'er  the  heav'ns  they  fliine  : 

2  When  to  thy  works  on  high 
Lraife  my  wondVing  eyes, 

•And  fee, the  moon  complete  in  light 
Adorn  the  darkfome  fkies  : 

3  When  I  furvey  the  ftars. 
And  all  their  fliining  forms, 

Xord,  what  is  man,  that  worthlefs  thing, 
A-kin  to  duft  and  worms  ! 

4  Lord,  what  is  worthlefs  man, 
That  thou  fliould'ft  love  him  fo ! 


Psalm  8. 27 

Next  to  thine  angels  is  he  plac'd. 
And  lord  of  all  below. 

;       Thine  honours  crown '^his  head. 
While  beafts  like  flaves  obey, 
And  birds  that  cut  the  air  with  wings. 
And  fifli  that  cleave  the  fea. 

5       How  rich  thy  bounties  are  ! 
And  wondrous  are  thy  ways  : 
Of  duft  and  worms  thy  pow.*r  can  frame 
A  monument  of  praife.    , 

J       [Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes 
And  fucklings,  thou  canft  draw 
Surprifing  honours  to  thy  name  I 
And  ftrike  the  world  with  awe. 

i       O  Lord,  our  heavenly  King, 
Thy  name  is  all  divine  ; 
Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  fpread. 
And  o'er  the  heav'ns  they  fhine.J 

PsALM  VIII.  /Common  Metre. 

ChrtJFs  condefcenfion  and  glorification  ;   oty  God  made  ma  ft* 

1  /^  LORD,  our  Lord,  how  wondrous  great 
V^    Is  thine  exalted  name  ! 

The  glories  of  thy  heavenly  ftate 
Let  men  and  babes  proclaim. 

2  When  I  behold  thy  works  on  high, 

The  moon  which  rules  the  night. 
And  ftars  that  well  adorn  the  iky, 
Thofe  moving  worlds  of  light : 

3  Lord,  what  is  man  or  all  his  race. 

Who  dwells  fo  far  below. 
That  thou  fliould'ft  viiit  him  with  grace,    * 
And  love  his  nature  fo ! 
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4  That  thine  eternal  Son  fiiaald  bear 

To  take  a  mortal  form, 
Made  lower  than  his  angels  are, 
"    To  fave  a  dying  worm  I 

5  [Yet  while  he  liv*d  on  earth  unknown. 

And  men  would  not  adore, 

Th'  obedient  feas  and  fiihes  own 

His  Godhead  and  his  pow'i*. 

6  The  waves  lay  fpread  beneath  his  ftet ; 

And  fifli,  at*  his  command. 
Bring  their  large  flidals  to  Peter's  Mt^' 
Bring  tribute  to  his  hand.^ 

7  Thefe  leffer  glories  of  the  Son 

Shone  through  the  fleftily  cloud ; 
Now  we  behold  liim  on  his  throne^ 
And  men  confefe  him  God.J 

8  Let  him  be  crownM  with  majefty 

Who  bow'd  his  head  to  death  j 

And  be  his  honours  founded  high, 

By  all  things  that  have  breath. 

9  Jefus,  our  Lord,  how  wondrous  great 

Is  thine  exalted  name  ; 
The  glories  of  thy  heav'nly  ftate 
Let  the  whole  earth  proclaim. 

Psalm  VIJL  ver.  i,  2.  Paraphrafed. 

Ftrjipart.    Long  Metre* 
Tbe  hofanna  of  the  children  ;  ^r,  infcnits  prai/ing  God. 

1      A   LMIGHT  Y  Ruler  of  the  Ikies, 
'XjL  Thro'  the  wide  earth  thy  name  is  fpread  j 
And  thine  eternal  glories  rife 
O'er  all  the  heav'ns  thy  hands  have  made. 


Psalm  S.    29 

2  To  dree  the  voices  of  the  young 
A  monument  of  honour  raiie  } 
And  babes,  with  uninflrufted  tongae^ 
Declare  the  wonders  of  thy  praife. 

3  Thy  pow*r  affifts  their  tender  age 

To  bring  proud  rebels  to  the  ground  j 
To  ftin  the  bold  blafphemer's  rs^c. 
And  all  their  pcHicies  confound.. 

4  Children  amidft  thy  temple  throng 
To  fee  their  great  Redeemer's  face  j 
The  Son  of  David  is  their  fong. 
And  young  hofannas  fiU  the  pTace.^ 

5  The  frowning  (bribes  and  angry  pricfts 
In  vam  their  impious  cavils  bring ; 
Revenge  fits  filent  in  their  breafts 
While  Jewifh  babes  proclaim  their  king* 

Psalm  VIIL  ver.  j,  &c.  ParaphraJecL 

Second  part.  Long  Metre. 
Adam  and  Chxift,  hrds  of  the  old  and  new  creatic^^ 

1  T    ORD,  what  was  man  when  made  at  firfl  ? 
1  4  Adam  the  offspring  of  the  duft  ! 

That  thou  ihould'fl:  fet  him  and  his  race 
But  juH  below  an  angel^s  place !! 

2  That  thou  fhould'ft  raife  his  nature  fo„ 
And  make  him  lord  of  all  below*; 
Make  every  beaft  and  bird  fubmit^ 
And  lay  the  fifhes  at  his  feet  L 

3  But  O !  what  brighter  glories  wait 
To  crown  the  fecond  Adam's  ftate  !! 
What  honours  fhaH  thy  Son  adorn j^, 
Who  condefcended  to  be  born  L       •• 
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4  See  him  below  his  angels  oaadc ! 
See  him  in  duft  among  the  dead. 
To  favc  a  ruin'd  world  from  fin : 
But  he  fhall  reign  with  pow'r  divine ! 

5  The  world  to  come,  redeemed  froni  all 
The  miseries  which  attend  the  fall. 
New  made,  and  glorious,  fh^  fubmit 
At  our  exalted  Saviour's  feet. 

Psalm  IX.      Firfi  Part. 

Wrath  and  mercy  from  thi  judgmnufoiit. 
t  TTT'ITH  my  whole  heart  FU  raife  my  fong, 
VV       '^^y  wonders  TU  proclaim  } 
Thou  fov'reign  Judge  of  right  and  wrong 
Wilt  put  my  foes  to  Ihame. 

2  rU  fing  thy  majefty  and  grace ; 

My  God  prepares  his  throne 
To  judge  the  world  in  righteoufnefs. 
And  make  his  vengeance  known. 

3  Then  fliall  the  Lord  a  refuge  prove 

For  all  the  poor  opprefe^d  ? 
To  fave  the  people  of  his  love, 
And  give  the  weary  reft, 

4  The  men,  who  know  thy  name,  will  truft 

In  thy  abundant  grace  ; 
For  thou  ha#  ne'er  forfook  the  juft, 
Who  humbly  fought  thy  face. 

5  Sing  praifes  to  the  righteous  Lord, 

Who  dwells  on  Zion's  hiH, 
Who  executes  his  threatening  word^ 
*  And  doth  his  grace  fulfil. 


Psalm  9.  Si 

Psx\LM  IX*  ver.  12.    Second  Part 

Tbi'  vjifdom  and  equity  of  Providence. 

t   XT /"H^N  the  great  Judge,  fupreme  and  jaft, 
\\       Shall  once  inquire  for  blood  j 
The  hutnblc  fouls,  who  mourn  in  duft. 
Shall  find  a  faithful  God, 

2  He  from  the  dreadful  gates  of  death 

Does  his  own  children  raife ; 
In  Zion's  gates,  with  cheerful  brcath>  n 

They  fing  their  Father's  praife. 

3  His  foes  fhall  faU,  with  heediels  fcct^ 

Into  the  pit  they  made  ; 
And  finners  perifti  in  the  net 

Which  their  own  hands  had  fpread. 

4  Thus  by  thy  judgments,  mighty  God, 

Are  thy  deep  counfels  known  : 
When  men  of  mifchief  are  deftroy*d> 
The  fnare  muft  be  their  own. 

Pause, 

5  -The  wicked  {hall  fink  down  to  hell ;       * 

Thy  wrath  devour  the  lands; 
That  dare  forget  thee,  or  rebel 
Againft  thy  known  commands. 

6  Though  faints  to  fore  diftrcfs.  arc  broughe. 

And  wait,  and  long  complain^  ^ 
Their  cries  fliall  never  be  forgot. 
Nor  (hall  their  hopes  be  vain, 

7  [Rife,  great  Redeemer,  from  thy  feat,, 

To  judge  and  fave  the  poor  ;; 
Let  natioujs  tremble  at  thy  feet,. 
And  man  prevail  no  moreV 
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8  Thy  thunder  fiiall  affright  the  proud. 
And  put  their  hearts  to  pain. 
Make  them  confefs  that  thou  art  God, 
And  they  but  feeble  men,} 


Psalm  X*     Common  Metre.  • 

Prayers,  heardy  and  faints  faved  ;  or ^  pride y  atbeifm^  ' 
and  opprejlon  punijhed. 

For  a  humiliation-day. 
I  TT THY  doth  the  Lord  ftand  off  fo  fer  ? 
V  V       And  why  conceal  his  face. 
When  great  calamities  appear, 
And  times  of  deep  diftrefs  \ 

a  Lord,  fliall  the  wicked  ftill-deride 
Thyjuftlce  and  thy  pow*r  ? 
Shall  they  advance  their  heads  in  pride. 
And  ftill  thy  faints  devour  ? 

3  They  put  thy  judgments  from  their  light. 

And  then  infult  the  poor ; 
They  boaft  in  their  exalted  height. 
That  they  fliall  fall  no  more. 

4  Arife,  O  God,  lift  up  thine  hand  j 

Attend  our  humble  cry  ; 
No  enemy  fliall  dare  to  ftand 
When  God  afcencjs  on  bigh^ 

Pause. 

5  Why  do  the  men  of  malice  rage. 

And  lay,  with  foolifli  pride, 
^he  God  of  heaven  will  ne*er  engage' 
Tofght  on  Zion-sjide  t 

S  But  thou  forever  art  our  Lord  j    ' 
And  powerful  is  thine  haad. 


Psalm  10, 11.  33 

As  when  this  Heaftbens  felt  thy  fWord^ 
And  pferiih'd  from  thy  land. 

7  Thou  wilt  prepare  our  hearts  to  pray. 

And  caufc  thine  car  to  hear } 
Hearken  to  what  thy  children  iay, 
And  put  the  world  in  fear. 

8  ?roud  tyrants  fliall  no  more  opprefs  j 

No  more  defpife  the  juft  ; 
And  mighty  finners  fhall  confeiS 
They  are  but  earth  and  duft. 

Psalm  XL    Long  Metre. 

Ged  hws  this  rightiousy  and  bates  tbi  wicked^ 

1  1\yrY  refuge  is  the  God  of  tove  j 

jL  tjL     Why  do  my  foes  infult  and  ctyi 
fh,  like  a  timorous  f  trembHng  dove^ 
To  dyiant  wooS'or  mountains  Jly  f 

2  If  governiYient  be  all  deftroy'd, 
(That  firm  foundation  of  our  peace) 
And  violence  make  jufti<:e  void, 
"Where  fliall  the  righteous  feek  redrefs  ? 

3  The  Lord  in  heav*n  has  fix'd  his  throne } 
His  eyes  furvey  the  world  below  ; 

To  him  all  mortal  things  are  known  % 
His  eyelids  fearch  our  fpirits  through. 

4  If  he  afflias  his  faints  fo  far, 

To  prove  their  love  and  try  their  grace, 
What  may  the  bold  tranfgreffors  fear  ! 
His  very  foul  abhors  their  ways. 

5  On  impious  wretches  he  fliall  rain 
Tempefts  of  brimftone,  fire  and  death. 
Such  as  he  kindled  on  the  plain 

Of  Sodom,  with  his  angry  breathe 
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6  The  righteous  Lord  loves  righteous  fouls, 
Whofe  thoughts  and  adions  are  fincere. 
And  with  a  gracious  eye  beholds 
The  men  who  his  own  image  bear. 

'      ■ ■  ■■■  ■  I      I.    ■      I.       I  I..   ■ I   -I   iiini      I      11 

Psalm  XII.     Long  Metre. 

The  faints^  fafety  and  hope  in  evil  times  ;  or  ^  fins  of  the 
tongue  complained  of  viz.  blafphemy^falfehood^  &€• 

1  T    ORD,  if  thou  doft  not  foon  appear, 
\  A  Virtue  and  truth  will  flee  away ; 

A  faithful  man  among  us  here 
Will  fcarce  be  found,  if  thou  delay. 

2  The  whole  difcourfe,  when  neighbours  meet, 
Is  fiird  with  trifles  loofe  and  vain  j 

Their  lips  are  flattery  and  deceit, 
And  their  proud  l^tnguage  19^  profane. 

3  But  lips  that  with  deceit  abound 
Shall  not  maintain  their  triumph  long : 
The  God  of  vengeance  will  confound 
The  flattering  and  blafpheming  tongue. 

4  Tet  Jhall  our  words  be  free  ^  they  cry, 
Our  tongues  jhall  be  control* d  by  none  : 
Where  is  the  Lord  will  ajk  us  why  ? 
Or  fay  our  lips  are  not  our  own  ? 

^  The  Lord,  who  fees  the  poor  opprefs'd^ 
And  he^rs  th'  oppreflbr's  haughty  ftrain. 
Will  rife  to  give  his  children  reft, 
Nor  fhall  they  truft  his  word  in  vain. 

6  Thy  word,  O  Lord,  though  often  try'd. 

Void  of  deceit  ftiall  ftill  appear  ; 

Not  filver,  fev'n  times  purify'd 
<  From  droik  and  mixture,  fliines  fo  clear. 
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7  Thy  grace  fliall,  in  the  darkeft  hour. 
Defend  the  holy  foul  from  harm  ; 
Though  when  the  vileft  men  have  pow*r. 
On  evVy  fide  will  finners  fwarm. 

Psalm  XII.     Common  Metre. 

Complaint  of  a  general  corruption  of  manners  ;  or^  the 
promife  andjigns  of  Chrtji^s  coming  to  judgment. 

1  T  TELP,  Lord,  for  men  of  virtue  fail ; 
Xi    Religion  lofes  ground  ! 
The#fons  of  violence  prevail. 

And  treacheries  abound. 

2  Their  oaths  and  promifes  they  break. 

Yet  aft  the  flatterer's  part  ; 
With  fair  deceitful  lips  they  fpeak. 
And  with  a  double  heart* 

3  If  we  reprove  fome  hateful  lie. 

How  is  their  fury  ftirr'd  ! 
Are  not  our  lips  our  own^  they  cry. 
And  who  fhcdl  be  our  Lord  ? 

4  Scoffers  appear  on  ev'rv  fide. 

Where  a  vile  race  of  men 
Is  rais'd  to  feats  of  pow'r  and  pride. 
And  bear  the  fword  in  vain. 
Pause. 

5  Lord,  when  iniquities  abound. 

And  blafphemy  grows  bold. 
When  faith  is  hardly  to  be  found, 
Ai)d  J|ove  is  waxing  cold  ; 

6  Is  not  thy  chariot  haft'ning  on  ? 

Haft  thou  not  giv'n  the  fign  ? 
May  wc  not  truft  and  live  upon  ^      ^ 

A  promife  fo  divine  i  ^ 


7  "  Yes,  faitli  the  Lord^  now  will  lrife> 

And  make  opprcflbrs  fleo  i^ 
'     I  Ihall  appear  to  their  furprifoj^ 
And  fet  my  fervs^nts  free/* 

8  Thy  word,  like  filver  fev*n  times  try'd. 

Through  ages  ihall  endure  : 
The  n\ea  who  in  thy  tr^ith  Qonfidci 
Shall  find  thy  promife  fure. 

Psalm  XIII.     Long  Metre. 

Pleading  ivitb  God  under  de/ertim  /    (r,  ^fipt  in 
darknefi. 

X  T  TOW  long^  O  Lord,  ihall  I  complain, 
JlJL  Like  one  who  feek3  his  Qod  in  vain  ? 
Ganft  thou  thy  face  forever  hide. 
And  I  ftili  pray  and.  be  deny'd  ?• 

d  Shall  I  forever  be  forgot. 

As  one  whom  thou  regardeft  not  ? 
Still  (hall  my  foul  thy  abfence  mourn  I . 
And  ftill  defpair  of  thy  return  ? 

3  How  long  Ihall  my  poor  troubled  breaft 
Be  with  thefe  anxious  thoughts  opprels'd  ? 
And  Satan,  my  malicious  toe. 
Rejoice  to  fee  me  funk  fo  low  ? 

4.  Hear,  Lord,  and  grant  me  quick  relief, 
Before  my  de^th  concludes  my  gi^ef ; 
If  thou  withhold'ft  thy  heav'nly  light, 
I  fleep'in  everlafting  night, 

5  How  will  the  pow'rs  of  darknefs  boaft^ 
If  but  one  praying  foul  be  loft  !- 
But  I  have  trufted  in  thy  grace. 
And  ihall  again  behold  thy.  face* 
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6  Whatever  tny  fears  or  foes  fuggcft, 
Thou  art  my  hope,  my  ioy,  my  reft ; 
My  heart  feall  fed  thy  fovc,  and  raife 
My  cheerful  voice  to  fongs  of  praife* 

.    ■  ■  ■  ■       <■ ■!•■-» i      I  I  I       11    I 

Psalm  XIIL     Common  Metre^ 

complaint  under  tempietms  ^f  the  devil. 

t  T  TOW  Jong  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  face  f 
JL  X  My  God,  how  long  delay  ? 
When  feaB  I  feel  thofe  heav'cly  rays 
Which  chafe  my  feara  a'^ay  ? 

a  How  kmg  &a1l  my  pom*  laboring  foul 
Wreftle  and  toil,  in  vain  i 
Thy  word  can  all  my  foes  control. 
And  eafc  my  raging  pain. 

3  See  how  tfce  printje  of  darfaidfs  tries 

AH  his  maUcious  arts  ; 
He  fprcads  a  mift  around  my  eyes. 
And  throws  his  fiery  ckrts^ 

4  Be  thou  my  fun,  be  tlio*j  my  fhield  ; 

My  foul  in  Ikfety  keep  ; 
Make  haftcj  bdfore  mine  eyes  are  feai'd 
'  In  death's  eternal  fleep^ 

5  How  wo*W  the  tempter  boaft^Joud 

If  I  become  his  prey  ? 
Behold  the  fans  of  hell  grow  proud 
At  thy  fo  loflig  delay  T ' 

6  But  they  ;lhall  fly  at  thy  rebujce. 

And  Satan  hide  hi«  head : 
He  knows  the  terrors  of  thy  look. 
And  hears  tliy  voi^^  yi^iih  4c^4« 

D 
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7  Thou  wilt  difplay  that  fov'reiga  grace 
Where  all  my  hopes  have  hung ; 
I  fliall  employ  my  lips  in  praife, 
And  vid'ry  ihall  be  fung. 

Psalm  XIV.  Firji  Part  Com.  Met. 

By  nature  all  men  are  fmners. 
I  TpOOLS  in  their  hearts  believe  and  fay, 
X?     "  That  all  religion's  vain  ; 
*'  There  is  no  God  that  reigns  on  high, 
"  Or  minds  th'  affairs  of  men.*' 

a  From  thoughts  fo  dreadful  and  profane, 
Corrupt  difcoiirfe  proceeds ; 
And  in  their  impious  hands  are  found 
Abominable  deeds. 

3  The  Lord,  from  his  celeftial  throne, 

Look'd  down  on  things  below, 
To  find  the  man  that  fought  his  grace. 
Or  did  his  juftice  know. 

4  By  nature  all  are  gone  aftray  ; 

Their  pradice  all  the  fame  : 
There^s  none  that  fears  his  Maker's  hand. 
There's  none  that  loves  his  name. 

5  Their  tongues  are  us'd  to  fpeak  deceit  j  \ 

Their  flanders  never  ceafe  ; 
How  fwift  to  mifcbief  are  their  feet ! 
Nor  know  the  paths  of  peace. 

6  Such  feeds  of  fin  (that  bitter  root)  ^ 

In  ev'ry  heart  are  found  ; 
Nor  can  they  bear  diviner  fruit. 
Till  grace  refine  the  |pround» 


Psalm  14,  15.  39 

Psalm  XIV.  2d  Part.  Com.  Met 

The  fitly  of  ferfecutoru 

1  A  RE  finners  now  fo  fenfeleis  grown, 
jfX  That  they  the  faints  devour  } 
And  never  worihip  at  thy  throne. 

Nor  fear  thine  awful  pow'r  ? 

2  Great  God  !  appear  to  their  furprife. 

Reveal  thy  dreadful  name  ! 
Let  them  no  more  thy  wrath  defpife. 
Nor  turn  our  hope  to  ihame. 

3  Dpft  thou  not  dwell  among  the  juft  ? 

And  yet  our  foes  deride, 
That  we  fliould  make  thy  name  our  truft  : 
Great  God  !  confound  their  pride. 

4  O  that  the  joyful  day  were  come. 

To  finifh  our  diftrefs ! 
When  God  fhall  brinig  his  children  home, 
.Our  fongs  fliall  never  ceafe. 

PsALM  XV.     Common  Metre, 

Cbaraliers  of  a  faint ;  cr,  a  cittzen  of  Zion  :  or^  the 

qualifications  of  a  Chrifiian* 
1  "\TTHO  (hall  inhabit  in  thy  hill, 
VV     O  God  of  holinefe  ? 
Whom  will  the  Lord  admit  to  dwell 
So  near  his  throne  of  grace  ? 
a  The  man  that  walks  in  pious  ways. 
And  works  with  righteous  handfi. 
That  trufts  his  Maker*s  promifes. 
And  follows  his  commands. 

3  He  fpeaks  the  meaning  of  his  heart. 
Nor  flanders  with  his  tongue ; 


-40  /  PAalm  15. 

^ill  ic2rcd  b^tevisf  aft  3t  rdport^ 
Nor  da  his  neighbour  wrong* 

4  The  wealthy  finner  he  contemns^ 

loves  all  that  feat  the  Lord  ;  ' 

And  though  to  his  own  hart  he  ft^caf». 
Still  hfe  performs  his  word* 

5  His  hands  difdain  a  golden  bribe^ 

And  never  gripe  the  poor  : 
This  nftaa  (hall  dwell  with  God  oii  earth,, 

And  find  his  heav'n  fecare. 

*   ■  '  ■  ■     ■       ■   .  ,   -. 

Psalm  XV*     Long  Metre* 

Religion  andjufiicey  go^nefi  and  truth  ;  or^  duties  /# 
God  and  man  :  or,  tbe  qualificatiwis  of  a  Chrl/iian* 

I  "\")I"7  HO  fhall  afcend  thy  heavenly  place, 
VV    Great  God,  and  dwell  before  thy  face  \ 
The  uian  that  minds  religion  now. 
And  humbly  walks  with  God  below  : 

^  Whofe  hands  are  pure,  whole  heart  is  cleao^ 
Whofe  lips  ftill  fpcak  the  thing  they  meaa  ; 
No  flanders  dwell  upon  his  tongue  ; 
He  hates  to  do  his  neighbour  wrong* 

3  [Scarce  will  he  truft  an  ill  report. 
Nor  vent  it  to  his  neighbour's  hurt : 
Sinners  of  flate  he  can  defpife. 

But  faints  are  honoured  in  his  cyes,^ 

4  [Firm  to  his  word  he  ever  flood. 
And  always  makes  his  promife  good ; 
Nor  dares  to  change  the  .thing  he  fweara^ 
Whatever  pain  or  lofs  he  bears.^ 

5  [He  never  deals  in  bribing  ^Id, 

And  mourns  that  juftice  mould  be  fold : 


Psalm  15,  16. 41 

While  others  gripe  and  grind  the  poar> 
Sweet  charity  attends  his  door .3 

6  He  loves  his  enemies,  and  prays 
For  thofe  that  curfe  him  to  his  face  : 
And  doth  to  all  men  ftilt  the  fame. 
That  he  would  hope  or  wifti  from  them. 

7  Yet,  when  his  holieft  works  are  cfonc. 
His  foul  depends  on  grace  alone  : 
This  is  the  man  thy  face  fhall  fee. 
And  dwell  forever.  Lord,  with  thee* 

Psalm  XVI.  iji  Part.  Long  Metre. 

Coi^effion  of  our  poverty^  and  faints  the  bejl  comfauy  ; 
ory  good  works  profit  men^  not  G4>d. 

X  "PRESERVE  me.  Lord,  in  time  of  need, 
JL     f'pr  fuccour  to  thy  throne  I  flee. 
But  have  no  merits  there  to  plead  } 
My  goodneis  cannot  reach  to  thee. 

^  Oft  have  my  heart  and  tongue  confeft. 
How  empty  and  how  poor  I  am  j 
My  praife  can  never  make  thee  blefi:^ 
Nor  add  new  glories  to  thy  name. 

3  Yet,  Lord,  thy  iaints  on  eartli  may  reap 
Some  profit  by  the  good  we  do  j 
Thefe  are  the  company  I  keep, 

Thde  are  the  choicefl:  friends  I  know. 

4  Let  others  choofe  the  fons  of  mirthi 
To  give  a  relifli  to  their  wine  j 

I  love  the  men  of  heav'nly  birth, 
.  Whoie  thoughts  and  language  are  diviiK^ 
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Psai^mXVI.  ^d  Fart.  Long  Metre. 

Chri/i's  AlUSufflcieney. 
I   T  TOW  faft  their  guilt  and  forrows  rife, 

Jt  X  Who  faafte  to  feek  fome  idol  god  j . 

1  win  not  taftc  their  fiicrificc. 

Their  off^ings  of  forbidden  blood* 
a  My  God  provides  a  richer  cup,, 

And  nobler  food  to  live  upon  j 

He  for  my  life  has  offered  up 

Jefus,  his  beft  beloved  Son, 
3,  His  love  is  sny  perpetuat  feaft  ^ 

By  day  hts  counfels  guide  me  right  j 

And,  be  his  aaine  forever  bleft, 

Who  gives  nie  ^cet  advfce  by  night.. 
4  I  &t  him  flil)  before  mine  eyes  ; 

At  my  right  hand  he  ftand^  prepar^^d 

To  keep  my  finjl  from  allfurprife. 

And  feeinay  eiretlafting  guard. 
^    1.  ■    rf."^  ii •  ■■* —  ■■^'  ■«  «■ ' «  ■  III  I. 

PsalmXVL  ^dParL  Long  MeCre.. 

Courage  m  deaths  and  hope  of  the  rtfurreSlion. 

1  "TTTHEN  God  is^  nigh,  my  faith  is  ffron|;„ 
W    His  arm  is  my  almighty  prop  r 

Be  glad  my  I^lrt,  rejoice  my  tongoe^. 

My  dying  flefli  ft^iJl  reft  ia  hojpe. 
3-  Though  in  the  duft  1  lay  my  head, , 

Yet,  gratioos  God,  thottwiit  n^  \tM^ 

My  foul  forever  with  the  dtady 

Nor  lofe  thy  cbildneft  k  the  gravt;. 
3  My  fldOh  fbatt  thy  fii#  cSk  obey,^ 

Shake  off  the  duft  and  lile  on  l^h  y 

Then  Ihalt  ^hou  lead  the  wondrous  way 

Up  to  thy  throne  above  the  iky* 


Psalm  15.  43 


4  There  ftrcams  c>f  cndlcfs  pleafure  flow^ 
And  full  difcov*ries  of  thy  grace, 
(Which  we  but  tafted  here  below) 
Spread  heav'nly  joys  through  all  the  place. 

Psalm  XVI.  i^8.  iJlPart.C.Uctic. 

Support  and  counfd  from  Cdd^  without  merit. 

I    O  AVE  mc},  O  Lord,  from  ev'ry  foe  : 
1^     In  thee  iny  truft  I  place. 
Though  all  the  good,  that  I  can  do. 
Can  ne^er  defervc  thy  grace* 

a  Yet  if  my  God  prolong  my  breathy 
The  faints  may  profit  by^t ; 
The  /aints,  the  glory  of  the  earth. 
The  men  of  my  delight. 

3  Let  Heathens  to  tbmr  idok  hafte^ 

And  worihip  wood  or  (lone  y 
But  my  delightful  lot  is  caft 
Where  the  true  God  is  known. 

4  His  hand  provides  my  cooftaxiC  food  ) 

He  fills  my  daily  cikp  i 
Much  am  I  pleas^  with  prefent  good,^ 
But  nK)re  rejoice  in  hope* 

5  God  is  fi»y  poortion  tad  my  joy  { 

His  counfels  are  my  light : 
He  gives  me  fwect  advice  by  day^  . 
Aikl  gentk  Mnt^  by  night* 

6  My  foul  would  all  her  thoughts  Jipj^ro** 

To  his  all-feoing  eye  i 
Not  death  iu)r  hdl  my  hope»ik«il  move. 
While  fucb  ft  friend  b  mgh^ 
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Psalm  XVI.  2d  Part.  Com.  Metre* 

The  death  and  refurredion  of  Chrifl.  - 
I  «  T  SET  the  Lord  before  my  face, 
X  "  He  bears  my  couraffe  up  ; 
**  My  heart  and  tongue  their  joys  exprefs, 
«  My  flelh  fhall  reft  in  hope- 

a  "  My  fpirit.  Lord,  thou  wilt  not  leave^ 
"  Where  fouls  departed  are  ; 
**  Nor  quit  my  body  to  the  grave, 
"  To  fee  corruption  there. 

3  "  Thou  wilt  reveal  the  path  of  life, ' 

*'  And  raife  me  to  thy  throne  : 
"  Thy  courts  immortal  pleafure  give ; 
*'  Thy  prefence,  joys  unknown.** 

4  [Thus,  in  the  name  of  Chrift  the  Lorc^ 
^    The  holy  David  fung, 

And  Providence  fulfils  the  word 
Of  his  prophetic  tongue* 

5  Jefus,  whom  ev*ry  faint  adore?,, 

Was  crucify'd  and  flain  ; 
Behold  the  tomb  its  prey  reftores  t 
Behold,  he  lives  ag^n  i 

6  When  fluU  nry  feet  arifc  and  ftand 

On  heaven's  eternal  hills  ? 
There  fits  the  Son  st  God's  right  hand,. 
And  there  the  Father  fmiks^J 

■.  ..        .1  ..  I   ■         ■  I  I         I  .   II         ■  II  I  I        1         ■■! 

PsALM  XVIL  ver.  13,,  &lc^  Short  M. 

Portion  off  aims'  fLndfnners  /  or^  hope  and  dif^  m  ie§A^ 
i     A  RISE,  my  gracious  God, 
xV  Aud  make  the  wkfced  flee $. 
They  are  but  thy  cha;(tifing  r0d 
To  drive  thy  faints  to  tnee#^ 


Psalm  ir.  45 
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a      Behokly  the  finner  dies. 

His  haughty  wotds  are  vain  : 
Here  in  tins  Ufe  his  pleafore  ties, 
Axxd  all  beyond  b  psdb^ 

3  Then  let  his  pride  advttoce^  i 
And  boa£b  of  all  his  ftore ;. 

The  Lard  is  my  inhcritinoe. 
My  foul  aai  wifli  na  more.^ 

4  I  fliaE  behold  the  fam 
Of  my  forgiving  God ; 

And  ftand  connplcte  in  righteoufaefi^ 
Walh*d  ia  nry  Saviour's  blood* 

5  There's  a  new  heav'n  bcgua 
When  I  awake  from  death, 

DreA  in  the  Ukenefs  of  thy  Son^ 
And  draw  immortal  breath  J 

Psalm  XVIL     Long  Metre. 

Ttejinner^s  portion  dndibejkinfs  hope  ;  or^  the  ieav* 
en  of fepar ate  fouls  ^  and  the  refurreSi'um* 

I  T    ORD,  I  am  thine  ;  but  thou  wilt  proVe 
I  ^  My  faith,  my  patience,  and  my  love  : 
When  men  of  fpite  againft  me  join. 
They  are  the  fword,  the  hand  is  thine, 

a  Their  hope  and  portion  lie  below  j 
*Tis  all  the  happinefi  they  know  ; 
*Tis*-aIl  they  feck  :  they  take  their  fiiarca^ 
And  leave  the  reft  among  their  heirs. 

3  What  finners  value,  I  refign  ; 
Lord,  *tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine  j 
I  fliall  behold  thy  blrfsful  face. 
And  Hand  complete  in  righteoufnefe. 
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4  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  fliow  j 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go 
Hath  joys,  fuhftantial  and  fiocere  ; 
When  Ihall  I'wake  and  find  me  there? 

5  O  glorious  hour  !  O  bleft  abode ! 
I  {hall  be  near  and  like  my  God ; 
And  flefh  and.  fin  no  more  control 
The  facred  pleafures  of  the  foul. 

6  My  flefli  (hall  flumber  in  the  ground. 
Till  the  laft  trumpet's  joyful  found  : 
Then  burft  the  chains  with  fwcet  furprife. 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rife. 

Psalm  XVIII.   ift  Part.  Long  Met. 

^    Ver-  I — 6,  15 — 18. 
Deliverance  from  defpair  ;  (?r,  temptations  overctme. 

I  nPHEE  will  I  love,  O  Lord,  my  ftrcngth, 
X    My  rock,  my  tow*r,  my  high  defence  ; 
Thy  mighty  arm  mall  be  my  truft. 
For  I  have  found  lalvation  thence. 

s  Death  and  the  terrors  of  the  grave 
Stood  round  me  ivith  their  difmal  ihade ; 
While  floods  of  high  temptations  rofe^ 
And  made  my  finking  foul  afraid. 

3  I  faw  the  opening  gates  of  hell. 
With  endldfs  pains  and  forrows  there. 
Which  none  but  they  that  feel  can  tcU, 
While  I  was  hurr}'*d  to  defpair. 

4  In  my  diftrcfs,  I  calPd  my  God, 
When  I  could  fcarce  believe  him  mine  \ 
He  bow'd  his  ear  to  my  complaint  \ 
Then  did  hb  grace  appear  divine* 


Psalm  i8*  4^ 

*"■■"■• ^ :- «% 

J  [With  §)ecd  he  flew  to  my  relief. 
As  on  a  cherub's  wing  he  rode ; 
Awful  and  bright  as  lightning  &one  . 
The  face  of  my  deliverer,  God* 

6  Temptations  fled  at  his  rebuke. 
The  blaft  of  his  almighty  breath } 
He  fent  falvation  from  on  lugh. 

And  drew  nie  from  tiie  deeps  of  death.]] 

7  Great  were  my  fears,  my  foes  were  great ; 
Much  was  their  ftrength,  and  more  their  rage; 
But  Chrift,  my  Lord,  is  conquVor  ftill. 

In  all  the  wars  that  devils  wage. 

8  My  fong  forever  fliall  record 
That  terrible,  that  joyful  hour ; 
And  give  the  glory  to  the  Lord, 
Due  to  his  mercy  and  his  pow'n 

PsalmXVIII.  20--26. 2d  Part.  L.M^ 

'Sincerity  proved  and  rewarded.  - 

1  T    ORD,  thou  haft  feen  my  foul  fincere, 

1  J  Haft  made  thy  truth  and  love  appear  j 
Before  niine  eyes  I  fet  thy  laws. 
And  thou  haft  own'd  my  righteous  caufe* 

2  Since  I  have  learn'd  thy  holy  ways, 
I've  walked  upright  before  thy  face  : 
Or,  if  my  feet  did  e'er  depart, 
•Twas  never  with  a  wicked  heart. 

3  What  fore  temptations  broke  my  reft! 
What  wars  and  ftrugglings  in  my  breaft ! 
But  through  thy  grace,  that  reigns  within, 

I  guard  againft  my  darling  fin  :  ^ 

4  That  fin  that  clofe  befets  me  ftill. 
That  works  and  ftrives  againft  my  wUl  j 


j^ 


4t  Psalm  i8. 

When  fliall  thy  Spirit's  fov'ucign  pow'c 
Defiroy  it,  that  it  rUe  ro  more  ? 

5  ([With  an  impartial  hand ,  the  Lord 
Deals  out  to  mortals  their  rewvsurd  : 
The  kind  and  hkhM  foul  ibaU  find 
A  God  as  faithful  and  as  kind* 

6  The  juil  and  pore  fkdl  ever  &y. 

Thou  art  nxnte  pure^  more  jnft  than  thtfyi: 
And  men  that  lavse  r^evenge  €mXL  know^ 
,  God  bath  ae  xm  of  vengeance  too*] 

■     ■■■■■■■  I  **  ■■<■■■■■  ..»■    ■  1     t,^  ■  -  t^t  ,  I     I  ,    ,  in    I      I         ,||y 

Psalm  XVIII.  ^d  Part.  Long  Metre. 

Vcn  3o^3U52,46*&c. 
Rejoicing  in  Gad;  or^JalvatiM  and  triumphs 

1  TUST  are  thy  i^ays,  and  tnw  thy  wQr4» 
J    Great  rock  of  my  fecua*e  abode ; 
Who  is  a  God,  befiik  the  Lordi 

Or,  Where's  a  xcfugeJifce  t)ur  God  ? 

2  ' Tis  he  that  girds  me  with  his  mighty 
Gives  me  his  holy  fword  to  wield  ; 
And^  while  with  fm  and  hell  I  fight;,. 
Spreads  his  falvation  fcxr  my  fiiieTd* 

3  He.  lives  (and  blefied  be  my  rock) 
,  The  God  of  my  falvation  lives : 

The  dark  defigns  of  hell  are  broken 
Sweet  is  the  peace  my  Father  gives. 

4  Before  the  ftioficrs  of  the  age 

I  will  exalt  my  Father's  name ; 
Nor  tremble  at  their  mighty  rage. 
But  meet  reproach,  and  bear  the  fliame. 

5  To  David  and  his  royal  feed  ' 
Thy  grace  fwrever  IhaH  cKtend ; 

Thy  love  to  f^nts,  in  C3irift  their  head,. 
Knows  not  a  Umiti  nor  an  end« 


V 
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Psalm  XVIII.   ijl  Part.  Com.  Met. 

ViSbry  and  triumph  over  temporal  enemies* 

I   "^XT"^  ^^^^  th^^^  Lordj  and  we  adore ; 
VV      Now  is  thine  arm  reveal'd : 
Thou  art  our  ftrength,  our  heavenly  tow'r, 
Oyr  bulwark  and  our  fliield. 

a  We  fly  to  our  eternal  Rock, 
And  find  a  fure  defence ; 
His  holy  name  our  lips  invoke. 
And  draw  falvation  thence. 

3  When  God,  our  leader,  Ihines  in  arms. 

What  mortal  heart  can  bc^ar 

The  thunder  of  his  loud  alarms. 

The  lightning  of  his  fpear  ? 

4  He  rides  upon  the  winged  wind. 

And  angels,  in  array. 
In  millions  wait,  to  know  his  mind. 
And  fwift  as  flames  obey. 

5  He  fpeaks,  and  at  his  fierce  rebuke 

Whole  armies  are  difmay*d  J  •: 
His  voice,  his  frowri,  his  angry  look 
Strikes  all  their  courage  deakl. 

€  He  forms  our  genVals  for  the  field. 
With  all  their  dreadful  fkill. 
Gives  them  his  awful  fword  to  wield. 
And  makes  their  heajrts  of  fteel. 

jr  [He  arms  our  captains  to  the  fight. 
Though  there  his^  name's  forgot  j 
j(He  girded  Cyrus  with  his  mighty  ^ 

But  Cyrus  knew  bim  iiot.) 
E 
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8  Oft  has*  the  Lord  whole  nations  bleft^ 
For  his  own  church's  fake ; 
TBe  pow'rs,  that  gi^c  his  people  reft> 
Shall  of  his  care  partake.] 

It  .        ....      I  "     .     ■  '  _  ^ 

Psalm  XVIIL  ^d  Part.  Com*  Met* 

The  cdnqtieror^s/ong. 

1  T^O  thiiie  almighty  arm  we  owe 
X     Ihe  triumphs  of  the  day  j 
Thy  terrors.  Lord,  confound  the  foe, 
And  melt  their  ftrength  away, 

i  *Tis  by  thine  aid  our  troops  ptevail^ 
And  break  united  pow'rs  j 
Or  burn  their  boafted  fleets^  or  fcale 
The  proudeft  of  their  tow'rs. 

§  How  have  we  chased  them  through  the  fields 
And  trod  them  to  the  ground, 
While  thy  falvation  was  our  fliield  j 
But  they  no  flicker  found  ! 

4  In  vain  to  idol  faints  they  cry, 

And  perifli  in  their  blood  : 
Where  is  a  Tock  fo  greats  fo  highji 
So  powerful  as  our  God  ? 

5  The  Rock  of  Ifr'el  ever  lives  ;   *  , 

His  name  be  ever  bleft  ;  * 

*Tis  his  own  arm  the  vicl'ry  givejj 
And  gives  his  people  reft. 

6  On  kings  that  reign  as  David  did^ 

He  pours  his  bleflings  down  } 
Secures  their  honours  to  their  feed,«, 
And  well  fupports  their  crown; 
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B' 


Psalm  XIX.  ijl  Part:  Short  Metre^ 

The  books  of  nature  and  fcripture^ 

For  a  Lord's-Day  morning.    . 

iEHOLD  the  lofty  fky 

^  Declares  its  maker,  Cod, 

And  all  his  flarry  works  on  high 
Proclaim  his  pow'r  abroad. 

The  darknefs  and  the  light 
Still  keep  their  courfe  the  fame  ; 
While  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night 
Divinely  teach  his  name. 

;      In  ev'ry  dxflF'rcnt  land 

Their  gen'ral  voice  is  known  ;^ 
They  ihew  the  wonders  of  his  hand^ 
And  orders  of  his  throne. 

|.      Ye  Chriftian  lands,  rejoice  ! 
Here  he  reveals  his  word  j 
We  are  not  left  to  nature's  voice 
To  bid  us  know  the  Lord. 

\      His  fiatutes  and  commands 
Are  fet  before  our  eyes  } 
He  puts  his  gofpel  in  our  hanf^. 
Where  our  falvation  lies. 

\      His  laws  are  juft  and  pure  j 
His  truth  without  deceit : 
His  promifes  forever  fure. 
And  his  rewards  are  great. 

^      [Not  honey  to  the  tafte 
Affords  fo  much  delight  ; 
Nor  gold,  that  has  the  turnace  pafs'd. 
So  much  allures  the  fight.  ^^ 
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8       While  of  thy  works  I  ling. 
Thy  glory  to  proclaim, 
-Accept  the  praife,  my  God,  my  King, 
In  my  Redeemer's  name.] 

Psalm  XIX-  2d  Part.  Short  Metre. 

God's  word  moji  excellent ;    or^  Jtncerity  and  watcb* 
fulnefs. 

For  a  Lord's-Day  morning. 
I     ;  T>  EHOLD  the  morning  fun 
X3  Begins  his  glorious  way  ! 
JHis  beams  through  all  the  nations  run. 
And  life  and  light  convey. 

a       But  where  the  gofpcl  comes, 
It  fpreads  diviner  light ; 
It  calls  dead  finners  from  their  tombs, 
And  gives  the  blind  their  fight. 

3  How  perfect  is  thy  word  !  ^ 
And  all  thy  judgments  juft  ; 

Forever  fure  thy  promife,  Lord, 

And  men  fccurely  truft.  "": 

4  My  gracious  God,  how  plain 
Are  thy  cficftions  giv'n  ! 

O  may  I  never  read  in  vain, 
But  find  the  path  to  heaven* 
Pause. 

5  I  hear  thy  word  with  love. 
And  I  would  fain  obey  ; 

Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above 
To  guide  me,  lell  I  ftray. 

6  O  who  can  ever  find 
The  errors  of  his  ways  ? 
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Yet  with  a  bold  prefamptuous  mind 
I  would  not  dare  tranigrefsr 

7       Warn  me  of  every  %  j 
Forgive  my  fecret  faults, 
^nd  cleanfe  this  guilty  foul  of  mine, 
Whofe  crimes  exceed  my  thoughtSr 

$       While  with  my  heart  and  tongue 
I  fpread  thy  praife  abroad. 
Accept  the  worfliip  and  the  fong,^ 
My  Saviour  and  my  God, 

Psalm  XIX.     Long  Metre; 

The  books  (^natun  and  offcripure  compared;  $r^  ths 
glory  and  fuccefs  of  the  gofpeh 

J  'T^HE  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord  j 
JL    In  ev*^ry  ftar  thy  wifdom  j(lunes  ; 
But,  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  wqy d. 
We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  linesv 

%  The  rolling  fun,  the  changing  lights 
And  nights,  and  days^  thy  pow'r  confefs  |^ 
But  the  bleft  volume  thou  haft  writ 
Reveals  thy  juflice  and  thy  gracel 

j^  Sun,  moon  a^d  fistrs  convey  thy  praife 
Roufidi  the  whole  earth,,  and  never  fbind  t 
So  when  thy  truth  began  its  race. 
It  touchM  and  glanced  on  ev^ry  tand.^ 

4  Nor  fealt  thy  fprca<fing  gofpcl  reft 

Till  through:  the  world  thy  truth  hasmij; 
Till  Chrift  hjr.  all  the  nations  bkflfy 
That  fee  the  lights  or  feel  tl«  fun^ 

5  Great  Sun  of  Righteoufhefsj  arife> 
Bleft  the  dar&  world  with  heavenly  Vi^f*^ 
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V 


Thy  gofpel  makes  the  fimple  wife  ; 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right; 

6  Thy  nobleft  wonders  here  we  view, 
In  fouls  renewed,  and  fins  forgiv'n : 
Lord,  cleanfe  my  fins,  my  foul  renew. 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  heav'n. 

Psalm  XIX.      Particular  Metre. 

The  books  of  nature  andfcrifiure. 
X  /^  REAT  God,  the  heav'n'swell-orderM  frame 
\jp"  Declares  the  glories  of  thy  name  : 

There  thy  rich  works  of  wonder  ftiine  r 
A  thouiand  ftarry  beauties  there,        ; 
A  thoufand  radiant  marks  appear 
Of  boundlefs  pow'r  and  Ikill  divine. 

2  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night,^ 
The  dawning  and  the  dying  light 

Lectures  of  heav'nly  wifdom  read  j 
With  filent  doq^uence  they  raife-  1 

Our  thoughts  to.  our  Creator's^  praife. 

And  neither  ibund  nor  language.  neecE. 

5  Yet  thaair  divine  inftru^ions  run 
Far  as  the  journies  of  the  Hm^ 

And  €?*iry  nation  knows  their  voice  ^ 
The  fun,  like  feme  young  bridegroom  dreff,. 
Breaks  &oai  the  chambens^  e£  the  eaft, 

RoHs  roiKid,;and  makes  the*  earth  rejokcew 

4  ^TOhore^er  he  fprcads  l>is  beams  abroad. 
He  frailes,  and  fpeaks  his  maker,.  God  j,  [ 

All  nature  joins  ta  fliew  thy  praife^ 
Thus  God  ia  evVy  creature  Ihincs;  • 

Fair  ^^ulm  boek  of  nature's  Une$, 

But  fairer- is  tl^y  bookof  gpqe^ 


Psalm  1%  2^ 55 

Pause. 

5  I  love  the  volumes  of  thy  word  ; 
What  light  and  joy  thofe  leaves  afford 

To  fouls  benighted  and  diftreft  ! 
Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way  ; 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  ftray  ; 

Thy  promife  leads  my  heart  to  reft* 

6  From  the  difcovVies  of  thy  law 
The  perfeft  rules  of  life  I  draw  : 

Thefe  arc  my  ftudy  and  delight ; 
Not  honey  fo  invites  the  tafte. 
Nor  gold,  that  has  the  furnace  paft. 

Appears  fo  pleafing  to  the  fight. 

7  Thy  threat'nings  wake  my  flumb'ring  eyes. 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies ; 

But  ^is  thy  bleflfed  gofpel,  Lord, 
That  mi^kes  my  guilty  confcience  clean. 
Converts  my  foul,  fubdues  my  fin. 

And  gives  a  free,  but  large  reward. 

8  Who  knows  the  errors  of  his  thoughts  ? 
My  God,  forgive  my  fecret  faults. 

And  from  prefumptuous  fins  reftrain  ; 
Accept  my  poor  attempts  of  praife, 
Tliat  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace. 

And  book  of  nature,  not  in  vain* 

i— ^»i         ■■  ■     ■  '  ■■  "  H  I     ■!  ■  Ill  I    »  ■     I      lll»l 

Psalm  XX^     Long  Metre. 

Prayer  and  hope  of  vi^ory. 
For  a  day  of  prayer  in  time  of  war. 
1  "^TOW^may  the  God  of  pow*^r  and  grace, 
J|[\|    Attend  his  people*s  humble  cry  r 
Jehovah  hears  when  IfrM  prays, 
And  brings  deliverance  from  on  high.. 
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a  The  name  of  Jacob's  Grod  defends 
Better  than  (hields  or  brazen  walls  }^' 
He  from  his  fanftuary  fends 
Succour  and  ftrength,  when  Zion  calls. 

3  Well  he  remembers  all  our  fighs  j 
His  love  exceeds  our  beft  deferts  j 
His  love  accepts  the  lacrifice 

.     Of  humble  grcmna  and  broken  hcartaw 

4  In  his  falvation  is  our  hope, 
And  in  the  name  of  Ifr*el*^s  God 
Our  troops  fhall  lift  their  banners  up^ 
Our  navies  tpread  their  flags  abroad^ 

'5  Some  truft  in  horfes  trained  for  war. 
And  fome  of  chariots  make  their  boafis  f 
Our  fureft  expeftationa  are 
From  thee^  the  Lord  of  heav'i^  bofts*^ 

6  [O  may  the  memVy  of  thy  name 
Infpire  our  armies  for  the  fight  I 
Our  foes  (hall  fall  and  die  with  ihame. 
Or  quit  the  field  with  (hameful  iigfat.^ 

y  Now  ifave  us,  Lord,  from  ffaviih  fear  j 
Now  let  our  hope  be  firm  and  ftrong,.; 
Till  thy  fidvation  {hall  appear,^ 
And  jpy  and  triumph  raife  the  fong. 

*  '  I       I  I     ■■■    ■        II  .'  I.I  ■ - ■  I       LI    III  < 

FsALM  XXL  Com.  Metre^  Altered^ 

"^X/  Our  country  th  care  of  Heaven^ 

^ /^XJR  landy  O  Lord,  with  fongs  of  ynsSt 
\J  Shall  in  thy  ftrength  rejoice  ; 
And,  Well  with  thy  falvation,  raife 
To  hcav'n  their  cheerful  voice*^ 


V 
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2  Thy  fure  defence,  through  nations  round. 

Has  fpread  our  wondrous  name  ; 
And  our  fuccefsful  aftions  cro\Vn*d 
With  dignity  and  fame. 

3  Then  let  our  land  on  God  alone 

For  timely  aid  rely  ; 
His  mercy,  which  adorns  his  throne. 
Shall  all  our  wants  fupply.  

4  But,  righteous  Lord,  thy  ftubborn  foes 

Shall  feel  thy  dreadful  hand  ; 
Thy  vengeful  arm  (hall  find  out  thofe 
Who  hate  all  juft  command. 

5  When  thou  againft  them,  doft  engage. 

Thy  juft,  but  dreadful  doom 
Shall,  like  a  fiery  oven's  rage. 
Their  hopes  and  them  confume. 

6  Thus,  Lord,  thy  wondrous  pow'r  declare. 

And  thus  exalt  thy  fame  ;  , 

Whilft  we  glad  fongs  of  praife  prepare. 
For  thine  almighty  name. 

Psalm  XXL  ver.  i— 9*  Long  Met* 

Chrift  exalted  to  the  kingdom. 

1  Tn\  AVID  rejoic'd  in  God  his  ftrength, 
jiJ  Raised  to  the  throne  by  fpecial  grace  j 
But  Chrift  the  Son  appears  at  length. 
Fulfils  the  triumph  and  the  praife* 

2  How  great  is  the  Mefiiah's  joy  ^ 
In  the  falvation  of  thy  hand  ! 

Lord,  thou  haft  rai^'d  his  kingdom  high,  *' 
And  giv'u  the  world  to  his  command. 


^8         >    Psalm  21,  22, 

3  Thy  goodneis  grants  whatever  he  will. 
Nor  doth  the  leaft  requeft  withhold  } 
BleiBngs  of  love  prevent  him  fiill. 
And  crowns  of  glory,  not  of  gold. 

4  Honour  and  majefty  divine 
Around  his  facred  temples  fhine  ; 
Bleft  with  the  favour  of  thy  face. 
And  length  of  everlafting  days. 

5  Thine  hand  fhall  find  out  all  his  foes  } 
And  as  a  fiery  oven  glows 

With  raging  heat  and  living  coals, 
So  fhall  thy  wrath  devour  their  fouls. 

Psalm  XXII.  iftPart.  Com.  Metre. 

Ver.  1 — 16. 
The  fufferings  and  death  of  Cbri/i. 
%  *•  W  THY  has  my  God  my  foul  forfook, 
VV    *^  Nor  will  a  fmile  afford  r 
(Thus  David  once  in  anguifli  ^ke. 
And  thus  our  dying  Lord.) 

A  Though  'tis  thy  chief  delight  to  dwell 
Among  thy  praifing  faints, 
Yet  thou  canft  hear  a  groan  as  well. 
And  pity  our  complaints. 

J  Our  fathers  trufted  in  thy  name. 
And  great  deliv'rance  found  ; 
But  Tm  a  worm,  defpisM  of  men. 
And  trodden  to  the  ground. 

4  Shaking  the  head,  they  pafs  me  by. 

And  laugh  my  foul  to  fcorn  ; 
••  In  vain  he  trujis  in  God^*  they  cry, 
**  NegkSed  and  forlorn.*^ 

5  But  thou  art  he  who  formM  my  fieih. 

By  thine  almighty  word : 
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Jind  fince  I  hung  upon  the  breafi. 
My  hope  is  in  the  Lord. 

6  Why  will  my  Father  hide  his  fecc 

When  foes  ftand  threatening  rounds 
In  the  dark  hour  of  deep  diftrei^^ 
Andnot  a  helper  found  ? 

P  A  tj  s  H. 
f  Behold  thy  darling  left  among 
The  ci-uel  and  the  proud^ 
As  bulls  of  Baflian^  fierce  s^nd  firongi 
As  lions  roaring  loud. 

6  Frota  earth  and  hdl  nny  forrows  nacet, 
To  multiply  the  fmart  j 
They  nail  my  hands,  they  pierce  roy  fect| 
And  try  to  vex  my  hearti 

g  Yet  if  thy  fovVeign  l^and  let  loofe 
The  tage  of  earth  and  hell. 
Why  will  my  heavenly  Father  bruife 
The  Son  he  loves  fo  well  ? 

lo  My  God,  if  poflible  it  be. 

Withhold  this  bitter  cup  ; 
But  I  refign  my  will  to  thee. 
And  drink  the  farrows  itp* 

i  I  My  heart  difTolves  A^ith  pangs  unknoiim  | 
In  groans  I  wafte  my  breath  } 
Thy  heavy  hand  hath  brotight  me  d^wA 
Low  as  the  dufl:  of  death. 

ii  Father,  t  give  feny  ipirit  lip^ 
And  trtiil  it  in  thy  hand  i 
My  dying  fie&  fhaH  reft  in  h<»p^ 
Afid  rift  at  thf  <;omtoa»di 


€Q  Psalm  22. 


Psalm  XXII.  2d  Part.  Com.  Metre. 

V€r.  20,  21,  27 — 31. 

Chrtji*s  fufferings  and  kingdom. 

I  "  TVT^^  ^^"^  ^^^  roaring  lion's  rage, 
i\    "  O  Lord,  proteft  thy  Son  ;     ^ 
•*  Nor  leave  thy  darling  to  engage 
"  The  pow'rs  of  hell  alone." 
a  Thu§  did  out^  fufPring  Saviour  pray, 
"With  mighty  cries  and  tears  : 
God  heard  him  in  that  dreadful  day. 
And  chas'd  away  his  fears. 

3  Great  was  the  victory  of  his  death. 

His  throne  exalted  high  ; 
And  all  the  kindreds  of  the  earth 
Shall  worlhip,  or  fhall  die. 

4  A  numerous  offspring  muft  arife 

From  his  expiring  groans ; 
They  fliall  be  reckoned  in  his  eyes 
For  daughters  and  for  fons. 

5  The  meek  and  humble  fouls  fhall  fee 

His  table  richly  fpread ;. 
And  all,  that.feek  the  Lord,  fhall  be 
With  joys  immortal  fed. 

fr  fTheifles  ftall  know  the  righteoufnefs 
Of  our  rincarnate  God  ; 
And  nations,  yet  unborn,  profcfk 
Salvation  in  his  blood. 

PsALM  XXIL     Long  Metre* 

O^Ji*s  fuffi^ings  and  exaltatim^ 
I  "^^OW  W  our  mournful  fotigs  record 
X^   The  dying  forrows  of  our  Jbcnd^ 


Psalm  22,  23, >1 

When  he  coraplainM  in  tears  and  bloody 
As  one  forfafcen  of  his  Go<L 

2  The  Jews  beheM  him-  thus  forlorn,  ^ 
And  fliook  their  heads,  and  laughed  in  fcorn  j 

"  He  refcuM  others  from  the  grave, 
*'  Now  let  him  try  hlmfelf  to  fave, 

3  "  This  is  the  roan  did  once^pretend 

^*  God  was  his  Father  and  his  Friend  ; 

"  If  God  the  bleflcd  Jov'd  him  fo, 

"  Why  doth  he  f^i  to  help  him  now?** 

4  Barbarous  people !  cruel  priefts  ! 

How  they  flood  round  like  favage  beafts. 

Like  lions  gaping  to  devour. 

When  God  had  left  him  in  their  powV. 

5  They  wound  his  head,  his  hands,  hi5  fectj 
Till  ftreanis  of  blood  each  other  meet ; 
By  lot  his  garments  they  divide. 

And  mock  the  pangs  in  which  he  dy'd. 

€  But  God  his  Father  heard  his  cry  ; 
RaisM  from  the  dead,  he  reigns  on  high  ; 
The  nations  learn  his  righteoufncfs. 
And  humble  linners  tafte  his  grace. 

Psalm  XXIIL     Lon?  Metre, 

God  ottr  jloepherd. 

1  "\^-Y  fhepherd  is  the  living.  Lord  : 

iVJb  Now  fhall  my  wants  be  well  fupply'd  : 
His  providence  and  holy  word, 
Become  ra*r  fafety  and  my  guide* 

2  In  paftpres  where  fal  vat  ion  grows 

He  makes  me  feed,  he  makes  me  reft  j 
5" 


^ 
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There  living  water  gently  flows. 
And  all  the  food's  divinely  bleft. 

3  My  wand'ring  feet  his  ways  miftake. 
But  he  reftores  my  foul  to  peace, 
And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  fake. 
In  the  fair  paths  of  righteoufnefs. 

4  Though  I  walk  through  the  gloomy  vale, 
Where  death  and  all  its  terrors  are. 

My  heart  and  hope  ihall  never  fail. 
For  God  my  Ihepherd's  with  me  there* 

5  Amidft  the  darknefs  and  the  deeps. 
Thou  art  my  comfort,  thou  my  ftay ; 
Thy  ftaff  fupports  my  feeble  fteps. 
Thy  rod  direcls  my  doubtful  way, 

6  The  fons  of  earth  and  fons  of  hell 
Gaze  at  thy  goodnefs,  and  repine 
To  fee  my  table  fpread  fo  well. 
With  living  bread,  and  cheerful  wine. 

7  [How  I  rejoice,  when  on  my  head 
Thy  Spirit  condefcchds  to  reft  ! 
'Tis  a  divine  anointing,  Ihed 
Like  oil  of  gladnefs  at  a  feaft. 

8  Surely  the  mercies  of  the  Lord 
Attend  his  houfehold  all  their  days  ; 
There  will  I  dwell  to  hear  his  word. 
To  feek  his  face  and  ling  his  praife.  j 

Psalm  XXIIL    Common  Metre. 

I  Tk  /TY  fliepherd  will  fupply  my  need, 
J^X  Jehovah  is  his  name  ; 
In  paftures  frefli  he  makes  me  feed^ 
Beiide  the  living  ilream* 
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He  brings  my  wandering  fpirit  back. 

When  1  forfake  his  ways ; 
And  leads  me,  for  his  merq?*s  fake, 

In  paths  of  truth  and  grace. 

When  I  walk  through  the  fliades  of  deati). 

Thy  prefence  is  my  ftay  j  ' 
A  word  of  thy  fupporting  breath 

Drives  all  my  fears  away. 

Thy  hand,  in  fight  of  all  my  foes. 

Doth  ftill  my  table  fpread  ; 
My  cup  With  bleffings  overflows. 

Thine  oil  anoints  my  head. 

The  fure  provifions  of  my  God 

Attend  me  all  my  days  ; 
O  may  thine  houfe  be  mine  abode. 

And  all  my  work  be  praife. 

There  would  I  find  a  fettled  reft, 

(While  others  go  and  come) 
No  more  a  ftranger  or  a  gueft, 

But  like  a  child  at  home. 

Psalm  XXIIL     Short  Metre- 


THE  Lord  my  Ihepherd  is, 
I  fliall  be  well  fupply*d  : 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his. 
What  can  I  want  befide  I 

He  leads  me  to  the  place,. 
Where  hcav*nly  pafture  grows. 
Where  living  waters  gently  pafsjp 
And  full  Ovation  flows. 

If  e'er  I  go  aftray. 

He  doth  my  foul  reclaim,. 


«4         ^     Psalm  23,  24^ 


And  guides  me  in  his  own  rigl^t  Way, 
For  his  moft  holy  name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 
I  cannot  yield  to  fear  ; 

Jhovigh  I  fiiQ^ld  walk  thro*  death's  ckrkihade^ 
My  fliepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  In  fight  of  all  my  foes 
Thou  doft  my  table  fpread. 

My  cup  with  bleiBngs  ovefflaws. 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  thy  love 

Shall  crown  my  foilowing  days ; 
Nor  from  thy  houfe  will  I  remove. 
Nor  ceafe  to  fpeak  thy  praifc. 

Psalm  XXIV.     Common  Metre. 

Dwelling  with  God. 

1  nnilE  earth  forever  is  the  Lord  •$, 
X     With  Adam^s  numerous  race  j 
He  rais'd  its  arches  o'er  the  floods. 
And  built  it  on  the  feas. 

a  But  who  among  the  fons  of  men 
May  vifit  thine  abode  I 
He  that  has  hands  from  mifchief  clean^, 
Whofe  heart  is  right  with  God» 

3  This  is  the  man  may  rife,  and  take 

The  bleffings  of  his  grace  ; 
This  is  the  lot  of  thofe  that  feek 
The  God  of  Jacob's  face. 

4  Now  let  our  foula*  immortal  powers 

To  meet  the  Lord  prepare ; 
Lift  t»p  their  everlaftipg  doors. 
The  King  of  Glory's  near* 


• Psalm  24> 65. 

^  The  King  of  Glory  !  who  can  tell 
The  wonders  of  his  might  ? 
He  rules  the  nations  ;  but  to  dwelli 
With  faints,  is  his  delight. 

Psalm;  XXIV,-    Long.  Metre. 

Saints  dwell  in  heaven  :  or^  ChrijPs  afcenfion. 

%  'TPHIS  fpacious  earth  is  all  the  Lord's, 

X  And  men,  and  worms,and  beafts,and  birda^j;' 
He  rais'd  the  building  on  the  feas, 
And  gave  it  for  their  dwelling-place. 

T  But  there's  a  brighter  world  on  high» 
Thy  palace,  Lord,  above  the  Iky  : 
Who  fliall  afcend  that  bleft  abode. 
And  dwell  fo  near  his  maker,  God  I 

J  He  that  abhors  and  fearsto  fin^. 

Whofe  heart  is  pure,  whofe  hands  are  clean^ }? 
Him  £hall  the  Lord  the  Saviour  blefs. 
And  clothe  his  foul  with  righteoufnefs.. 

4  Thefe  are  the  men,  the  pfous  i-acd. 
That  feek  the  God'  of  Jacob's  face  j-     '  * 
Thefe  fliall  enjoy  the  blifsful  fight,, 
And:  dw^ll  in  e verlafting ^ light.. 

*   FAUSEr. 

5  Rejbicei  ye  fhihing;w>orids  on  higKi, 
Behold  the  King  of  Glory  nigh  ! 
Who  can  this  King:  of  Glory  be  ?' 
TJiemighty  Lord  the  Saviour's  he. 

6  Ye  heavenly  ^tes^  your  leaves  difplayi^. 
To  make  the  Lord  the  Saviour  way  : 
Laden  with  fpoils  from  earth  and  hell, 
l^xe  conqu'ror  comes  with  God  to  dwelli; 
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7  Raised  from  the  dead;  lie  gocg  before. 
He  opens  heav*!n*s  eternal  doot^ 
To  give  his  £amts  a  Ideft  drbodr 

Near  their  Redeemer  and  their  God. 

'■•■■■-- ,      ■      ■  -  ■  ■„  - 

Psalm  XXV.  ift  ParL  Short  Metre*. 

Ver.  I— n. 

Waiting  fir  pardm.  and  direSiont. 

1  T  LIFT  my  fout  to  God,. 
X    My  traft  is  in  his  mv^t  :: 

Let  not  my  foes  that  feek  my  bloodi 
Still  v^umph:  in  my  ihame^ 

2  Sin  and  the  gow*rs  of  heB 
Perfuadti  me  to  defpair  y 

Lord,  make  me  know  thy  covenant  weU^ 
That  I  may  'fcage  the  fnare. 

3  From  the-  firft  dawning  light 
Till-  the  dajk  ev'ning  rife. 

For  thy  falvation,  i.ord,  I  wait; 
With  evgf:  longing  eyes.. 

4  Remember  all  thy  grace^. 
And  lead  me  in  1%  ti;uth  ;.:  . 

Forgive  the  fins  of  riper  dayS;^. 
And  follies-  of  nrty  y<3Uth. 

5  The  Lord  is  juft  a;nd  kind ; 
The  meek  {ball  learxi  his  ways ), 

And  e^'ry  huuibk  Tinner  find 
The  methods  of  hia  grace.'. 

if       For  Hfi  own  goodhcfb'  feke* 
He  favesimy  foul  from  fhame  : 
He  pardoiis  (though  my  guilt  be  gpeat  J 
1  trough  my  Redesmcr/s  naj^as.. 


FsALM  25-  €7 


Psalm  XXV*  id  Part.  Short  Metre. 

Ver.  la,  14,  lo,  13. 
Divine  JnJlruiUon. 
\       "TX  INHERE  fhaU  the  man  be  found^. 
VV     Thaticars  t'  ofFend  his  God  ^ 
That  loves  the  gplpers  joyful  fbuiid^ 
And  trembles  at  the  rod  ? 

%      The  Lord  fliall*  make  him  knowr 
The  fecrets  of  his  hearty 
The  wonders  of  his  covenant  ihow^ 
And  all  his  love  impart*. 

3     The  dealings  of  his  hand 
Arc  truth  and  mercy  ftiU;. 
Vl\i\i  /iich  as  to  his  covenant  Il:md» 
And  loye  to  do  his-  will; 

4      Their  fouls  (hall  dwell  at  c^ 
Before  their  Maker's  face  : 
Their  feed  (hall  tafte  the  proinifes 
In  their  extenfive  grace., 

FsALM  XXV..  ^dParU  Short  Metre;. 

Vet.  15 — 22.. 

Biftrefs  of  foul ;,  ^,  backJUding  and  defcrikm^ 

*INE  ey^  and  my  deiire 

Are  ever  to  the  Lord  j. 

1  lov«  to  plead  his  promifes,. 
And.  reft  upon  his  word.. 

Turn,  turn  thee  to  my  foul; 
firing  thy  {alvation  near  ;, 
When  wifl  thy  hand  releafe  my  fectt 
Out  of  the  deadly  faarc.  ?;   .  .^ 


/ 


€■9  Psalm  25,  26^. 

3,      When  fball  the  fov'reign  grace 
or  my  forgiving  God, 
Reftore  me  firom  thofe  dangVoas  ways» 
My  wandering  feet  have  trod !: 

4  The  tumult  of  my  thoughts^ 
Doth  but  enlarge  my  wo  : 

My  fpirit  languilhes,  my  heart 
Is  defolate  and  low, 

5  With  ev*ry  morning  light 
My  forrow  new  begins  j 

Look  on  my  anguifli  and  my  paih,* 
And  pardon  all  my  fins.- 

Pause.. 
6:      Behold  the  Hoffs  of  hell ;. 
How  cruel  is  their  hate  ! 
Againft  my  life  they  rife,  and  joihi 
Their  fury  with  deceit.^ 

7       O !  keep  my  fouFfrom  death,. 
Nor  put  my  hope  to  fliame, 
For  I  have  plac'd  my  only  trufti 
In  my  Redeemer's  name. 

8^'      With  humble  faith  I  wait^ 
To  fee.  thy  face  again  ;: 
Of  Ifr'elit  fliall  ne'er  be  feid; 
"  He  fought  the  Lord  in  vaih.'^'  • 

PisALM  XXVL.     Long  Metre,. 

Se/f-examinathn  ;'  or\  evidences  of  grace.  ^ 

It  TUDGE  me,  O^  Lord,  and*  prove  my,  way^^S 
J    And  try  my  reins,  and  try  my  heart  j. 
My  faith  upon  thy  promife  ftays. 
Nor  from  thy  law  my  feet  depart.. 


Psalm  26,  27. 69 

2  I  hate  to  waik,  I  hite  to  fit  ^ 
With  men  of  vanity  an^  lies  } 

The  fcoffcr  and  the  hypocrite 
Are  the  abhorrence  of  mine  eyes. 

3  Amongft  thy  faints  will  I  appear 
With  hands  well  wafti'd  in  innocence  ; 
But  when  I  ftand  before  thy  bar. 
The  blood  of  Chrift  is  my  defence. 

4  I  love  thy  habitation.  Lord, 

The  tetnple  where  thine  honours  d«rell  j 
There  Ihall  I  hear  thy  holy  word, 
And  there  thy  wopks  of  wonder  tell. 

5  Let  not  my  foul  be  joined  at  laft 
With  men  of  troacheiy  and  blood. 
Since  I  my  days  on  earth  have  paft 
Among  the  faints,  and  noar  my  Gtod. 

Psalm  XXVII.  ij  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Ver.  1-^6. 
The  church  is  Gur  delight  and  fafity.. 

1  T^HE  Ix>rd  of  glory  is  my  light, 

X     And  my  falvaticm  too ; 
God  is  my  ftrength,  nor  will  I  fcav 
What  all  my  foed  can  do. 

2  One  privilege  my  heart  dcfires  : 

O !.  grant  me  an  abode 
Among  the  churches  of  thy  faint*. 
The  temples  of  my  Gk)d. 

3  There  fluU  I  offer  my  requefts, 

And  fee  thy  beauty  Hill ; 
Shall  hear  thy  meflagcs  of  love,. 
And  tkere  inq^uire  thy  will,. 
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4  When  troubles  rife  and  ftorms  appear. 

There  may  his  children  hide  j 
God  has  a  ftrong  pavilion,  where 
He  niakes  my  foul  abide. 

5  Now  ft  all  my  head  be  lifted  high. 

Above  my  foes  around'. 
And  fongs  of  joy  and  viftory 
Within  thy  temple  found.  -• 

PsALM, XXVII.  2dParLCom.UeU 

Yer.  8,  9,  13,  14* 
.    Prayer  and  hope. 

1  O  OON  as  I  heard  my  Fatheir  fay, 
C3  "Ye  ckildren,  feefc  my  grace  -y* 
My  heart  reply'd  without  delay, 

«  ni  feek  my  Father's  face.** 

2  Let  not  thy  face  be  hid  from  me,. 

Nor  frown  my  foul  away  ; 
God  of  my  life,  I  fly  to  thee 
In  a  diftreffing  day.^ 

3  Should  friends  and  kindred  near  and  dear 

Leave  me  to  want  or  die. 
My  God  would  make  my  life  his  care,, 
And  all  my  ueed  fupply. 

4  My  fainting  filefh  had  dy'd  with  grief„ 

Had  not  my  foul  believed 
To  fee  thy  grace  provide  relief;. 
Nor  was  my  hope  decelv'd,. 

5  Wait  on  the  Lord',  ye  trembling  faintSj^ 

And  keep  your  courage  up ; 
HeMl  raife  your  fpirit  when  it  faints,. 
And  far  exceed  your  hope^ 


Psalm  29,  30.   '  71 

'  I        -  -  ... 

Psalm  XXIX.     Long  Metre* 

Storm  and  thunder. 

1  /^  IVE  to  the  Lord,  ye  fons  of  fame, 
VJF  Give  to  the  Lord  renown  and  pow'r  ; 
Afcribe  due  honours  to  his  name. 

And  his  eternal  might  adore. 

2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  pow'r  aloud. 
Over  the  ocean  and  the  land ; 

His  voice  divides  the  wat'ry  cloud. 
And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  command. 

3  He  fpeaks,  and  tempeft,  hail  and  wind 
Lay  the  wide  foreft  bare  around ; 
The  fearful  hart  ^ind  frighted  hind 
Leap  at  the  terror  of  the  found. 

4  To  Lebanon  he  turns  his  voice, 

.  And  lo,  the  ftately  cedars  break  ; 
The  mountains  tremble  at  the  noife. 
The  vallies  roar,  the  deferts  quake. 

5  The  Lord  fits  fov'reign  o'er  the  flood  } 
The  Thunderer  reigns  forever  king : 
But  makes  his  church  his  bleft  abode, 
Where  we  his  awful  glories  fing. 

6  In  gentler  language  there,  the  Lord 
The  counfels  of  his  grace  imparts  ; 
Amidft  the  raging  ftorm,  his  word 
Speaks  peace  and  courage  to  our  hearts. 

Psalm  XXX-.  iji  Part  Long  Metre. 

Sickne/s  healed^  andforrcw  removed*  . 

^  T  WILL  extol  thee.  Lord,  on  high, 
X  At  thy  command  dileafcs  fly  > 


72 '     Psalm  30; 

Who  but  a  Qod'cati  fpeak  and  fave 
From  the  dark  borders  of  the  ^ave  ? 

2  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  faints  of  his, 

.  And  tell  how  large  his  goodnefs  is  : 
Let  all  your  powVs  rejoice  and  blefe. 
While  you  record  his  holinefe. 

3  His  anger  but  sa  moment  flfays  ; 
His  love  is  life  and  length  of  days  ; 
Though  grief  and-  tears  the-  night  employ. 
The  morning-ftar  reftores  the  joy. 

Psalm  XXX.  2d  Part.  Lang  Metre* 

Verk  €.     s 
Healthy  Jickne/s,  and  recovery. 

1  TT'IRM  was-  my  health;  my  day  was  bright, 
J7  And  I  prefumM  'twould  nc*er  be  night  : 
Fondly  I  faid  within  my  heart, 

'*  Pleasure  and  peace  fliall  ne'er  dcpart."^ 

2  But  I  forgot  thine  arm  was  ftrong. 
Which  maSe  my  mountain  ftand  fo  long  .^ 
Soon  as  thy  face  began  to  hide, 

^My  health  was  gone,  my  comforts  dy'd. 

^  cryM  aloud  to  thee,  my  Ood, 
4  1"  What  caeft.thou  profit  by  my  bick)d  ? 

/ ''  Deep  in  the  duft,  can  I  declare 
/     "  Thy  truth,  or  fing  thy  gotSdnefe  there  ? 

^  4  '^Hearmey  O  God  of  grace,  I  faid, 
/    '*^  And  bring  me  from  among  the  dead  :** 
Thy  word  rcbuk'd  the  pains  I  felt, 
Thy  pard'ning  love  removM  my  guilt. 

5  My  groans,  and  tears,  and  forms  of  wo. 
Are  turn'd  to  joy  and  praifes  now  j 
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>"  '-    ■  -   ■      — ■ ■■   ■         ■  '    ' 

I  throw  my  fackdoth  on  the  ground. 
And  eafe  and  gladnefs  gird  me  round. 

6  My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame. 
Shall  ne*^  be  filent  of  thy  name  ; 
Thy  praife  ihall  found  thro'  earth  and  heaven,' 
For  ficknefs  healM,  and  fins  forgiv'n. 

TsALM  XXXI.  iJlParL  Com.Met^ 

Vcr.  5,  13—19,  22,  23- 

Deliverance  from  death* 

I   TNTO  thine  hand,  O  God  of  truth,  1 

A  My  fpirit  I  commit ; 
Thou  haft  rcdeemM  my  foul  from  deaths 
And  £ivM  me  from  4;he  pit. 

sl  The  pafiions  of  my  hope  and  fear 
Maintained  a  doubtful  ftrife, 
While  fOTCdw,  pain,  and  fia  <X)n(jpir*d 
To  take  away  my  life. 

3  ^  My  times  arc  in  thy  hand.,**  I  cry'd, 

"  Though  I  draw  near  the  duft  j** 
Thou  art  the  refuge  where  I  hide. 
The  God  in  whom  I  truft. 

4  O  make  thy  recopciled  face 

Upon  thy  fervant  Ihine,  '., 

And  fave  me  i^or  thy  mercy's  fakc^ 
For  Tm  entirely  thine. 

P  A  u  s  £. 
.5  pTwas  in  my  hafte  my  fpirit  faid,      *     ^ 
"  I  muft  defpair  and  die, 
"I  am  cut  off  before  thine  eyes  ;'• 
But  thou  haft  heard  my  cry.] 
Q 
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6  Thy  goodnefc,  how  divinely  free  ! 
How  wonArous  is  thy  gracq 
To  thofe  that  fear  thy  majefty, 
And  truft  thy  promifes  ! 

7^  O  love  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  faints,. 
And  fing  his.  praifes  loud  ;. 
He'll"  bend  his  ear  to  your  complaints, 
And  rcccmpenfe  ^thq  proud. 


cc 


Psalm  XXXI.  id  Part.  Com.  Met, 

Ver.  7 — 13,  18 — 21. 

Deliverance  from  Jlajider  and  reproach^ 

I  T\  yl^Y  heart  rqoicea  in  thy  name, 
JlVa  My  God,  roy  heip^  my  trufl:  j 
Thou  haft^preferv'd  ray  f;w:e  from  fliame^ 
Mine  honour  from  the  duft* 

My  life  is  fpent  witii  griefs"'  I  cry'd  j 
" '  My  years  confum'd  in  groans  5 
My  fitengjth  decays^  mine  eyes  are  dry'd, 
*'  And  forrow  waftes  |»y  bones/* 

3  Among  mine  enemies,  my  name 

Was  a  mere  proverb  grown  : 
While  to  my  neighbours  I  became 
Forgotten  and  unisfown. 

4  Slander  and  fear  on  ev*ry  fide 

Seized  and  befet  me  round  j 
I  to  the  throne  of  grace  apply'd. 
And  fpecdy  refeue  found* 

P  A  u  s  E. 
.  5  How  great  deliverance  thou  haft  wrought 
Before  the  fons  of  men ! 
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Tfee  lyirtg  lips  to  (Uence  brought. 
And  raade  thw  baaftings  vain  i 

Thy  children  frorai  the  ftrifc  of  tongues 

Shall  thy  pavilion  hide  j 
Guard  them  from  infamy  and  wrongs  ; 

And  crulh  the  fons  of  pride. 

Within  thy  fccret  prefence,  Lord, 

Let  me  forcrer  dwell ; 
No  fenced  city,  wall'd  and  batr'd. 

Secures  a  faint  fo  Well. 

PsALM  XXXII.  ^  Short  Metre* 

Forgiveneji  of  Jin  upon  conf^ton. 


o 


BLESSED  fouls  are  they, 
Whofe  fins  are  covered  o^'er  , 
Divinely  bleftj  td  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  their  guilt  no  more  1 

They  mourn  their  follies  paft. 
And  keep  their  hearts  with  care  ; 
Their  lips  and  lives,  without  deceit. 
Shall  prove  their  faith  fincere. 

While  I  concealed  my  guilt, 
I  felt  the  feftVing  wound  ; 
Till  I  confefs'd  my  fins  to  thee. 
And  ready  pardon  found. 

Let  finners  learn  to  pray, 
Let  faints  keep  near  the  throne  j 
Our  help  in  times  of  deep  diftrefe 
'  Is  £pUnd  in  God  alone. 
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Psalm  XXXIL    Common  Metre. 

Free  pardon  and  fincere  obedience  ;  ^r,  confejion  and 
forgivenefs. 

I  T  TAPPY  the  man  to  whom  his  God 
JL  Jl  No  more  imputes  bis  fin  ; 
But  wa&'d  in  the  Redeemer's  blood. 
Hath  made  his  garments  clean  ! 

1  Happy,  beyond  expreiSon,  he 

Whofe  debts  are  thus  difchargM  ; 
And  from  the  guihy  bondage  free. 
He  feels  his  foul  enlarged  I 

3  His  fpirit  hates  deceit  and  lies, 

His  words  are  all  fincere, 
He  guards  his  heart,  he  guards  his  eyes. 
To  keep  his  confcience  clean 

4  While  I  my  inward  guilt  fupprcft, 

No  quiet  could  I  find  : 
Thy  wrath  lay  burning  in  my  breaft. 
And  racked  my  tortured  mind. 

5  Then  I  confefs'd  my  troubled  thoughts, 

■  My  fecret  fins  reveal'd  ; 
Thy  pardoning  grace  forgave  my  faults. 
Thy  grace  my  pardon  fealM. 

6  This  fhall  invite  thy  faints  to  pray ; 

When  like  a  raging  flood 
Temptations  rife,  our  ftrength  and  fiay 
Is  a  forgiving  God. 

PsALM  XXXIL  iJtPart.  Long  Men 

Repentance  and  free  pardon  ;    or^  jull'^ation  and  JanSUficatioui^ 

I   T)  LEST  is  the  man,  forever  bleft, 
Xj  Whofe  guilt  is  pardon'd  by  his  God^ 
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.Whole  fins  with  farrovr  are  cohfefs'd,. 
And  cov?r*d  with  his  Saviour's  blood* 

2  Bleft  is  the  man,  to  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  not  his  iniquities  ; 

He  pleads  no'  merit  of  reward. 
And  not  on  work^,  but  grace  relies* 

3  From  guile  his  heart  and  lips  are  free  j 
His  humble  joy,  his  holy  fear. 

With  deep  Repentance  well  agree. 
And  join  to  prove  his  faith  fincerew 

4  How  glorious  is  that  righteoufnefs 
That  hides  and  cancels  all  his  fins  I 
While  a  bright  evidence  of  gtace 
Through  his  whole  life  appears  and  Ihines* 

Psalm  XXXII.  a^  Part.  Long  Met^ 

A  guilty  confcience  eafedby  confejfion  and  par  dan  ^ 

1  TXTHILE  I  keep  fiience,  and  conceal 

VV     My  heavy  guilt  vVithin  my  heart. 
What  torments  doth  ttiy  confcience  feel  I 
What  agonies  of  inward  fmart ! 

2  I  fpread  my  fins  before  the  Lord, 
And  all  my  fecret  faults  confefs  ; 
Thy  gofpel  i^eaks  a  pardoning  wordy 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  fcals  the  grace. 

3  For  this  fliall  ev*ry  humble  foul 
Make  fwift  addreffes  to  thy  feat  r 

When  floods  of  huge  temptations  roily    ... 
There  fhall  they  find  a  bleft  retreut. 

4  How  fafe  beneath  thy  whigs  I  lie. 

When  days  grdw  dark,  and  ftortns  appear-;  !!^ 
And  when  \  Walk,  thy  watchful  eye 
Shall  guide  ine  fafe  from  ev'ry  fnare.- 


V 
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Psalm  XXXIIL  ift  Part.  C.  Metre. 

Works  of  creation  and  providence. 

1  T\  EJOtCE,  ye  righteous,  in  the  LoTcf,. 
JlV  This  work  belongs  to  you  : 

Sing  of  his  name,,  his  ways,  his  word. 
How  holy,  juft,  and  true  I 

2  His  mercy  and  hfe  righteoufiiefi 

Let  heav'n  and  earth  procraim  j^ 
His  works  of  nature^  and  of  grace- 
Reveal  his  wondrous  name. 

3  His  wifaom.  and  almigfity  wordl 

The  heavenly  arches  fpread:: 
Andby  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord 
Their  fhihing  hoffs  were  mad'e^- 

4  He  badb  the  liquid  waters  flow 

To  their  appointed  deep  ;. 
The  flowing  feas  their  limits  know^^. 
And  their  own^  ftation  keep. 

5  Ye  tenaiits-of  the  fpacious  earth,. 

With  fear  before  him  (land  :. 
He  lpake,and^  nature  took,  its  birth,. 
And  refts  on  his  commands- 

6  He  feorns.drc  angry  nations*  rage. 

And  breaks  their  vain  defigns : 
His  counfel  (lands  through  ev*ry  age;. 
And  in  fuU-glory  fliines.. 

Psalm  XXXI II.  2d  Part.^  C.  Metre. 

-  Creatures  vahy  and  Gjud-aU-fiffficicitti 
1  T>W'^ST  IS  rl^  natian,  where  the  Lord« 
J[3  Hath  fixM  his  gracious  throne  y 
Where  he. reveals  his  heavenly  word,:,  -  . 

Aud  call«  I  heir  tribes  his  v^n^ 
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2  His  eye  with  infinite  furvey 

Does  the  whale  world  behold  j 
He  formed  us  all  of  equal  clay. 
And  knows  our  feeble  nwuld. 

3  Kings  are  not  refcu'd  by  the  force 

-  Of  armies  from  the  grave  ; 
Nor  fpeed,  nor  courage  of  an  horib 
Can  the  bold  rider  favc^ 

4  Vain  is  the  ftrength  of  beafts  or  men. 

To  hope  for  fafety  thence  : 

But  holy  fouls  from  God  obtain 

A  ftrong  and  fare  defence, 

5  God  is  their  fear  and  God  their  tnrit^ 

When  plagues  or  famine  fpread  j 
Ks  watchful  eye  fecures  the  juft^ 
Amongft  ten  thoufand  dead.. 

6  Lord,  let  our  hearts  in  thee  rejoice. 

And  blefs  us  from  thy  throne  ; 
For  we  have  made  thy  word  our  choice. 
And  truft  thy  grace  alotTe. 

Psalm  XXXIIL  ijl  Part  Partic.  M. 

Warks  of  creation  and  providenc^^ 

1  XT'E  holy  fouls,  in  God  rejoice, 

X    Your  Maker*^s  praife  becomes  your  voice  j^ 
Great  is  your  theme,  your  fongs  be  new  t 
Sin^  of  his  name,  his  word,  his  ways> 
His  works  of  nature,  and  of  grace, 
How  wife  and  hdfy,  juft  and  true  t 

a  Juftice  and  truth  he  ever  loves. 

And  the  whole  earth  his  goodnefs  proves  r 
^    His  word  the  heav'nly  arches- fpread  i,   . 
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How  wide  they  fhine  from  north  to  fouthl 
And  by  the  fpirit  of  hi*  mouth 
Were  all  the  ftarry  armies  made. 

3  He  gathers  the  wide-flowing  feas, 
(Thofe  wat-ry  trcafures  know  their  place) 

In  the  vaft  ftcrrehoufe  of  the  deep  : 
He  fpake,  and  gave  all  nature  birth. 
And  fires  and  feas,  and  heaven  and  earth 

His  everlafting  orders  keep. 

4  Let  mortals  tremble,  and  adore 
A  God  of  fuch  refiftlefs  pow'r. 

Nor  dare  indulge  their  feeble  rage? 
Vain  are  your  thoughts,  and  weak  your  handis^y 
But  his  eternal  counfel  ftands. 

And  rules  the  world  from  age  to  age. 

Psalm  XXXIII.  zd ParL^^nic.  M. 

Creatures  vairiy  and  God  all-fufftcient. 

1  /^  HAPPY  nation,  where  the  Lord 
V^  Reveals  the  |reafure  of  his  word. 

And  builds  his  ehurch,  his  earthly  thrOTel 
His  eye  the  heathen  world  furveys, 
He  form'd  their  hearts,  he  knows  their  ways  ^ 

But  God  their  Maker  is  unknown.. 

2  Let  kings  rely  upon  their  hoft,  " 

And  of  his  ftrength  the  campion  boaft.  ^ 

In  vain  they  Boaft,  in  vain  rely  : 
In  vain  we  truft  the  brutal  force^ 
Or  fpeed,  or  courage  of  an  horfe 

To  guard  his  rider,  or  to  fly* 

3  The  eye  of  thy  compafliGn,  Lord^ 
Doth  more  fecure  defence  afford,. 

When  death  or  dangers  threatening  ftanii'  ' 
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Thy  watchful  eye  preferves  the  juft. 
Who  make  thy  name  their  fear  and  truft. 
When  wars  or  famine  wafte  the  land. 

In  ficknefs  or  the  bloody  field. 
Thou  our  phyfician,  thou  our  fhield. 

Send  us  falvation  from  thy -throne  : 
We  wait  to  fee  thy  goodnefs  fliinc  j 
Let  us  rejoice  in  help  divine. 

For  all  our  hope  is  God  alone. 


Psalm  XXXIV.  iji  Part.  Long  Met. 

God^s  care  of  the  faints  ;  or^  deliverance  by  prayer. 

1  T    ORD,  I  win  blefe  thee  all  my  days, 

1  i  Thy  praife  ftiall  dwell  upon  my  tongue  j 
My  foul  ihall  gfory  in  thy  grace. 
While  faints  rejoice  to  hear  the  fong. 

2  Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me  j 
Come,  let  us  all  exalt  his  name  : 

I  fought  th*  eternal  God,  and  he 
Has  not  exposed  my  hope  to  fhame. 

3  I  told  him  all  my  fecret  grief. 

My  fecret  groaning  reach'd  his  ears  j 
He  gave  my  inward  pains  relief. 
And  calm'd  the  tumult  of  my  fears. 

4  To  him  the  poor  lift  up  their  eyes, 
Their  faces  feel  the  heavenly  fliine  ; 
A  beam  of  mercy  from  the  Ikies 
Fills  them  with  light  and  joy  divine. 

5  His  holy  angels  pitch  their  tents 
Around  the  men  that  ferve  the  Lord : 
O  fear  and  love  him,  all  ye  faints, 
Tafte.of  his  grace,  and  truft  his  word  I 
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6  The  wild  young  lions,  pinch'd  with  pain 
And  hunger,  roar  through  all  the  wood  ; 
But  none  (hall  feek  the  Lord  in  vain, 
Nor  want  fupplies  of  real  good. 


Psalm  XXXIV.  2d  Part.  LongMeU 

Ver.  II— 2a« 
Religious  education  ;  or^  in/truSions  -ifpieff^ 

1  y^Hildren,  in  years  and  knowledge  young, 
V^  Your  parents'  hope,  yaur  parents' joy,  fj 
Attend  the  counfels  of  my  tongue  ; 

Let  pious  thoughts  your  minds  employ.  i 

2  If  you  tlefire  a  length  of  days, 

And  peace  to  crown  your  mortal  ^te, 
Reftrain  your  feet  from  impious  ways. 
Your  lips  from  flander  and  deceit. 

3  The  eyes  of  God  regard  his  faints. 
His  ears  are  open  to  their  cries ; 
He  fets  his  frowning  face  agaiaft 
The  fons  of  violence  and  lies. 

4  To  humble  fouls  and  broken  hearts,     . 
God  with  his  grace  is  ever  nigh  j 
Pardon  and  hope  his  love  imparts. 
When  men  in  deep  contrition  lie. 

5  He  tells  their  tears,  he  counts  their  groans^ 
His  Son  redeems  their  fouls  from  death  } 
His  Spirit  heak  their  broken  bones  : 
They  in  his  praife  employ  their  breath. 

Psalm  XXXIV.  iji  Part.  Com.  Met- 

Ver.  I — 10. 
Prayer^  and  praife  for  eminent  deliverance. 
I   T*LL  blefs  the  Lord  from  day  to  day  : 
X  How  good  are  all  his  ways  I 


Mil  11  i>    lipi  to  pFiijit, 

Sing  t'j   ---    :  mour  of  his  namct 
How  a  poor  finncr  cry'd  j 

i^or  w       '    '  pos'd  10  fhame. 

Nor  V  jctiy'da 

i^cn  th«at*nini2r  forrows  round  mcftoodt 
And  cndlef 
Like  the  louu  ^  i  flood, 

I    Redoubling  aL  >cj  j 


A&d&lcncM  ill  my  fears. 
P  A  tt  il  K* 


cair. 


bve. 


J... 


i ;  conv 
.,...,  learn  lu. 
And  let  your  own  experience  prove 
The  fweetnds  of  Jus  grace* 

Uc^:'   "         33i  pitch  tfu'-     - 

hk  childrc ; 
What  ills  their  heav'niy  care  prt^vcnu 
No  CT^rtlily  tongue  can  tclLJ 

[O  love  the  Lord,  yc  faints  of  \m ! 
His  eye  regards  the  juft: 
>w  richly  bIc&M  their  portion  isf 
Who  make  the  Lord  their  truft  ! 

Youn?^  Itons,  pinch'd  with  hunger,  roar. 


But  uoa 
With  ev' 


fh  in  tlie  wood 


h  holy  poor 
iul  goodO 
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Psalm  XXXIV.  2d  Part.  Com.  Met, 

Ver.  11 — 22. 

Exhortations  to  peace  and  hoUnefs. 

I  ^^OME,  children,  learri  to  fear  the  Lord  j 
VJI  And,  that  your  days  be  long. 
Let  not  a  falfe  or  fpiteful  word 
Be  found  upon  your  tongue. 

a  Depart  from  mifchief,  pradife  love, 
Purfue  the  works  of  peace ; 
So  fhall  thq  Lord  your  ways  approve. 
And  fet  your  fouk  at  eafe. 

3  His^yes  awake  to  guard  the  juft. 

His  cars  attend  their  cry ; 
When  broken  fpirits  dwell  in  duft. 
The  God  of  grace  is  nigh. 

4  What  though  the  forrows  here  they  taftc 

Are  fliarp  and  tedious  too, 
The  Lord,  who  faves  them  all  at  laft. 
Is  their  fupporter  now. 

5  Evil  fliall  fmite  the  wicked  dead,     . 

But  God  fecures  his  own, 
Prevents  the  mifchief  when  they  Aide, 
Or  heals  the  broken  bone. 

€  When  defolation,  like  a  flood. 
O'er  the  proud  finner  rolls, 
Saints  find  a  refuge  in  their  God, 
For  he  redeemed  their  fouls. 
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Psalm  XXX¥,  ift  FarL  Cqw.  JMet. 

Ver.  1--9. 

Prayer  andf^pih  i>f  petpcmdfmnU  ?  or*  iwfrfcgfiorif 
mxednmtb  chmty. 

1  "VT^W  plead  my  caufe,  Alimribty  God, 
JL^    With  all  thfefonsdfftrite;        '     ' 
^#  %t  Tagauift  xhe  men  of  jbkiod. 

Who  fight  againft  my  life. 

2  Draw*  out  fhy  fpear,  and  ftop  their  way, 

Lift  t^h^y  aVehging  rod  j 
But  to  my  foul  in  Siercy  4ay, 
^^I  aw  .thy  ^avipur  r^od^' 

3  They  plant  flieir  fnares^to  catch  tlhy  feet. 

And  nets  erf  mifqhief  fpread  ^ 
Plunge  the  deftroyers  in  the  pit 
T$ftt  .t^i^^r  pipyp  vl^qdsrhaYe  jnafl^. 

4  Let  fogs  and  darknefs  hide  their  way. 

And  flipp'ry  be  their  ground^ 
Thy  wrath  fhaHtnake  their  lives  a  prey. 
And  all  the^r /rage  eqnfqund. 

5  They  fty  like^cTiafJF  before  the  wind^ 

Before  thitie  angry  breath  ; 
The  angel  0/  the  jLbrd  behind 
rPurfues  ^;Ti,4o\yn  to  death. 

6  They  love  the  road  that  leads  to  hell  j 

Then  let  the  rebels  die, 
Whofe  malice  is  implacable 
Againft  the  Lord  on  high. 

7  But  if  thou  haft  a  cTiofen  few 

Amongft  that  inrpious  race, 
H 
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Divide  them  from  the  bloody  crew^ 
By  thy  furprifing  grace., 

t  Ilien  will  I  raife  my  tuneful  voice. 

To  make  thy  wonders  known : 
^  Ih  their  falvation  Til  rejoice. 

And  blefs  thee  for  my  own, 

Psalm  XXXV-  2d  Part.  Com.  Met, 

Ver.  i%-^i4^ 

L$ve  to  enemies  ;   or,  the  love  of  Chrijl  to  f%nn€n 
typified  in  David. 

I  TYEHOLD !  the  love,  the  gen'rous  love, 
XJ  That  holy  David  fiiows ; 
Hark,  how  his  founding  bowels  move. 
To  his  affliftedfoes! 

^  When  they  are  fick,  his  foul  complains. 
And  feems  to  feel  the  fmart  j      / 
The  fpirit  of  the  gofpel  reigns, 
And  melts  his  pious  heart, 

3  How  did  his  flowing  tears  condole. 

As  for  a  brother  dead  1 
And  falling  mortify 'd  his  foul. 
While  for  their  life  be  pray'd/ 

4  They  groan'd,  and  curs'd  him  on  their  bed. 

Yet  ftill  he  pleads  and  mourns ; 
And  double  bleflings  on  his  head 
The  righteous  God  returns. 

5  O  glorious  type  of  heav'niy  grace ! 

Thus  Chrift  the  Lord  appears : 
While  finners  curfe,  the  Saviour  prays. 
And  pities  them  with  tears. 
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6  He,  the  true  David,  Ifr'crs  king,. 
Bleft  and  bclov'd  of  God, 
To  fave  us  rebels,  dead  in  iuiy 
Paid  his  own  deareft  blood. 

Psalm  XXXVI.  5— 9,  Long  Met. 

Tha  ferfeSlions  and  providence  of  God;   or, general 
J  I  providence  and  f pedal  grace. 

<lj  TTIGH  in  the  heav'ns,  eternal  God! 

XjL   Thy  goodnefs  in  full  glory  fliincs  ; 
'"      Thy  truth  Ihall  break  through  evVy  cloud 
That  veils  and  darkens  thy  defigns. 
1  ¥or  ever  firm  thy  juftice  ftand<, 
As  mountains  their  foundations  keep  ; 
Wife  are  the  wonders  of  thy  \\x\\(\>  \ 
Tfiy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep, 

J  Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large, 
Both  man  and  beaft  thy  bounty  Ih.irc } 
The  whole  creation  is  thy  charge, 
But  faints  are  thy  peculiar  care. 

4  My  God !  how  excellent  thy  grace, 
Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  fpring*?! 
The  fons  of  Adam  in  diftrefs 

Fly  to  the  fliadow  of  thy  wings. 

5  From  the  provifions  of  thy  houfe 
We  fhall  be  fed  with  fweet  repaft ; 
There  mercy,  like  a  river,  flows. 
And  brings  Iklvation  to  our  tafte. 

6  Life,  like  a  fountain,  rich  and  free. 
Spring  from  the  prefence  of  my  Lord  ; 
And  in  thy  light  our  fouls  (hall  fee 
The  glories  promised  in  thy  word* 
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Psalm  XXtVL    Common  Utir^. 

Ven  s,  2,  5, 6,  7,  jh     Pra&ical  atbeifm  exptfedt  or^ 
the  being  and  iitribnta  of  God  affeHed.        ^ 

1  "¥TTHILE  men  grow  bold  in  wicked  ways^, 
VV    And  yet  a  God  they  bv^, 
My  heart  \i^ithiir  the  often  ftys, 

^  Their  thoughts  believe  there^s  none.^' 

a  Their  thoughts  and  ways,  at  dhce  declare^ 
(Whatever  their  Bps  pmfefs) 
"  God  hath  no  Wrath  for  them  to  ftarV 
«  Nor  will  they  feet  his  grace/* 

3  What  ftrange  felf-flatt'ry  blinds  theit  e^es  I 

But  there^s  a.haU'nirig  hoiir. 
When  they  (hall  fee,  with  ford  furj^rife. 
The  terrors  of  thy  powV^ 

4  Thy  juftice  fhall  maintain  iis  throne,. 

Though  mountains  irielt  away  j 
Thy  judgments  are  a  world  linkiioWh,, 
A  deep  unfathom'd  fea.. 

5  Above  thefe  heavens'  created  rounds^ 

Thy  mercies,.  Lord,  extend ;. 
Thy  truth  outlives  the  harrow  bounds,    - 
Where  time,  an'd  nature  end. 

6  Safety  to  man  thy  goodnefs  brings. 

Nor  overlooks  the  beaift  t 
Beneath  the  itadow  of  thy  wings 
Thy  children  choofe  to  reft. 

7  j^From  thee,"  when  creature  ftreams  rim. low,. 

And  mortal  comforts  die. 
Perpetual  Iptings  of  life  (hall  "flow. 
And  raife  '^ur  pleaiures  high..  ' 
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8  Tlioiigh  all  created  light  decay. 
And  death  dofe  up  our  eyes» 
Thy  prefence  makes  eternal  day. 
Where  douds  can  never  rife.] 


Psalm.  XXXVI.   1—7.  Short  Met- 

The  wickednefs  of  man^  and  the  majejiy  ef  God\   or^^ 
pra^ad  atheifm  expojed. 

I       "^Xr^^^ ^^"  g^.^ws  bold  in  fin, 
V  V     My  heart  within  me  cries, 
«  He  hath  no  faith  of  God  within, 
•*  Nibr  fear  before  his  eyes." 

a      [He  walks  a  while  concealM 
In  a  felf.flatt'ring  dream, 
Till  his  dark  crimes,  at  once  reveaPd,, 
Expofe  his  hateful  name.3 

3  ffis  heart  i%  falfe  and  foul^ 

His  words  are  fmooth  and  fair  ;, 
Wifdom  is  baniihM  from  his  foul. 
And  leaves  no^goodnefs  there. 

4  He  plots  upon  his  bed. 
New  mifchiefs  to  fulfil  ^ 

He  fets  his  heart,  and  hands,  and  head^i 
To  pradMe  all  that's  ill- 

5  But  there's  a  dreadful  God, 
Though  men  renounce  his  fear  j; 

His  iuftice,  hid  behind  the  cloudy. 
Shall  one  great  day  appear. 

6  His^  truth  tranfcends  the  (kyj; 
In  heav'h  his  mercies  dwell  5 

©eep  as  the  fea  his  judgments  liei^  . 
His  anger  burns  to  hellv 
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7       how  exc^knt  his  love ! 

Whence  sfll  our  frfetv  Iprin^  : 
O  never  let  rnyfo^l  removS^ 
From  uAderhcath  his  wiiigs  I 

!Psal]^  XXXVIL.  \Jl  PdrL  CcfttiM. 

Ver.   L— ^15* 
The  cure  of  envy^fretfulneji  and  unbelief :   cry  the 
rewards  if  the  rl^htepUs^  and  the  wicked :   or^  the 
world^s  hatred^and  ibBfamiifdHence.^ 

1  XT  THY  fliould  I  Vex.  Ay  ftml,  and  fret 

VV     To  fee  the  wicked  rife?. 
Or  envy  finners,  waxing  !great 
By  violence  inci  lies  ?. 

2  As  flow'ry  grafs  ctit  d6wn*at  ndon,, 

Before  the  ey'ning  fad^r 
So  ihall  their  glories  vanilh  iboni 
In  everlafting'uiadesr. 

3  Then  let  ipe.  make  the  Lord  my  l3:1uft^ 

And  praftife  all  thatV-gpod  ;. 
So  fiiall  I  dwell  arndngthe  juft,,  ^ 

And  he*ll  provide  me  foocl.. 

4  I  to  my  God  my 'ways  commit^ 

And  cheerful  wait  his* will;;. 
Thy  hand,  which  guides  my  doufctfulfcet^ 
Shall  iriy  defircs  fulfill, 

5  Mine  innocence  flrailt  thou  4ifphyy> 

And  make  thy  judgments  ^nows,. 
Fair  as  the  light  €f  dawning,  day. 
And  glorious  as  the  iioon.. 

4i  The  meek,  at  laft,,  the  earth  poflGsj^     . . 
And  are  the  heirs  of  hcav'fa : 


True  ridbes,  NXri^h  abiihdWft  ^ekce. 
To  humblfe  fotife  ^c  "^ii^ti. 

!?•:».  U1B€. 

7"  Reft  in  the  Lord»  aad  keep  his  way,, 
Nor  let  ybiir  an^r  rife,  ^ 
Though  Providence  ihdifld  long  fiefci^ 
To  puriiih  haughty  vice^^ 

8  Let  finners  join  to  break  your  peace,. 

And  plot,/ahd  fdgeyind'foztti ;. 
The  Lord  derides  lnein,*fdr  "he  fees 
Their  diy  o£  vengeance  cbtiit.^ 

9  They  have  drawn  out  the  threatening  £Vord,. 

Hive  bent  the  TOurd'fous  b'dttr, 
To  flay  thetaen'^hkt  fcar'the  iLotd,. 
And'bring^  th^  righteous  loW.. 

"to  My  ^odibaH-break  their  bows„«Bdi  bura* 
Hieiir  perfeoutin^cferts ;; 
Shall  their  ow;n  fwords  agaiiSft  them  turn,> 
And  pain  {ntpfifk  their  hearts. 

PsALKt  XXXVII-  2dRti^LX)om.M. 

"*Vef  ^  1 6,;  2f  I ,  i6i^3 1 . 
Charity^  to  the  podr  ;:  dr,.  religion  in  wdrdsr  and  dnds%^ 
I  "ITFHY  do  the  wealthy  wicked  boaft,. 
VV       And  grow  profanely  bold?; 
The  meancft  jportion/6£  the  jult 
Excels  the  finner's  gold,. 

0,  The  wicked  borrows  o£  his:friends,: 
But  ne'er  defigris  to  pay  j: 
The  faint  is  merciful,  arid  leiids,, 
TSfor  turns' the  poor  away. 


92  Psalm  »7> 

3  IBs  alms,  with  llb'ral  heart,  he  gives 

Amoneft  the  fons  of  need  ; 
His  mennry  to  long  ages  lives^ 
And  bleffed  U  his  feed. 

4  His  lips  abhor  to  talk  profane, 

To  flander  or  defraud  j 
His  ready  tongue  declares  to  mere 
What  he  has  leam'd  of  God. 

5  The  law  and  gofpel  of  the  Lord 

Deep  in  his  heart  abide  j 
Led  by  the  Spirit  and  the  word. 
His  feet  fhall  never  Aide.      • 

6  When  finners  fall,^  the  rij^hteous  ftand, 

Preferv'd  from  ev'ry  Inare  ; 
They  Ihall  poflefs  the  promised  landi 
And  dwell  forever  there. 


Psalm  XXXVIL  3d  ParL  Com.  M. 

Ver.  as— 37- 
T&eway  and  end  of  the  righteous  and  the  wicked^ 

*  T^  >f  Y  God,  the  fteps  of  pious  men 
JVl     Axe  ordered  by  thy  will ; 
Though  they  fhould  fall,  they  rife  again  j, 
Thy  hand  fupports  them  ftill. 

i  The  Lord  delights  to  fee  rheir  waysv 
Their  virtue  he  approves  : 
He'll  ne'er  deprive  them  of  his  grace,. 
Nor  leave  the  men  he  loves. 

3  The  heav*hly  heritage  is  theirs,    ; 
Their  portion  and  their  home ; 
He  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them  hcffs- 
Q£  bleffings  Ibng  to  come*^ 


4  Wait  oil  the  Ixnrd^  ye  fi>i&9  of  mto^ 

Nor  fear  when  tyrarits  fi-dWn  ; 
Ye  {hall  confefe  theit  pride  was  Taio» 
When  judges  caib  them  down. 

5  The  haughty  fiftnet  Klve  I  fe^tt. 

Not  feirittg  ihatl  tior  God, 
Like  a  tall  bay  ttett,  fair  artd  gtteft, 
Spreading  hl^  ztn\s  abi'oad. 

$  And  lo,  he  t^anilh'd  from  the  groundy 
Deftroy'd  by  hirids  Unfeen  ; 
Nor  root  nor  braiich,  nor  leaf  Wa^  foudd. 
Where  ill  that  piidc  had  been. 

7  But  mark  the  man  of  righteoufnefe. 
His  fev^rai  fteps  attend  ; 
True  pleafure  runs  Ihrou^  ill  hi^  teays, 
And  peaceftil  ii  his  end/ ^ 

Psalm  XXXVIIL    Common  Met. 

Gmlt  €f  confctena  and  felkf;   ct^  repentance  find 
prayer  fo/r  piirdoH  Und  health. 

1  \  MIDST  thy  W^fath  ffctoetober  Wfc« 
X^     Reftore  thy  ferVafat,  Lbrd, 

Nor  let  a  father's  chaft*nt6g  prove 
Like  an  aVengtr's  fwotd. 

2  Thine  arrows  ftkk  ^itliin  my  Ibeart, 

My  flefli  is  forely  prefs^cl ; 
^tween  the  fbhrow  and  the  tmart^ 
My  %iiit  fiAds  no  reft. 

3  My  finis  a  heavy  load  apjfear, 

•   And  o'er  my  head«re  gone  % 

Too  heavy  they  for  me  to  bear,, 

To^^iMd  for  TOe  t'  atoae^ 
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4  My  thoughts  are  like  a  ttoubled  fea. 

My  head  ftill  bending  down  ; 
And  Igo  mourning  all  the  day 
Beneath  my  Father's  frown. 

5  Lord,  I  am  weak  and  broken  fore. 

None  of  my  pow'rs  are  whole  j 
The  inwarci  anguiih  makes  me  roar. 

The  anguiih  of  my  foul.     . 
iS  All  my  defire  to  thee  is  known. 

Thine  eye  counts  ev'ry  tear. 
And  ev'ry  figh  and  ev'ry  groan 

Is  noticed  by  thine  ear. 

7  Thou  art  my  God,  my  only  hope. 

My  God  will  hear  my  cry. 
My  God  will  bear  my  fpirit  up 
When  Satan  bids  me  die. 

8  [My  foot  is  ever  apt  to  Aide, 

My  foes  rqoice  to  fee't  ; 
They  raife  their  pleafure  and  their  pride, 
When  they  fupplant  my  feet. 

9  But  I'll  confefe  my  guilt  to  thee. 

And  grieve  for  all  my  fin ;. 
m  mourn  how  weak  my  graces  be. 

And  beg  fupport  divine, 
lo  My  God,  forgive  my  follies  paft, 

And  be  forever  nigh  ; 
O  Lord  of  my  falvation,  hafle. 

Before  thy  fervant  die.]  ^ 

Psalm  XXXIX.  i/  Part  Com.  M- 

Vcr.  I,  2,  J.  ^^ 

Wtaehfulnefs  over  the  tongue;  or,  prudence  ana  »•" 


T 


HUS  I  rcfolv'd  before  the  Lord, 
'*  Now  wfll  I  watch  my  toogP^ 


Psalm  39.  95 


«  Left  I  let  flip  one  finfiil  word» 
"  Or  do  my  ndghbour  wrong/' 

2  And  if  I'm  e'er  conftndn'd  lo  ilay 

With  men  of  lives  prolime, 
ril  fet  a  double  guard  that  day» 
Nor  let  my  talk  be  vain. 

3  I'll  fcarce  allow  my  fips  to  foeak 

The  pious  thoughts  I  feel. 
Left  fcoffers  fhould  th'  occafion  take 
To  mock  my  holy  zeal. 

4  Yet  if  fome  proper  hour  appear^ 

I'll  not  be  over-aw'd. 
But  let  the  fcoffing  finners  hear 
That  I  can  fpeak  for  God^ 

Psalm  XXXIX.  2d  Part,  Com.  M. 

Ver.  4—7.     Tbe  vanity  of  man  as  mortaL 

1  TPEACH  me  the  meafure  of  my  days, 

1      Thou  Maker  of  my  ft'ame ! 
I  would  furvey-life's  narrow  fpace, 
And  learn  how  frail  I  am. 

2  A  fpan  is  all  that  we  can  boaft. 

An  inch  or  two  of  time ; 
Man  is  but  vanity  and  duft. 
In  air  his  flow'r  and  prime. 

3  See  the  vain  race  of  mortals  move 

Like  ihadows  o'er  the  plain ; 
They  rage  and  flrive,  defire  and  love, 
Biit  all  their  noi&  is  vain. 

4  Some  walk  in  honour's  gaudy  ibow. 

Some  dig  for  golden  ore  j 
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They  toil  for  h^i^y  they  kaownolwbMy 
An4  firaight  we^^feea  ^  m^re. 

5  What  fliouldl  wifii  or^woit  for  ihttti 

From  creatiu^s,  «»i|h»  aod  da&i 
They  make  our ^xf)eAaftio!^  yoio. 
And  difappoint  c^ur  triift« 

6  Now  I  forbM  «[i^  campft  l^cqpe. 

My  foncl  defires  recfll ; 
I  give  my  inorlai  »atf  reift  up. 
And  make  my  God  ^iy  iaH. 

Psalm  XXXIX.  *^4  ^^(^rt.  Cpw.  M. 

Mck'bed  devotion  f  or^  plea^mgi%aiA$ttt  npinin^. 

^  /jTHi  PiD;off|vy^if(?,  JooIf  ffej^tfar  4ev^,    .  ^ 
Vjp"     Behold  the  pains  I  feel;       " 
But  I  am  dumb  before  thy  throue, 
N^r  dare  difpube  .^  $^IK 

2  Difeafes  are  thy  fcrvai^s,  Lo«?d  4 

They  come  at  thy  cctntiiai^d ; 
rU  not  attempt  a^munti^ring  ^woed^ 
Againft  tljy.idjpft'rW^gha^. 

3  Yet  pnay  I  plead  with  humble  cries, 

"  Remove  thy  fiiar^^ebukes  ;*' 

.    My  ftrength  cbiifuipes,  my  fpirit  d\ts^ 

Through  v^tiy  ;r?j>?j^ted^  ft  ^pls:??^. 

4  Cru(h*d  as  a«noth:45Qncath^thy:3l^ft|i(J, 

We  moulder  to  the  duft.; 
"  Our  feeble  pow*OT  can  Jiejcr  wilklJajijJ, 
And;41  «ur,l?ea,uty'§l9ft. 

5  [[This  mortal  l|fc«  decays  Japac^, 

How  foon  the  bubble's  broke ! 


Psalm  39,  40. 57 

Adam,  and  all  his  numVous  race. 
Are  vanity  and  fmoke.] 

6  I'm  but  a  fojourner  below. 
As  all  my  fathers  were  ; 
May  I  be  well  prepared,  to  go. 
When  I  the  fummons  hear. 

'7  But  if  my  life  be  fpar'd  a  while. 
Before  my  laft  remove. 
Thy  praife  £hall  be  my  bufinefs  flill, 
And  ni  declare  thy  love. 

Psalm  XL.  iji  PaH.    Com*  Metres 

Ver.  I,  2,3,  5,  17. 
A  Jong  of  deliverance  from  great  di/irefs. 

1  T  WAITED  patient  for  the  Lord  J 
*    i    He  bow*d  to  hear  my  cry ; 

He  faw  me  refting  on  his  word. 
And  brought  falvation  nigh. 

2  He  raised  me  from  a  horrid  pit. 

Where  mourning  long  I  lay  ; 
And  from  my  bonds  released  my  feet. 
Deep  bonds  of  miry  clay. 

3  Firm  on  a  rock  he  made  mo^  (land. 

And  taught  my  cheerful  tongue 
To  praife  the  wonders  of  his  hand. 
In  a  new  thankful  fong. 

4  ril  fpread  his  works  of  grace  abroad? 

The  faints  with  joy  mall  hear. 
And  finners  learn  to  make  my  God 
Their  only  hope  and  fear^ 

I 


^  ■ "  " 

9«  Psalm  40. 


5  How  many  are  thy  thoughts  of  love^! 

Thy  merciefi,  Lord,  how  great ! 
We  have  not  words,  nor  hours  enpugh^ 
Their  numbers  to  repeat. 

6  When  Pm  afflicted,  poor  and  low. 

And  light  and  peace  depart. 

My  God  beholds  my  heavy  wo. 

And  bears  me  on  his  heart. 

Psalm  XL.  2d  Part.    Com*  Metre. 

Rrr.  6-— 9.     The  incarnation  and  /acrij^ce  of  Cbriji* 
\  qnHUS  faith  the  Lord,  «  Your  work  is  vain, 
JL      "  Give  your  burnt-offerings  o'er  j 
*'  In  dying  goats  and  bullocks  flain 
"My  foul  delights  no  more.** 

2  Then  fpako  the  Saviour,  "  Lo,  Tm  here, 

"  My  God,  to  do  thy  will ; 
"  Whatever  thy  facred  books  declare, 
i    «  Thy  fervant  fliall  fulfil. 

3  "  Thy  law  is  ever  in  my  fight, 
"  Ikeep  it  near  my  heart ; 
Mine  ears  are  open'd  with  delight 

•  To  what  thy  lips  impart.** 

4  And  fee,  the  bleft  Redeemer  comes ! 

Th'  eternal  Spn  appears ! 
And  at  th*  appointed  time  affumes 
The  body  God  prepares. 

5  Much  he  reveaPd  his  t'ather^s  grac^^ 

And  much  his  truth  he  fliew*d. 
And  preach*d  the  way  of  righteoufncfs, 
Where  great  affemblies  flood. 


^ Psalm  40> 9r> 

6  His  Father's  honour  touch'd  his  hearty 

He  pity'd  finners'  cries. 
And,  to  fulfil  a  Saviour's  part^ 
Was  made  a  facriSicc. 

Pause. 

7  No  blood  of  beads,  on  altars  (bed, 

Could  wafli  the  confciehcc  clean  ; 
But  the  rich  facrifice  he  paid. 
Atones  for  all  our  fin.     . 

8  Then  was  the  great  falvation  fpread. 

And  Satan's  kingdom  fliook ; 
Thus  by  the  woman's  promis'd  feed. 
The  ferpent's  head  was  broke. 

PsALM  XL.     Long  Metre. 

Fen  5—10.     Cbri/l  our  facrifice. 

iTPHE  wonders,  Lord,  thy  love  has  wrought, 
X  Exceed  our  praife,  furmount  our  thought ; 
Should  I  attempt  the  long  detail. 
My  fpeech  would  faint,  my  numbers  fail. 

2  No  blood  of  beads  on  altars  fpilt. 

Can  cleanfe  the  fouls  of  men 'from  guilt ; 
But  thou  haft  fet  before  our  eyes 
An  all-fufficient  lacrifice. 

3  Lo  !  thine  eternal  Son  appears  ! 
To  thy  defigns  he  bows  his  ears  ; 
AfTumes  a  body  well  prepar'd. 
And  well  performs  a  work  fo  hard. 

4  "  Behold,  I  come,"  (the  Saviour  cries. 
With  love  and  duty  in  his  eyes) 

*'  I  come  to  bear  the  heavy  load 

"  Of  fins,  and  do  thy  will,  my  God. 


IQO  Psalm  40,  41. 

5  *^  *Tis  written  in  thy  great  decree, 
*«  *Tis  in  thy  book  foretold  of  me, 
"  I  muft  fulfil  the  Saviour's  part ; 
"  And  lo  !  thy  law  is  in  my  heart. 

6  "  ril  magnify  thy  holy  law, 

'*  And  rebels  to  obedience  draw, 
"  When  on  my  crofs  Tm  lifted  high, 
*'  Or  to  my  crown  above  the  Iky. 

7  «  The  Spirit  fliall  defcend,  and  fliow 

"  What  thou  haft  done,  and  what  I  do  j 

"  The  wondering  world  fhall  learn  thy  grace, 

"  Thy  wifdom,  and  thy  righteoufnefs.** 

Psalm  XLL   ver.  i,  2,  3.    Long  M. 

Charity  to  the  poor  ;  or^  pity  to  the  affliSed. 

I  T>  LEST  is  the  man,  whofe  bowels  move, 
j3  And  melt  with  pity  to  the  poor  \ 
Whofe  foul,  by  fympathizing  love, 
Feels  what  his  fellow-faints  endure. 

1  His  heart  contrives  for  their  relief 
More  good  than  his  own  hands  can  do ; 
He,  in  the  time  of  genVal  grief. 
Shall  find  the  Lord  has  bowels  too. 

3  His  f6ul  fliall  live  fecure  on  earth. 
With  fecret  bleffings  on  his  head, 

When  drought,  and  peftilence,  and  dearth 
Around  him  multiply  their  dead. 

4  Or,  if  he  languifti  on  his  couch, 
God  will  pronounce  his  fins  forgiven. 
Will  fave  him  with  a  healing  touch. 
Or  take  his  willing  foyl  to  hcav'n. 
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PsalmXLIL  iji  Part.  Com.Metare^ 

Ver.  1—5. 
Defertion  and  hope  ;  or^  complaint  of  abjence  from 

;  public  worjhip. 

J  "^XTTTH  earned  lonrings  of  the  mind, 
VV      My  God,  to  thee  I  look } 
So  pants  the  hunted  hart  to  find 
And  tafte  the  cooling  brook. 
^  When  fhall  I  fee  thy  courts  of  grace. 
And  meet  my  God  again  ? 
So  long  an  abfence  from  thy  face 
My  heart  endures  with  pain. 

3  Temptations  vex  my  weary  foul. 

And  tears  are  my  repaft  ; 
The  foe  infults  without  control, 
"  And  whereas  your  God  at  laft  ?" 

4  'Tis  with  a  mournful  pleafure,  now, 

I  think  on  ancient  days : 
Then  to  thy  houfe  did  numbers  go. 
And  all  our  work  was  praife. 

5  But  why,  my  foul,  funk  down  fo  far 

Beneath  this  heavy  load  ? 
Why  do  my  thoughts  indulge  defpair. 
And  fin  igainft  ray  God  ? 

6  Hope  in  the  Lord,  whofemighty  hand 

Can  all  thy  woes  remove  j 
For  I  {hall  yet  before  him  ftand,. 
And  fing  reftoring  love. 

PsALM  XLII.  6 — II-  2d  Part.  L.  M. 

Melancholy  thoughts  reproved  ;  ^r,  hope  in  affii^lion. 
I   T^  yi" Y  fpirit  finks  within  me.  Lord, 
XVJL  But  I  will  call  thy  name  to  mind, 
I  2 
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And  tiiziGs  of  paft  diftre&  lecordy 
When  I  have  found  ray  Gpd  was  kind* 
^  Hug?  ^mubleaf,  vsth  tumult*QU$  n^ife. 
Swell  like  a  fea,  and  r^und  lipe  fpread  ; 
Thy  ws^teyr-fpouts  drown  all  ipy  joyi^ 
And  riling  waves  roll  o^cr  if^y  hes^d. 

3  Yet  will  the  Lord  cpqiKnE^^d  Ws  iovo> 
When  I  addreA  hi^  th^Qixc  by  d^y  ^ 
Nor  in  the  night  his  grace  remove  j 
The  night  fliall  h?^r  me  fiag  ^nd  pray. 

4  Fll  caft  myfelf  before  his  fe^t. 

And  fay,  "  My  God^  my  heav'aly  rock  1 

w  Why  doth  thy  love  fa  long  fprget 

«  The  foul  that  ^oans  beneath  thy  ftrolfe  ?'*" 

5  rU  chide  my  he^rt  that  finfcs  fo  low  : 
Why  fliould  my  foul  indulge  her  grief  ? 
Hope  in  the  Lord,  and  prai^  him  too  ;, 
He  is  my  reft,  my  fare  relief.. 

6  Thy  light  and  truth  Ihall  guide  me  ftill ;. 
Thy  word  fhall  my  beft  thoughts  employ,. 
And  lead  me  to  thine  holy  bill^ 

My  God,  my  moft  exceeding  joy  l. 

PsalmXLIV.  i,2,3,8j15-:$6.  CM. 

The  churches  amplainl  in  perfe<uHon.. 

1  T    ORD,  w|  have  heard  thy  works  of  old'^- 
ft  J  Thy  works  of  power  a^d  grace. 

When  to  our  ears  our  fathers  told 
The  wonder^s  of  their  days. 

2  How  thou  didft  build  thy  churches  here. 

And  make  thy  gofpel  known  ; 
Among.fl  them  did  thi»e  arm  appear^^ 
Thy  liglit  ^d  gtecy  &one^ 
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5  In  God  they  boafted  all  the  day  y 
And  in  a  cheerful  throng 
Did  thoufands  meet  ta  praiCe  and  pray> 
And  grace  was  aU  tbeir  fong. 

4  But  now  our  fbvth  are  feisi^d  with  fbame^ 

Confufion  fills  ouf  face. 
To  hear  the  enemy  blafpheme. 
And  fools  reproach  thy  grace; 

5  Yet  have  wc  npt  forgot  our  God, 

Nor  falfely  dealt  with  Heav'n  ; 
Nor  have  our  fteps  declined  the  road 
Of  duty  thou  naft  giv'n  ; 

£  Though  dragons  all  around  us  roar 
With  their  deftruftive  breath. 
And  thine  own  hand  has  bruised,  us  fore; 
Hard  by  the  gates  of  death* 

P  A  u  s  £• 

7  We  arc  exposed  all  day  to  die 

As  martyrs  for  thy  caufe, 
As  fheep,  for  fj^ughter  bound,  we  lie. 
By  fliarp  and  Woody  kws. 

8  Awake,  arife,  alnwghrty  Lord  i 

Why  fleeps  thy  wonted  grac^  ? 
Why  fhould  w^  look  like  men  abhorr'd^ 
Or  banilh'd  from  thy  face  ? 

9  Wilt  thou  forever  caft  us  ofF^ 

And  ftill  negleft  our  cries  ? 
Forever  hide  thy  heav'nly  love 
From  our  afHided  eyes  ? 

10  Down  to  the  duft  our  foul  is  bow'd^. 

iVnd.  dies  upon  the  ground  j 
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Rife  for  our  help,  rebuke  the  proud^ 
And  all  their  pow'rs  confound. 

1 1  Redeem  us  from  perpetual  fliame. 
Our  Saviour  and  our  God  j 
We  plead  the  honours  of  thy  name. 
The  merits  of  thy  blood. 

Psalm  XLV.     Short  I^etre. 

The  glory  of  Chri/i  ;  thefuccefs  of  the  gofpel^  and  the 
Gentile  church. 

1  IV^^  Saviour  and  my  King, 
XVJL  Thy  beauties  are  divine  j 

Thy  lips  with  bleffings  overflow, 
And  ev'ry  grace  is  thine. 

2  I^ow  make  thy  glory  known  j 
Gird  on  thy  d(readful  fword. 

And  ride  in  majefty,  to  fpread 
The  conquefts  of  thy  word. 

3  Strike  through  thy  ftubbom  foes. 
Or  melt  their  hearts  t*  obey  ; 

While  juftice,  meeknefs,  grace  and  truth 
Attend  thy  glorious  way. 

4  Thy  laws,  O  God,  are  right ; 
Thy  thTone  fliall  ever  ftand  : 

And  thy  viAorious  gofpel  proves 
A  fceptre  in  thy  hand. 

5  [Thy  Father  and  thy  God 
Hath  without  meafure  flied 

His  Spirit,  like  a  joyful  oil, 
T*  anoint  thy  lacred  head.  2 
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6  fBchold,^at  thy  right  hand 
The  Gentile  church  is  feen, 

Like  a  fair  bride  in  rich  attire. 
And  princes  guard  the  queen.J 

7  Fair  bride,  receive  hts^  lave  : 
Forget  thy  father's  houfe  ; 

Forfake  thy  gods,  thy  idol  gods, 
And  pay  thy  Lord  thy  vows. 

8  ,     O  let  thy  God  and  King 

Thy  fweeteft  thoughts  employ  ! 
Thy  children  (hall  his  honours  fing 

In  palaces  of  joy. 

— — ■■  •- ■  f        ■  ■—  ■ 

Psalm  XLV.     Common  Metre. 

The  perfonal  glorks  and  government  of  Chri/l^ 

1  T'LL  fpeak  the  honours  of  my  King  : 
X    His  form  divinely  fair  ; 
None  of  the  fons  of  mortal  race 
May  with  the  Lord  compare. 

a  Sweet  is  thy  fpeech,  and  heavenly  grace 
Upon  thy  lips  is  (hed  : 
Thy  God  with  bleffings  infinite 
Hath  crown'd  thy  Ucred  head. 

3  Gird  on  thy  fword,  victorious  Prinoe ! 

Ride  with  majeftic  fway  ; 
Thy  terrors  fliall  ftrike  through  thy  foes,'^ 
And  make  the  world  obey. 

4  Thy  throne,  O  God,  forever  (lands  j 

Thy  word  of  grace  ftiall  prove 
A  peaceful  fceptre  in  thy  hands,  ^ 
To  rule  thy' faints  by  love. 
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Juftice  and  truth  attend  thee  flill^ 

But  mercy  is  thy  choice  j 
And  God,  thy  God,  thy  foul  fliall  fill 

With  moft  peculiar  joys* 


Psalm  XLV,    ijl  Part.    Long  MetJ 

The  glory  of  Chri/iy  and  power  of  his  gofpeL       ■ 

1  TWJOW  be  my  heart  infpir'd  to  fing  ] 
X^  The  glories  of  my  Saviour  King,  | 
Jefus  th^  Lord,  how  heav'nly  fair  , 
His  form  !  how  bright  his  beauties  a.re  ! 

2  0*er  all  the  fons  of  human  race 
He  fhines  with  a  fuperior  grace  } 
Lov?  from  his  lips  divinely  flows, 
And  bleffings  all  his  flate  compofe. 

3  Drefs  thee  in  arms,  moft  mighty  Lord  I 
Gird  on  the  terror  of  thy  fword  ! 

In  maj^fty  and  glory  ride. 

With  truth  and  meeknefs  at  thy  fide. 

4  Thine  anger,  like  a  pointed  dart. 
Shall  pierce  the  foes  of  ftubborn  heart } 
Or  words  of  mercy,  kind  and  fweet, 

^   Shall  melt  the  rebels  at  thy  feet. 

5  Thy  throne,  O  God,  forever  ftands, 
Grace  is  the  fceptre  in  thy  hands  ; 
Thy  laws  and  works  are  juft  and  right, 
Juftice  and  grace  are  thy  delight. 

6  God,  thine  own  God,  has  richly  flied 
His  oil  of  gladnefe  on  thy  head. 
And  with  his  facred  Spirit  bleft 

His  firft-born  Son  above  the  reft.     - 
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Psalm  XLV.  2d  Part.  LongMetre* 

Chri/i  and  bis  church  ;  cr^  the  mjjlical  marriage. 

1  np'HE  Eling  of  faints,  how  fair  his  face, 

X    Adorn'd  with  majefty  and  grace  ! 
He  comes  with  bleiSngs  from  above. 
And  wins  the  nations  to  his  love. 

2  At  his  right  hand,  our  eyes  behold 
The  queen,  array'd  in  pureft  gold  ; 

The  world  admires  her  heav'nly  drefe  j    v 
Her  robe  of  joy  and  righteoufnefs. 

3  He  forms  her  beauties  like  his  own. 
He  calls  and  feats  her  near  his  throne  i 
Fair  ftranger,  let  thine  heart  forget 
The  idols  of  thy  native  ftate. 

4  So  fhall  the  King  the  more  rejoice 
In  thee  the  fev'rite  of  his  choice  : 
Let  him  be  lov'd,  and  yet  ador'd. 
For  he*s  thy  Maker  and  thy  Lord. 

5  O  happy  hour,  when  thou  flialt  rife 
To  his  fair  palace  in  the  fkies. 
And  all  thy  fons,  (a  numerous  train) 
Each  like  a  prince  in  glory  reign. 

6  Let  endlefs  honours  crown  his  head } 
Let  evVy  age  his  praifes  fpread  ; 
While  we,  with  cheerful  fongs,  approve 
The  coridefcenfions  of  his  love. 

PsALM  XLVI.   ijl  Part.   Long  Met 

Thg  church* i  fafety  and  triamph  among  national  Jefolathns. 

I    /^  OD  is  the  refuge  of  his  faints, 

\jr  When  ftorms  of  fliarp  diftrefs  invade  ; 
Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints. 
Behold  him  prefent  with  his  aid% 
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a«  Let  mountains  from  their  feat5  be  hurrd 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  bury'd  there  j 
Convulfions  (hake  the  foKd  world. 
Our  faith  fhall  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  Loud  may  tlie.  troubled  ocean  roar  j 
In  facred  peace  our  fouls  abide. 
While  ev'ry  nation,  ev*ry  fliore 
Trembles,  and  dreads  the  fwelling  t\de. 

4  There  is  a  ftream,  whofe  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God  j 

Life,  love,  and  joy  ftill  gliding  through,     / 
And  watering  oar  divine  abode, 

5  That  facred  ftream,  thine  holy  word^ 
That  all  our  raging  fear  controls  : 
Sweet  peace  thy  promifes  afford. 

And  give  new  ftrength  to  fainting  fouls. 

€  "Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love. 
Secure  againft  a  threatening  hour  j 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  mov€. 
Built  on  his  truth,  and  arm'd  v/ith  powV. 

PsALM  XLVL  2d  Part.    Long  Met, 

Gdd  Jights  for  bis  church^ 

I  T    ET  Zion  in  her  King  rejoice, 

1  J  Tho*  tyrants  rage,  and  kingdoms  rife  i 
He  utters  his  almighty  voice. 
The  nations  melt,  the  tumult  dies. 

a  The  Lord  of  old. for  Jacob  fought. 
And  Jacob's  God  is  ftill  our  aid  : 
Behold  the  works  his  hand  has  wrought^ 
Wlut  defolations  he  has  made  I 
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3  From  fea  to  fea^  through  all  the  fliorcj. 
He  makes  the  noife  ofDattfe  ccafe  ; 
When  from  an  high  hiy  thunder  roars,. 
He  awes  the  trembKng  world  to  peace# 

4  He  breaks  rhe  bow,  he  cuts  the  fpear, 
Charcots  he  bums  with  heavenly  flame  i 
Keep  filencc  all  the  earth,  and  hear 
The  found  and  glory  of  his  name. 

5  "  Be  ftiH,  and  learn  that  I  am  God, 
"  rU  be  exalted  o*er  the  lands, 

*'  I  wilt  be  known  and  fcarM  abroad, 
"  But  ftiU  my  throne  in  Zion  (lands*'* 

6  O  Lord  of  Hofh,  almighty  Kinff, 
While  we  fo  near  thy  prcfencc  dwell, 
Ottr  fai^  ffaaU  fit  fecure,  and  fing 
Defiance  to  the  gates  of  helL 

Psalm  XLVII.     Common  Metre* 

Cbrl/i  afeending  and  reigning. 

1  f^  FOR  a  fhottt  of  fiicred  joy 
V^     1  o  God  the  fov^reigjn  King  1 
Let  ev*ry  hmd  their  tongues  employ^ 

And  hymns  of  triumph  fing. 

2  Jefus  our  God  a&ends  on  high  ! 

His  heav'nly  guards,  around. 
Attend  hairi  ri&^g  through  the  iky. 
With  trumpet's  jdyful  found* 

3  While  artgds  fliout  and  praife  thw  King, 

Let  mortals  learn  i^eir  ftrain*  : 
Let  all  the  earth  hi<i  honours  fing  j 
O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns; 
K 
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4  Rehearfe  hb  praife  with  awe  profound) 

Let  knowledge  lead  the  fongf 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  folemn  found 
Upon  a  thoughtlefs  tongue. 

5  In  Ifr'el  fiood  his  ancient  throne^^ 

He  lov*d  that  chofen  race  ; 
But  now  he  calls  the  world  his  own,  ;    < 

And  heathens  tafte  his  grace. 

6  The  Gentile  nations  are  the  Lord's, 

There  Abraham's  God  is  known, 
While  powers  and  princes,  fliieldp  and  fwords, 
Submit  before  his  throne. 

PsALM  XLVIIL  iJiPart.  Short  M, 

Ven  I — 8. 
The  church  is  the  honour  andfafety  of  a  fiafkn. 

1  If^  RE  AT  is  the  Lord  our  God, 

VJF  And  let  his  praife  be  great  j 
He  makes  his  churches  his  abode. 
His  moft  delightful  feat. 

2  Thefe  temples  of  his  grace. 
How  beautiful  they  ftand  1 

The  honours  of  our  native  place. 
And  bulwarks  of  our  land.]] 

3  In  Zion  God  is  known, 
A  refuge  in  diftrefs ; 

How  bri^t  has  his  falvation  ikonc 
Through  all  her  palaces* 

4  When  Hr^s  ag<unfl  her  jdn'd. 
And  faw •the, Lord  was  there. 

In  wild  confufion  of  the  mind. 
They  fledwhh  hafty  fear. 

5  When  navies,  tall  and  proud, 
Attempt  to  fpbii  our  peace. 
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He  fends  his  tempeft,  roaring  loud. 
And  finks  them  in  the  feas* 

6  Oft  have  our  fathers  told,  '  '       ^ 
Our  eyes  have  often  (een. 

How  well  our  God  fecures  the  fold 
Where  his  own  flieep  have  been. 

7  In  ev*ry  new  diftrefs 
We'll  to  his  houfe  repair, 

We'll  think  upon  his  wondrous  grace, 
And  feek  deliverance  there. 

Psalm  XLVIII.  id  Part.  Short  M- 

Ver.  10-T-14. 
The  beauty  of  the  church  ;  or  9  go/pel  worjhip  and  order. 

"AR  as  thy  name  is  known 
The  world  declares  thy  praife; 
Thy  faints,  O  Lord,  before  thv  throne, 
Their  fongs  of  honour  raife. 

With  joy  let  Judah.ftand 
On  Zion's  chofen  hill. 
Proclaim  the  wonder*  of  thy  hand. 
And  Gounfeb  of  thy  will. 

Let  ftrangers  walk  around 
The  city  where  we  dwell, 
Compafs  and  ^iew  thine  holy  ground. 
And  mark  the  buUding  well ; 

The  orders  of  thy  houfe. 
The  worihip  of  thy  court,     • 
The  cheerful  fongs,  the  folemn-vows, 
And  make  a  fair  report. 

How  decent  and  how  wife! 
How  glorious  to  behold  i 
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Beyond  the  porop  that  charms  the  eyes, 
And  rites  adorn*d  with  gaid« 

6       The  God  we  worfhip  now 
Will  guide  us  till  wc  die, 
Wilt  be  our  God  while  here  below. 
And  ours  above  the  fl:y* 

Psalm  XLIX,  \fi  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Ver.  6 — 14. 
Pride  and  death  ;    (?r,  the  vanity  of  life  and  riches* 

I  ^WT^^  ^^^^  ^he  man  of  riches  grow 
W     To  infolence  and  pride, 
To  fee  his  wealth  and  honours  flow 
With  every  riling  tide  ? 

a  [Why  doth  he  treat  the  poor  with  fcqrc. 
Made  of  the  feif-fenme^  clay. 
And  boaft  as  though  his  flefh  was  bom 
Of  better  duft  than  they  ?] 

5  Not  all  his  treafures  can  procure 

His  foul  a  £hort  reprieve,  ' 

Redeem  from  death  oftc  guilty  hour, 
Or  make  his  brother  live. 

4  [Life  is  a  bleffing  can't  be  fold. 

The  ranfom  is  too  high  j 
Jufticc  will  ne'er  be  brib'd  with  gold, 
That  man  may  never  die.J 

5  He  fees  the  brutifti  and  the  wife. 

The  timVous  and  the  brjkve, 
Quit  thtir  poflefilons^  clofe  their  eyes,    • 
And  haften  to  the  grave. 

6  Yet  'tis  his  inwavd  thought  and  pride, 

^^  My  hoi^  ihall  ever  fiand  > 


Psalm  49; 


M 


"And  that  my  name  may  long  abide, 
««ril  give  it  to  my  land." 

7  Vain  are  his  thoughts,  his  hopes  are  lOft  i 

How  foon  his  memory  dies  ! 
His  name  is  written  in  the  duft. 
Where  his  own  carcafs  lie^. 
Pause. 

8  This  is  the  folly  of  their  way ; 

And  yet  their  fons,  as  vain,  t. 

Approve  the  words  their  fathers  iay. 
And  ad  their  works  again. 

9  Men  void  erf  wifdom  and  of  grace. 

If  honour  raife  them  high,  * 

Live  like   the  beaft,  a  thoughtIe&  race, 
And  like  the  beaft  they  die. 

10  [Laid  in  the  grave  like  filly  Iheep, 

Death  feeds  upon  them  there, 
HU  the  laft  trumpet  breaks  their  fleep, 
In  terror  and  defpair.3 

I  ■  ■■      II  '  '  '  ■!  I  ■  .11     ,    ...I    I    I         r        ,.      ■,.i,i   ■  Jt». 

PsALM  XLIX.  2d  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Ver.  14,15.        Death  and  the  refurreSlion. 

I  "VT^E  fons  of  pride,  that  hate  the  yx&y 
X     And  traniple  on  the  poor. 
When  death  has  brought  you  down  ta  duft. 
Your  pomp  fljsjill  rlS  no  morer 

^  The  laft  great  day  fliall  change  the  fcene  j 
.  When  will  that  hour  appear  I 
When  &all  the  juft  revive,  and  reign 
O'er  all  that  fcorn'd  them  here  ? 
3  God  will  my  ftaked  foul  receive. 
When  fep'rate  from  the  Sefll  s 
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Atid  break  tftte  prffon  <!>f  Vkc  grave. 
To  raife  my  bones  afreft, 

4  Heav^ft  %  my  everfaflfc^  hoctie  : 
Th*  inheritance  fe  fure  5 
Let  men  of  pride  thmr  i^age  rctorhe, 
But  rii  repine  n^  moref^ 

Psalm  XLIX-    Long  Metreu 

The  nchjinmr*s  deatb^  and  th€>  fahtts  reJunreSicn. 

1  "\X7"HTf  do  the  proud  in&It  the  poor, 

VV  -^"^  ^^^  tlie^lafge  eftates  tltey  hare  ? 
How  vain  apfc  ri^ftiKs  to  fecuie 
Th<eir  haughty  ow<i;)yers  &oxa  tibe  gVAre  ^ 

2  They  cant  ^eem  one  Hour  from  dqatfr. 
With  all  the*  weafth  In  which  they  truft  ; 
Nor  give  a,4ying  brother  breathy 

When  God  commands;  hira^^  dowu  ttn  dufi^ 

3  There  tfte  dark  earth  and  difinal  |badfe 
Shall  clafp  their  naked  bodie*  rotmd  j 
Th^tffefli,  1q  delicately  ftd, 

Lies  cold^  and^  moulders  ift  th^  ground.      *     - 

4  Like  tkoughtlefi  Iheep  tite  finner  dies. 
Laid  in,  th^  gcavc  for  worsiA  to  cat ;. 
The  faints  fliajl  in  th«:  moraiog  rife,. 
And  find  ti^  op^eflR>r  2^  thci?  fiiet^ 

5  His  honours  pcrifli  in  the  duff. 

And  p&mp  and  bemty),  bkth  acd  bloo^  :i 
That  glorious  day  exalts  tJbe  j-uft 
To  full  dominion  o'er  the  pwroud* 

6.  My  Saviour  ftmll  my  life  reftore. 
And  raife  me  from:  my  diirk.aJbAJe  t 
My  flefli  and  foul  (hall  pwt  no  n«5re> 
But  djHveU  forever  near  my  God* 
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PsXlm  L.  1—6.  ijl  Part.  Com.  Met, 

TJbe  la/l  judgment ;  «r,  the  fivnts  rtwardidi^ , 

1  np'HE  Lord,  the  jucige,  before  his  tbront 

Jl     Bids  the  whole  earth  draw  nigh  ^ 
The  nations  near  the  vifmg  fun, 
And  near  the  weftern  fky, 

2  No  more  fiball  bold  blafpbemers  fay^ 

"  Judgment  will  ne'er  l^ia  j*' 
No  more  abufe  his  long  delay. 
To  impudence  and  un. 

3  Thron'd  on  a  doud,  cmix  ;God  fliailcomt^ 

Bright  fi^xfi^  jpr^p^re.his.  way  y 
Thunder  and  dar!ks)^&,.fire  and  ^ocufi. 
Lead  e&  the  dreadfoJl  day. 

4  Heav^  fro»  above  \ks  call  ffiaft  Hear, 

Attending  ai>gd&  coine. 
And  eartl^aAd  h^\  fh^U  know  and%ar 
.    His  luftioe  and  their  doom. 

5  "  But  g«ker  aU  »y  4in*5,'*  ber  ctiea^ 

"  That  made  thciie  peace  witiv  God 
"  By  the  Redeemer's  facrifice, 
^  And  feard  it  with  his  blood. 

6  <«  Their  faith  and  works  brought  forth  to  light, 

^<  Shall  snake  the  wonrld  confe& 
"My  fee  tehee  of  reward  is  right, 
*'  And  heav'n  adore  my  grace.,** 

PsALM  L.  T^d  Part.    CamfttOti  MeU 

Yer.  8,>qj  it,  1.4,;  45,  2:3. 
Obedkna  is  better  tbcm  Sacrifice. 
X  ryiHXJS  faith  the.  LQrd,>'^  The  ^aciou*  fields, 
X.    "  And  flocks  and  herds  are  mine  j 
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"  O'eivall  the  cattle  of  the  hills 
•'  1  claim  a  right  divine. 

2  "  I  a&  no  flieep  for  facrifice, 

«*  Nor  bullocks  burnt  with  fire  ; 
*•  To  hope  and  love,  to  pray  and  praile, 
**  Is  aU  that  I  require. 

3  **  Call  upon  me  when  trouble's  near, 

**  My  hand  fliall  fet  thee  free ; 
<<  Then  {hall  thy  th^kful  lips  ^declare 
*«  The  honour  due  to  me. 

4  **  The  man  that  pflFers  humble  praife, 

**  He  glorifies  me  bcft : 
"  And  thofe,  that  tread  my  holy  ways, 
"  Shall  my  falvation.  tafte.*' 

Psalm  L.  ^d  Part  Common  Metre* 

Ver.  I,  5,  8,  i6,  ai,  22^ 
The  judgment  of  hypocrites. 

1  "\T7HEN  Chrift  to  judgment  ftiall  defccnd, 

W    And  faints  furround  their  Lord, 
He  calls  the  nations  to  attend. 
And  hear  his  awful  word. 

2  ^*  Not  for  the  want  of  bullocks  flain 

**  Will  I  the  world  reprove  ; 
••  Altars  and  rites  and  forms  are  vsun, 
"  Without  the  fire  of  love. 

.3  •*  And  what  have  hypocrites  to  do 
"  To  bring  their  facrifice  ? 
•*  They  call  my  ftatutcs  juft  and  true, 
"  But  deal  in  theft  and  Kes. 

4  ^*  Could  you  expeft  to  'fcaipe  my  fight, 
*'  And  fin  without  control  ? 
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*^  fiat  I  Hull  bring  your  crimes  to  Wghtf 
"  With  anguifli  in  your  foul.^* 

'Confider  ye,  that,  flight  the  Lord,    . 

Be£or£  his  wrath  appear  -j 
If  once  you  fall  beneath  his  (wovdj 

There's  no  deliverer  there. 

Psalm  L.     Long  Metre* 

Hjpocrlfy  expojkd. 

THE  Lord,  the  Judge,  his  churches  warns  j 
Let  hypocrites  attend  and  fear. 
Who  place  their  hope  in  rites  and  forms. 
But  make  not  faith  nor  love  their  care. 
Vile  wretche$  dare  rehcarfe  his  naoie 
With  lips  of  falfehood  and  deceit ; 
A  fiiend  or  brother  they  defame, 
Vijid  footh  and  flatter  thofe  they  hatc« 
Tftey  waM:ch  to  do  their  neighbours  wrong5 
Yet  dare  to  feek  their  Maker's  face  ; 
They  take  his  covenant  on  their  tongue. 
But  break  his  laws,  abuie  his  grace* 
To  heav^fi  they  fift  their  hands  unclean, 
Defil'd  with  luft,  defilM  with  blood  j 
By  night  they  praflife  ev*ry  fin, 
By  day  their  mouths  draw  near  to  God* 

And  while  his  judgments  long  delay. 
They  grow  fecure  and  fin  the  more  I 
They  think  he  flceps  as  well  as  they, 
And  put  far  oflf  the  dreadful  liour. 
O  dreadftil  hour,  when  God  draws  near. 
And  fets  thmr  crimes  before  their  eyes  % 
His  wrath  their  guilty  fouls  Ihall  tear. 
And  ao  deliverer  dare  to  rife. 
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Psalm  L.  ijl  Part.   Particular  Met. 

The  Iqft  jttdgtnent. 

1  ripiHE  Lord,  the  fov'reign,  fends  his  fummons  foiih, 

\      Calls  the  fouth  nations,  and  awakes  the  north  \ 
From  eaft  to  w'eft  the  founding  orders  fpread. 
Through  diftant  worlds,  and  regions  of  the  dead : 
No  more  fhall  atheiils  mock  his  long  delay ; 
His  v<)pgeance  fleeps  no  more  :.  Behold  the  day ! 

2  Behold  !  the  Judge  defcends ;  his  guards  are  nigh| 
Tempeft  and  fire  attend  him  down^  the  iky : 
Heav'n,  earth  and  hell,  draw  near  ;.^et  all  things  come 
To  hear  his  juftice,  and  the  finner's  doom  ; 

But  gather  firft  my  faints  (the  Judge  commands) 
Bring  them,  ye  angels,  from  their  diftant  hinds. 

3  Behold  my  covenant  ftands  forever  good^ 
^eal'd  by  th'  eternal  facrifice  in  blood. 

And  fign'd  with  all  their  names  \  the  Greek,-thc  J«W| 
That  paid  the  ancient  worfliip,  or  the  new ; 
There^s  no  diftin£lion  here  \  come,  fpread  their  throne^i 
And  near  me  feat  my  favorites  and  my  font. 

4  I^  their  almighty  Saviour,  and  their  God^ 

I  am  their  Judge  :  Ye  hcav*ns,  proclaim  abroad 

My  juft  eternal  fentence,  and  declare 

Thofe  awful  truths  that  finners  dread  to  hear  : 

Sinners  in  Zion,  tremble  and  retire  ; 

I  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fire. 

5  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  flain 
Do  I  condemn  thee ;  bulls  and  goats  arc  vain 
Without  the  flames  of  love  :  In  vain  the  ftore 
Of  brutal  ofl^rings  that  were  mine  before  ; 
Mine  are  the  tamer  beafts  and  favage  breed. 
Flocks,  herds,  and  fields,  and  forefts  where  they  fircdi 

fi  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  aik  thee  food  ?/ 

When  did  I  thirit^  or  driiik  «by  buUi^k's  blood  i  :- 


T 


li 


KtoB  bows, 
nfli 


;K  rows 


f 


A  ii'ii  tliy  rdtmcnu  to  bcholdy 

Oui:  ^      g       *  ^d  gay  ill  wotch  gold  ? 

UtitluDklfig  wretch  )  how  coitiil'ft  tbou  hope  to  pJcafe 
A  God|  a  Sptm,  with  foch  coys  ai  iJid<  / 
Whilr,  wi^h  mv  grace  and  ibutues  on  thf  toiigOf« 
Thoii  :,  and  doft  thy  brother  wrong  ; 

In  ra::*  ..>  i*.i.^^.r  lovms  thy  zeal  ptcicndB, 
Tliicves  mul  adtdi'reri  »rc  th^  eltafeti  friend. 


lore ; 


rig  [ore 


"■ore  ? 


liui  liitlit  tUuu  hu^v  1-.^.  :  : 

And  chcriih  fuch  an  iropi'j  i, 

TY  -  0\  tlic  righteous,  wouia  inauigr  thy  fin? 
i.  V  terror*  now|  my  thtmdcrA  roll, 

Aaci  diy  owii  crlm*:*  affright  thy  guilty  foul. 

St—*—    nu'akc  bctimn  ^  yc  fooU|  be  wife  | 

,J\  /ore  tiiis  dreadful  mornliig  riic  i 

C  '     .  your  crooked  vrorks  ardettdr 

I  <t!  J^^gc  your  friend  i 

L  iail  viitigc^mcc  tear 

Iv^.  ..^....,:,..^  -juii,  aud  tio  dcUv'rcr  near. 

'Psalm  L.  2d  Fart.   Particular  Met* 

k  The  LtJI  judgment. 

It   r  I  iHE  God  of  glory  fends  hb  fummocs  fanH» 
I        JL     CalU  the  fouth  natiom,  and  awakes^  the  n^rtk  | 
From  call  to  weft  the  fov^rei^u  orders  fcread, 
Through  diflant  worlds,  and  regions  01  the  itzA* 
The  trumpet  fAmds;  Bell  trembles  s  heav'n  rejoices  j 
I  Lift  up  your  headsi  yc  iainis,  with  cheerful  voices* 

\%  No  more  (bail  aiheifts  mock  his  long  delay  \ 
'     H-  -n:-"tr-c  ^rr^-  Tiomorc  :  Behold  the  day! 

i:  :nds  J  his  guards  arc  nigh  | 

I        '  'A  hiin  down  the  iky.  jj 

WJ  .     ,     ,.,  .     nature  fliall  adore  him :  fl 

Whiic  iinners  irembkj  fainta  rejQicc  before  bim*  ■ 
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3  "  Heaven,  earth  and  hell,  draw  near  r  Let  all  things  coknc, 
■   «  To  heaj  Biy  juftfccj,  amd  the  finncr's  doom  5 

«  But  gather  firft  my  fabte,  (the  Jcrdgc  oomoiandi) 
"  Bring  them,  ye  angels,  kohl  their  diftant  lands.*' 

When  Chriii  Vef oms^  Wafee  ev^ry  !c&ccriTrI  fBifioa ;. 

And  (hout>  yeAnHtts*!  l^t'coiMsJbry^Ouy  felva^nL^  ' 

4  «<  Behold  I  my  cov'na^nt  (lands  fofcter  gpod^ 
"  Seal'd  6y  th^  eternal  facrifke  iii  blbod, 

«  And  fign'd  with  alt  then"  names  j  the  Grfiel:,  die  Jew, 
«« That  paid  the  ancient  wdrfllip,*or  the  neW.*^ 
There's  no  diftin^i^n-  here ;  j<Jih  aW  your  roiacl>- 
And  rai'fe  your  heads>  y^'  fwnrs,  fev  heaven  rctjoicetb 

5  *«  Here  (faith,  the  Lord)  ye  angefe,  (prcad  their  thrones, 
<«  And  near  me  feat  my  favorites  and  my  fons  : 

«<  Come,  my  redeem'd,  poflefs  the  joys  prepar'd 
<<  Ere  time  bcgatl ;  'tis  your  divine  reward*." 
When  CHrift  returns,  wake  cv'ry  cheerful  pi^flion  | 
And  fhout,  ye  faints  F  he  com«s  for  your  falvaliom 

Pause  the  first^ 
^  <<  I  am  the  Savioiir,  I  th^  almighty.  God  ; 

«  I  am  the  Judge  :  Ye  heaw'nsv  proclaim  abroad 
«  My  juft  eternal  fentence,  and  deckre 
"Thofc  awful  truths,  that  (kincr^  dread  te  hear.'* 
When  God  appears,  all  nature  fli.all  adore  him  :  _ 

Whije  finners  tremble^  faints- rejbice  before  him.  ~^ 

7  "Stand  forthi  thou  bold  bla^hemer,  and  profane, 

"  Now  feel  my  wrath,  nor  call  ray  thrcat'ninga  vain  z 
«  Thou  hypocrite,  ouce  drefs'd  in  faints*^  attire, 
«  I  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fij^e.** 
Judgment  proceeds  •„  hell  trembles  ;  heav/n  rcjotces  $ 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  faints,  with  cheerful  voices. 

8  «  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  flam 

*<  Do  I  condemn  thee  j  i)ulls  and  goats  arc  vain 
«« Without  the  flames  of  love  :  tn  vain  the  ftore 
"  Of  brutal  ofPrings  that  were  mme  before.*' 

Earth  is  the  Lord's  •,  all  nature  fhall  adore  htm  ; 

While  finners  trembie>  faints  fejoicc  before  hinr. 
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f  '« If  I  were  hufigry,  would  I  aik  thcc  food  ? 

<<  When  did  I  thirft,  or  drink  ihj  bullock'a  bbod  i 

«  Mine  are  the  tamer  beafts,  axxl  favage  brcedt 

**  Flocks,  bexd%  and  fields,  and  forefts  where  tbej  fatd.'' 

All  is  the  Lord's,  he  rules  the  wide  creatioo ; 

Gives  fimseis  vengeance,  and  the  iaints  falvatioa. 

10  "  Can  I  be  flattered  with  thy  cringing  bowt^ 

<<  Thy  foleian  cbatt'rings,  and  lantaftiek  tows  ? 
«  Are  t»y  eyes  charm'd  thy  veftments  to  bdi^^ 
««  Glaring  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven  goW  ?** 
God  is  the  judge  of  %earts }  no  fair  difguifes 
Can  fcreen  the  gnilty  when  his  vengeance  rifet« 

Pause  thb  SECo^Db 

1 1  "  Unthinking  wpctch  I  how  couldft  thou  hope  to  jJeafc 
«  A  God,  a  l^irit,  with  fuch  toys  as  thefe  ? 

<«  While  with  my  ^race  and  ftatutes  on  thy  tongue, 
•<  Thou  lov'ft  d€;ceit,  and  doft  thy  brother  wrong.'* 
Judgment  proceeds  ;  hell  trembles  i  heaven  rejoices  i 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  faints,  with  cheerful  voices* 
J 1  <<  In  vain  to  pio^s  forms  thy  zea]  pretends ; 
«  Thieves  and  adult'rers  are  thy  chofen  fciemls : 
««  While  the  falfc  flitt'rer  at  my  altar  waits, 
"  His  harden*d  Ibul  divine  inftruAion  hates,'* 
God  is  the  Judge  of  hearts ;  no  fair  di^uifea 
Can  fereen  the  guilty  when  his  vengeance  r^$* 

13  *«  Silent  I  waited  with  long-fuff'ring  love ; 

«  But  didft  thou  hope  that  I  (houid  ne'er  reprove  i 
*<  And  cheriih  fuch  an  impious  thought  within^ 
«  That  the  All-Holy  would  indulge  tby  fin  ?" 
See,  God  appears,  ail  nature  joins  t*  adote  him  | 
Judgment  proceeds,  and  finners  £aB  before  him* 

14  «  Behold  my  terrors  now ;  my  thunders  roll,~ 
«*  And  thy  own  crimes  alright  thy  guilty  foul. 
«<  Now  like  a  lion  fliall  my  vengeance  tear 

•<  Thy  bleeding  heart,  and  no  dciiv*rcr  near." 
Judgment  concludes  ;  hell  trembles ;  hdav'n  rejoices ; 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  faints,  with  cheerful  voices* 

J* 
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15  ^  Sinners,  awake  betimes ;  ye  foolsi  be  wife  $ 
^«  Awake  befioie  this  dreadful  morning  rife : 
<<  Change  your  vain  thoughts^  your  crooked  woiks 

amend; 
cc  Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  friend.** 

Then  join,  ye  faints,  wake  ev'ry  cheerful  paffion  ; 

When  Chrift  returns,  he  comes  for  your  falvation. 

->■      ,,1      .    .        I  -.1.       ■  -r  -  ■  -    -  -     -       .  ,      .    ■  - 

Psalm  LI.     ijl  Part.    Long  Metre- 

A  penitent  pleading  for  pardon. 

1  O  HEW  pity.  Lord )  O  Lord,  forgive  j 
1^  Let  a  repenting  rebel  live  ; 

Are  not  th/ mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  finner  truft  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  can't  furpafs 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace  : 
Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  thy  pard'ning  love  be  found. 

3  O  wafh  my  foul  from  ev*ry  fin, 

And  make  my  guilty  confciencc  clean  j 
Hereon  my  heart  the  burden  lies. 
And  paft  offences  pain  ipine  eyes. 

4  My  lips  >vithihamc  tny  fins  confefs, 
Againft  thy  law,  againff  thy  grace  y 
Lord,  fliould  thy  judgment  grow  fevefe, 
I  am  eondemn'd^  but  thou  art  clear. 

"  5  Should  fudden  vengeance  feiase  my  brcath> 
I  muft-pronouncc  thee  juft  in  death  : 
Afidf  if  my  Ibul  wefe  fent  to  hell, 
,   Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  well 
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6  Yet  favc  a  trembling  finner.  Lord, 

Whofc  hope,  ftiU  hov*ring  round  tfry  ward. 
Would  Hght  on  fome  fweet  promifc  there. 
Some  fure  fupport  againft  defpair. 

Psalm  LI.    2d  Part.    Long  Metre. 

Original  and  adualjin  confejfed. 

1  X    ORD,  I  am  vile,  conceived  in  fm  ; 
1.  J  And  born  unholy  and  unclean  ; 
Sprung  from  the  man,  whofe  guilty  fall 
Corrupts  the  race,  and  taints  us  all. 

a  Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant  breath. 
The  feeds  of  fin  grow  up  for  death  ; 
Thy  law  demands  a  perfect  heart ; 
But  we're  defil'd  in  evVy  part. 

3  [Great  God,  create  my  h^art  anew. 
And  form  my  foirit  pure  and  true  ; 
O  make  me  wife  betimes,  to  fpy 
My  danger  and  my  remedy.] 

4  Behold,  Ifall  before  thy  face  ; 
My  only  refuge  is  thy  grace  : 

No  outward  forms  can  make  me  clean  ; 
The  leprofy  lies  deep  within. 

5  No  bleeding  bird,  nor  bleeding  beaft. 
Nor  hyffop  branch,  nor  fprinkling  prieft. 
Nor  running  brook,  nor  flood,  nor  fea. 
Can  wafli  the  difmal  flain  away. 

6  Jefus,  my  God,  thy  blood  alone 

Hath  powV  fufficient  to  atone  ;        ^  « 
Thy  blood  can  make  me  white  as  fnow  j 
No  Jewifh  types  could  cleanfc  me  fo. 
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7  While  guilt  difturbs  and  breaks  tny  peace, 
Nw  fiem  nor  foul  hath  reft  or  eafe  ; 
lx)rd,  let  me  hear  thy  pard'ning  voice, 
And  make  my  broken  bones  rgoice« 

Psalm  LL    2d  Part    Long  Metre. 

The  backjlider  rejioted  ;  or,  repentance  and  faith  in 
the  blaod  of  Cbriji.      • 

1  1^  THOU  that  hear'ft  when  finners  cry, 
V^  Though  all  my  crimes  before  thee  lie. 
Behold  them  not  with  angry  look. 

But  blot  their  mem*ry  from  thy  book. 

2  Create  my  nature  pure  within, 
And  form  my  foul  averfe  to  fin } 
Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  hide  thy  prefence  from  my  heart. 

3  I  cannot  live  without  thy  light, 

Caft  out  and  baniih'd  from  thy  fight ; 
Thine  holy  joys,  my  God,  reftorc, 
Aiid  guard  me,  that  I  fall  no  more. 

4  Though  I  havi:  grieved  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
Hi$  help  and  comfort  ft  ill  afford  : 

And  let  a  wretch  come  near  thy  throne, 
,^JX^  plead  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

5  A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 
Is  all  the  facrifice  I  bring ; 

The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  defpife 
A  broken  heart  for  facrifice. 

6  My  foul  lies  humbled  in  the  duft. 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  fentence  juft  ; 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye. 
And  lave  the  foul  condemned  to  die. 
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7  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  wayt ; 
Sinners  ihall  learn  thy  fov'reign  grace ; 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood. 
And  they  fhall  praife  a  pardoning  God. 

S  O  may  thy  love  infpire  my  tongue ! 
Salvation  ihall  be  all  my  fong ; 
And  all  my  pow'rs  ihall  join  to  blefs 
The  Lord,  my  ilrcngth  and  rightcoufiacls. 

PsalmLI.  3 — 13.  yi Part.  Com. M; 

Original  and  a^ttaljin  confejfed  and  pardoned. 

1  T    ORD,  I  would  fpread  my  fore  diftrcis 
1  J     And  guilt  before  thine  eyes ; 
Againil  thy  laws,  s^inft  thy  grace. 

How  high  my  cnmes  arife  ! 

2  Should'il  thou  condemn  my  foul  to  hell. 

And  cruih  my  fleih  to  duft, 
Hcav'n  would  approve  thy  vengeance  well. 
And  earth  muu  own  it  juft. 

3  I  from  the  ftock  of  Adam  came. 

Unholy  and  unclean  j 
All  my  original  is  ihame, 
And  all  my  nature  fin. 

4  Born  in  a  world  of  guilt,  I  drew 

Contagion  with  my  breath  ; 
And  as  my  days  advanced,  I  grew 
A  jufter  prey  for  death. 

5  Qeanfe  me,  O  Lord,  and  cheer  my  foul 

With  thy  forgiving  love  j 
.    L  2 
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O  mikfi  my  broken  fpirit  vkole» 
And  hid  my  pains  remove* 
6  Let  not  thy  Spirit  quite  4t^part^ 
Nor  drive  roc  from  thy  face  ^ 
Create  anew  my  vicious  h«art» 
And  fill  it  with  thy  grz^Cff^ 

y  Then  will  I  make  thy  qiercy  ][:nown 
BciFore  the  fans  of  men  ; 
Backfliders  fliall  addre&  thy  throne, 
And  turn  to  God  a^aip. 

PsALM  W;  %dP0rt.  Comoion  M^t, 

Repmanfii  amffaitb,  in  ik^  bUod  0/ dbrj/L 

OGOD  of  mercy,  hear  my  es^ 
My  load  of  guilt  remove  j 
Break  down  this  fepamting  waU 
That  bars  me  ffom  thy  lovew 

fc  Giw  me  the  prrfence  of  thy  grace^ 
Then  «iy  rejoicing  tongue 
Shall  fpeak  aloud  thy  righteoufaefi^ 
And  make  thy  prs^fe  my  foi^. 
\  No  bipod  of  goats,  nor  heilieF  flata. 
For  fin  couM  e^er  ^tone  j 
The  death  of  Chrift  ihall  aiU  remain 
Sufficient  and  ak>ne. 

|L  A  foul  opprefs^d  with  fin^s  def^^. 
My  God  will  ne'^r  defpiff : 
A  humble  groan,  a  broken  )iea(t, 
Is  our  beft  iacrifice* 
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Psalm  LIIL  4 — 6.   Common  Met. 

Tt£iory  and  deliverance  from  perfecutim. 

1  A  R£  all  the  foes  of  IXon  fools, 
jt\.    Who  thus  devour  her  faints  ? 
Do  they  not  know  hev  Saviour  ruks^ 

And  pities  her  complaints  ? 

2  They  ihall  be  ibia'd  vvitli  fad  furprife  ; 

For  God*s  revenging  arm 
Scatters  the  bones  m  them  that  rife 
To  do  his  children  harox* 

I  In  vain  the  fons  of  Satan  boaf^ 
Of  armies  in  array  ; 
When  God  has  firft  de^isfd  thdr  hoft» 
They  feU  an.  eafy  ^*y. 

4  O  for  a  word  from  Zion's  King, 
Her  captives  to  rallove  t 
Jacob,  with  all  the  tiHies,  IhaB  fing,. 
And  Judah  weep  bo  morew 

Psalm  LV.     Conunon  Metre. 
^fw.  i^-^8, 16,  if^  1%  7f%. 

Support  fir  the  affisfM  and  tempitdfi^. 

1  /^  GOD,  my  refuge,  hcs^my  cries, 
V-/     Behold  my  flowing  tears. 

For  earth  and  hell  my  hurt  deviite, 
And  triumph  in  my  feaos* 

2  Thdr  rage  is  levctWd  at  my  Hfe, 

My  foul  with  guilt  x}^  load,^ 
And  fill  my  thoughts,  with  inward'  (irife, 
To  fliake  my  hoi^  in  God* 
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3  Wth  inward  pain jony  hcajrt-ftrings  found, 

I  groan  with  ev'ry  breath  ; 
Horror  and  fear  befet  me  round 
Amongft  the  {hades  of  death. 

4  O  were  I  like  a  featherM  doirc. 

And  innocence  had  win^  ; 
Fd  fly,  and  make  a  long  remove 
From  all  thefe  reftlefs  things. 

5  Let  me  to  fome  wild  defart  go, 

And  find  a  peaceful  home. 
Where  ftorms  of  malice  never  blow, 
Temptations  never  come. 

6  Vain  hopes,  and  vain  inventions  all. 

To  'fcape  the  rage  of  hell ! 
The  mighty  God,  on  whom  I  call. 
Can  lave  me  here  as  well* 

Pause. 

7  By  morning  light  111  feek  his  face. 

At  noon  repeat  my  cry :  * 

The  night  (hall  hear  me  aik  hb  grace; 
Not  will  he  long  deny* 
t  God  ihall  preferve  my  foul  from  fear> 
Or  ihield  me  when  afraid } 
Ten  thoufand  angels- muft  appear. 
If  he  commadttheir  aid. 
9  I  caft  my  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
The  Lord  fuftains  them  all ; 
My  courage  refts  upon  his  word. 
That  faints  ihall  never  fall. 

xo  My  bi^heft  hopes  fliall  not  be  vain  ; 
My  hps  ihall  fpread  his  praife : 
While  cruel  and  deceitful  men 
Scarce  live  out  half  their  days. 
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Psalm  LV.  Ver.  15-17, 19,22.  S.M. 

Dangerous  profperity  ;  or^  daily  devotion  enepuraged. 
I       T    ET  finhen  take  their  courfe, 
1.  J  And  choofe  the  road  to  death  ; 
But  in  the  worfliip  of  my  God 
rU  fpend  my  daily  breath, 
a      My  thoughts  addrefs  his  throne, 
When  morning^brings  the  light ; 
I  feek  his  bleffing  ev^ry  noon. 
And  pay  my  vows  at  night. 

3  Thofl  wilt  regard  my  cries, 
O  my  eternal  God  ! 

While  linncrs  perlfh  in  furprifc 
Beneath  thine  angry  rod. 

4  Becaufe  they  dwell  at  eafe. 
And  no  fad  changes  feel, 

They  neither  ff ar  nor  truft  thy  name, 
Nor  learn  to  do  thy  will. 

5  But  I,  with  all  my  cares. 
Will  lean  upon  the  Lord  ; 

PIJ  caft  mv  burden  on  his  arm, 
And  reft  upon  his  word. 

6  His  arm  ihall  wel)  fuftain 
The  children  of  his  love  5 

The  ground,  on  which  their  fafety  (lands. 
No  earthly  pow'r  can  move. 

Psalm  LVI.     Common  Metre. 

Deliverance  from  opprejfion  and  falfehood  ;  or,  God^s 
care  of  his  people,  in  anfvoer  to  faith  and  prayer. 

1  /^  THOU !  whofe  juftice  reigns  on  high, 
vJf    Aud  malis  th*  oppreffor  ceafe  ; 
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Behold  how  envious  finncrs  try 
To  vex  and  break  my  peace. 

2  The  fons  of  violence  and  lies 

Join  to  devour  me,  Lord  ; 
But  as  my  hourly  dangers  rife. 
My  refu^j  is  thy  word. 

3  In  God  moft  holy,  juft  and  true, 

I  have  repos'd  my  truft  ; 
Nor  will  I  fear  what  flefh  can  do. 
The  offspring  of  the  duft. 

4  T-hey  wreft  my  words  to  mifchief  ftitip 

Charge  me  with  unknown  faults^ 
Mifchief  doth  all  their  counfels  fill, 
And  malice  all  their  thoughts. 

5  Shall  they  tfcape  without  thy  frown  ? 

Muft  their  devices  ftand  ? 
O  caft  the  haughty  finner  down. 
And  let  him  know  thy  haiitt ! 

Pause. 

6  God  counts  the  forrows  of  his  faints. 

Their  groans  affe<5l  his  ears  ; 
Thou  haft  a  book  for  my  complaints, 
A  bottle  for  my  tears. 

7  When  to  thy  throne  I  raife  my  cry. 

The  wicked  fear  and  flee  ; 
So  fwift  is  pray -r  to  reach  the  Iky, 
So  near  is  God  to  me. 

8  In  three,  moft  holy,  juft  and  true, 
I  have  repos'd  my  truft  j 

Nor  win  I  fear  what  man  can  do. 
The  offspring  of  the  duft. 

9  Thy  folemn  vows  are  on  me.  Lord, 
Thou  flialt  receive  my  praife  j 
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ril  fing,  "  How  fiuthful  is  thy  word  ! 

"  How  righteous  all  thy  ways  !'* 
10  Hiou  haft  fccur'd  my  foul  from  death  j 

O  fct  thy  prifoner  free : 
That  heart  and  hand,  and  life  and  breath. 

May  be  enjployM  for  thee. 

Psalm  LVII.     Long  Metre. 

Praife  for  proteilion^  grace j  and  truth. 

1  "\ /TY  God,  in  whom  are  aD  the  fprings 
J^VJL  Of  boundlefs  love  and  grace  unknown  j 
Hide  me  beneath  thy  fpreading  wings. 

Till  the  dark  doud  is  overblown. 

2  Up  to  the  heavens  I  fend  my  cry. 
The  Lord  will  my  dcfires  perform  ; 
He  fends  his  angels  from  the  fky. 

And  faves  me  from  the  threatening  ftorm. 

3  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God  ! 

Above  the  heav'ns,  where  angels  dwell }    ' 
Thy  pow'r  on  earth  be  known  abroad. 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

4  My  heart  is  fix'd  :  My  fong  ihall  raife 
Immortal  honours  to  thy  name; 
Awake,  my  tongue,  to  found  his  praife. 
My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame. 

5  High  o'er  the  earth  his  mercy  reigns, 
And  reaches  to  the  utmoft  fky  ; 

'  His  truth  to  endlefs  years  remains. 
When  lower  worlds  diffolve  and  die. 

6  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God ! 

j^vc  the  heav'ns,  where  angels  dwell  j 
Thy  pow'r  on  earth  be  known  abroad^ 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 
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Psalm  LVIIL    Particular  Metre. 

I  TUDGES,  who  rale  the  world  by  laws, 
3  Will  ye  definfe  the  righteow  camfe. 

When  th'  injured  poor  before  you  fiaads  ? 
Dare  ye  condeitin  the  righteous  poor^ 
And  let  rich  finners  'fcape  fecure. 

While  gold  and  ^eatncia  bribe  yom  hands  ? 

^  Have  ye  for^,  or  never  knew. 
That  God  wilHudge  the  judges  toa? 

H%h  in  the  heavens  his  juftice  reigns ; 
Tet  you  invade  the  rights  of  God, 
And  fend  your  bold  decrees  abroad. 

To  bind  the  confcience  in  your  (;hains* 

3  A  poifon'd  arrow  is  your  tongue. 
The  arrow  fiiarp,  the  poi(on  Kreng, 

And  death  attends  where'er  it  wounds : 
You  hear  no  counfels,  cries  or  tears } 
So  the  deaf  adder  ftops  her  ears 

Againft  the  pow'r  of  charming  founds. 

4  Break  out  their  teeth,  eternal  God, 
Thofe  teeth  of  lions  dy'd  in  Wood  ; 

And  crufii  the  ferpents  in  the  dudft ; 
As  empty  chafl[^  when  whirlwinds  rife. 
Before  the  fweeping  tempeft  flies. 

So  let  their  hopes  and  t^tt^^  be  loft* 

5  The  Almighty  thunders  from  the  fty. 
Their  grandeur  melts,  their  titles  die, 

As  hills  of  fnow  diflblve  and  run. 
Or  fnails  that  perilh  in  their  flime. 
Or  births  that  come  before  their  time. 

Vain  births  that  never  fee  the  fuii. 
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S  Thus  flxall  the  vengeance  of  the  Lord. 
Safety  and  joy  to  faints  afford  ; 

And  all  that  hear  fhall  join  and  lay^ 
**  Sure  there's  a  God  that  rules  on  high, 
*'  A  God  that  hears  his  children  cry, 

**  And  will  their  fuff'rings  well  repay.** 

'  -  ■    -     -  ..   .     ■  „  ,      .....■•         • .       ■«.     ^ 

Psalm  LX.  1-5,10-12.  Com^Met. 

On  a  day  cf  humiliation  for  difappointments  in  war. 

1  T    ORD,  haft  thou  caft  the  nation  off  ? 
1  J  Muft  we  for  ever  mourn  ? 

Wilt  thou  indulge  immortal  wrath  ? 
Shall  mercy  ne'er  return  ? 

2  The  terror  of  one  frown  of  thine 

Melts  all  our  ftrength  away ; 
Like  men  that  totter,  drunk  with  wine, 
Wc  tremble  in  difmay. 

3  "  Our  Zion  trembles  at  thy  ftrokc, 

"  And  dreads  thy  lifted  hand ! 
"  Oh,  heal  the  people  thou  haft  broke,  - 
"  And  fave  the  finking  land," 

4  Lift  up  a  banner  in  the  field  \  * 

For  thofe  that  fear  thy  name ; 
Save  thy  bfeloved  with  thy  fliield. 
And  put  our  foes  to  Ihame. 
jS'^Go  with  our  armies  to  the  fight. 
Like  a  confederate  God  ; 
In  vain  confederate  pow'rs  unite 
Againft  thy  lifted  rod. 
<  Our  trdops  fhajl  gain  a  wide,  renown        \ 
By  thine  affffting  hand  ;  "  '  !^  '' 
'Tis  God  that  treads  the  mightj' dpwn,'  ' 
And  makes  tbe*,feeble  ftandc  -  *  ^ 

M  ^ 
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Psalm  LXL  ver.  i-6.  Short  Metre. 

Safety  in  God* 

I      *%T17"^^*  overwhetei'd  with  gricf^ 
VV    My  heart  within  me  cfi^s  ; 
Helplefs,  and  far  from  all  reliel^ 
To  heaven  I  lift  mine  eyes* 

%      O  lead  me  to  the  rock 

That's  high  ^bove  my  head, 
And  make  the  covert  of  thy  wingt 
My  flielter  and  my  (hade* 

3  Within  thy  prefence,  Lord, 
For  ever  vll  abide  ; 

Thou  art  the  tow'r  of  my  defence. 
The  refuge  where  I  hide. 

4  Thou  givefl  me  the  lot 

Of  thofe  that  fear  thy  nacne  j 
If  endleis  life  be  their  reward, 
I  (hall  poifefs  the  fame. 

Psalm  LXIL  ver.  ^ — 12.  Long  M, 

No  trvjl  in  the  creatures ;  or ^  faith  in  divine  grace 

and  poiven 
I  Tk /T  Y  fpirit  looks  to  God  alone  j 

rVJL  Wy  rock  and  refuge  is  his  throne  j 

in  all  my  fears,  in  all  my  firaits^ 

My  foul  on  his  falvation  waits. 
±  Trufl  him,  ye  faints,  in  all  your  ways. 

Pour  out  your  hearts  before  his  face  j 

When  helpers  fail,  and  foes  invade, 

God  is  our  alUfufficient  aid* 
3  Falfe  are  tfeeti^en  qf  high  degrcc> 

T^  brfcr  forf  arc  vanity  $ 
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Laid  in  the  balance,  both  appear 

Light  as  a  puff  of  empty  air. 
4  Make  not  increafing  gold  your  truft. 

Nor  fet  your  hearts  on  gUtt'ring  dilft  ; 

Why  will  you  grafp  the  fleeting  fmokc. 

And  not  believe  what  God  has  fpoke  ? 
^  Once  has  his  awful  voice  declared. 

Once  and  again  my  ears  have  heard^ 

*'  All  pow*r  is  his  eternal  due  ; 

*«  He  muft  be  fear'd  and  trufted  too/* 
6  For  fov'reign  pow'r  reigns  not  alone, 

Grace  is  a  partner  of  the  throne  ; 

Thy  grace  and  juftice,  mighty  Lord, 

Shall  well  divide  our  laft  reward. 

PsalmLXIII.   iJtPart.  Com.  Met. 

Ver.  I,  2, 5, 3, 4.     The  morning  of  a  Lord^s-djj. 

1  T7  ARLY,  my  God,  without  delay, 
Fj  I  hafte  to  feek  thy  face  : 

My  thirfty  fpirit  faints  away, 
Without  thy  cheering  grace. 

2  So  pilgrims  on  the  fcorching  fand. 

Beneath  a  burning  fky. 
Long  for  a  cooling  ftream  at  hand. 
And  they  muft  drink  or  die. 

3  I've  feen  thy  glory  and  thy  pow'r 

Through  all  thy  temple  {hine  ; 
My  God,  repeat  that  heav'nly  hour. 
That  vilion  fo  divine  ! 

4  Not  all  the  bleflin^s  of  a  feafi: 

Can  pleafe  my  foul  fo  well. 
As  when  thy  richer  grace  I  tafte. 
And  in  thy  prcfence  dwell.^  n 
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5  Not  life  itfelf,  with  all  its  joys. 

Can  my  bell  paffions  move. 
Or  raile  fo  hi^h  my  cheerful  voicCj 
As  thy  forgiving  love. 

6  Thiis,  till  my  laft  expiring  day, 

ril  blefs  my  God  and  King ; 
Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray. 
And  tune  riiy  lips  to  ling. 

Psalm  LXIIL  2d  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Ver.  6 — 10.     Midnight  thoughts  recolleded. 

1  '^ip^WAS  in  the  watches  of  the  night 

X     I  thought  upon  thy  pow'r  ; 
I  kept  thy  lovely  face  in  light 
Amidft  the  darkeft  hour. 

2  My  flefh  lay  refting  on  my  bed  ; 

My  foul  arofe  on  high  j 
"  My  God,  my  life,  my  hope,"  I  faid,  ^ 
**  Bring  thy  falvationnigh.** 

3  My  fpirit  labours  up  thine  hill, 

Aftd  climbs  the  heav'nly  road  : 
But  thy  right  hand  upholds  me  ftill, 
While  I  purfue  my  God. 

4  Thy  mercy  ftretches  o'er  my  head 

The  fliadow  of  thy  wings  ; 
My  hieart  rejoices  in  thine  aid  ; 
My  tongue  awakes  and  lings. 

5  But  the  deftroy^rs  of  my  peace 

Shall  fret  and  rage  in  vain  ; 
The  tempter  iliall  forever  ceafe 
And  all  my  fins  be  flaior^ 
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6  Thy  fword  Ihall  give  my  foes  to  death. 
And  fend  them  down  to  dwell 
In  the  dark  caverns  of  the  earth. 
Or  to  the  depths  of  hell. 

Psalm  LXIIL     Long  Metre* 

Longing  after  God  ;  or^  the  love  of  God  better  than  life. 

I  #^  RE  AT  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim  ; 
Xjr  Thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  reft  j 
The  glories  that  conipofe  thy  name 
Stand  all  engaged  to  make  me  bleft. 

a  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  juft  and  wife. 
Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God ! 
And  I  am  thine  by  facred  ties  ; 
Thy  fon,  thy  fervant,  bought  with  blood. 

3  With  heart,  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands. 
For  thee  I  long,  to  thee  I  lopk ; .. 

As  travellers,  in  thirfty  lands. 
Pant  for  the  cooling  water-brook. 

4  With  early  feet  I  love  t'  appear 
Among  thy  faints^  and  feek  thy  face  ; 
Oft  have  I  feen  thy  glory  there. 
And  felt  the  pow*r  of  foy 'reign  grace. 

5  Not  fruits,  nor  wines  that  tempt  our  tafte. 
Nor  all  the  joys  our  fenfes  know. 

Could  make  me  fo  divinely  bleft. 
Or  raife  my  cheerful  paflions  (b* 

6  My  life  itfelf,  without  thy  love. 
No  tafte  of  pleafure  could  afford  ; 
*Twould  but  a  tirefome  burden  prove^ 
If  I  were  banilh'd  from  the^Lord. 

M  a         ^ 
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7  Amidft  the  wakeful  hours  of  nighty 
When  bufy  cares  afflict  nay  head, 

One  thought  of  thee  gives  i|e\^  dQUghtj, 
And  adds  fefrefliment  to  my  bcd^  . 

8  ril  lift  my  hands,  V\\  raifc  my  voio^i' 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray  or  praife  4 . 
This  work  (hall  make  my  heart  re^oice^   . 
And  fpcnd  the  remnant  of  uxj  days. 

Psalm  LXIIL     Short  Metre. 

Seeking  Qod. 
I       TV/r^  God^  permit  my  tongue 
J^X    This  joy,  to  call  thee  piine  j 
And  let  my  early  cries  prevail 
Ta  tafte  thy  love  divine. 
i2       My  thirfty  fainting  foul 
*  Thy  mercy  does  implore  j 
Not  travellers,  in  deiart  lands, 
Can  paat  for  water  more. 

3  Within  thy  churches.  Lord, . 
I  long  to  find  my  place  ; 

•  Thy  pow'r  and  glory  to  behold. 
And  feel  thy  quickening  grace. 

4  For  life  without  thy  love 
No  reliih  can  afford  ;   . 

No  joy  can  be  compared  with  this. 
To  fetve  and  pleafe  the  Lord* 

5  To  thee  I  lift  my  hands. 
And  praife  thee  while  I  Rve  ; 

Not  the  rich  dainties  of  a  feaft  ^ 
Such  food  or  pleafure  give* 
1^       In  wakeful  hours  of  night, 
I  call  my  God  to  miud^ 
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I  think  howTwifa  A-y  counfels  ai?e. 
And  all  thy  dealings  kind,        . 

7       Sipce  thoil  haft  been  my  help j  '       ; 
To  thee  my  fpirit  flies; 
And  on  thy  watchful  providence 
My  cheerful  hope  relies. 
8      The  fliadow  of  thy  wings 
My  fouLin  fafety  keeps  : 
I  foHow  where  my  Father  leads,  r    \ 

And  he  fiipports  my  fteps. 

Psalm  LXV.  .  iji  Part.  Long  Metre. 

Ver^  If— 5.     Public  prayer  and praije. 

I  np'HE  praife  of  Zion  waits  for  thee, 

JL    My  God ;  and  praife  becomes  thy  houfe  : 
There  fliali  thy  faints  thy  glory  fee. 
And  there  perform  their  public  vows. 

4  O  thou,  whofe  mercy  bends  the  flcies 
To  lave,  when  humble  finners  praiy  j 
AU  lands  to  thee  fhall  lift  their  eyes. 
And  iflands  of  the  northern  fea. 

3  Againft  my  will  my  fins  prevail. 

But  grace  fliall  purge  away  their  ftain  ; 
The  blood  of  Chrift  will  never  fail 
To  wafli  my  garments  white  again. 

4  Bleft  is  the  man  whom  thou  (halt  choofe. 
And  give  him  kind  accefe  to  thee  ; 
Give  him  a  place  within  thy  houfe. 

To  tafte  thy  love  divinely  free. 

P  A  u  s  s. 

5  Let  Babel  fear  when  Zion  prays ; 
Babel  prepare  for  long  diftrefs. 
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When  Ziofl's  God  himfelf  arrays  ; 
In  terror,  and  in  rigUtcqufnefs. 

6  With  dreadful  gloty*  God  fulfils 
What  his  afflifted  faints  requeft  ; 
And  with  almighty  wrath  reveals 
His  love,  to  give^his  cliurches  reft, 

7  Then  (hall  the  flaking  nations  run 
To  Zion's  hill,  and  own  their  Lord  j 
The  rifing  and  the  fctting  fun 
Shall  fee  the  Saviour's  name  ador*d. 

Psalm'LXV.    2d  Part.    Long  Met. 

Ver.  5**-i3, 

Divine  providence  in  airy  earthy  andfia  ;  or^  the  God 
of  future  and  grace;, 

X  nPHE  God  df  our  falvation  hears         ' 

X    The  groans* of  Zion  mix*d  with  tears:  |  '^  -♦ 
Yet  when  he  comics  with  kind  defignsi 
Through  all  the  way  his  terror  &ines. 

a  On  him  the  race  of  man  depends. 
Far  as  the  earth's  remoteft  ehds. 
Where  the  Creator's  name  is  km>wi2» 
By  natute's  feeble  light  alone» 

3  Sailors,  that  travel  o'er  the  flood, 
Addrefs  their  frighted  fonls  to  God, 
When  tempefts  rage,  and  billows  roar. 
At  dreadful  diftance  from  the  ihore* 

4  He  bids  the  noify  tempefts  ceafe ; 
He  calms  the  raging  crowd  to  peace» 
When  a  tumultuous  nation  Taves, 
Wild  as  the  winds,  and  loud  as  waves4>   . 
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5  Whole  kingdoms,  (haken  by  the  ftorm. 
He  fettles  in  a  peaceful  fown  ; 
Mountains  eftablifliM  by  his  hand, 
Firm  on  their  old  foundations  ftand. 

6  Behold  his  enfigns  fweep  the  Iky, 
New  comets  blaze,  and  lightnings  fly  ; 
The  heathen  lands,  with  fwift  furprife, 
From  the  bright  horrors  turn  their  eyes. 

7  At  his  command,  the  morning  ray 
Smiles  in  the  eaft,  and  leads  the  day : 
He  guides  the  fun's  declining  wheels, 
Ov^er  the  tops  of  weftern  hills. 

8  Seafons  and  times  obey  his  voice  ; 
The  evening  and  the  morn  rejoice 

To  fee  the  earth^nade  foft  with  (howVs, 
Laden  with  fruit,  and  dreft  in  flowVs. 

J  *Tis  from  his  wat*ry  ftores  on  high. 
He  gives  the  thirfty  ground  fupply  ; 
He  walks  upon  the  clouds,  and  thence 
Doth  his  enriching  drops  difpeufe. 

10  The  defart  grows  a  fruitful  field  ; 
Abundant  food  the  vallijss  yield ; 
The  vallies  fliout  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  neighboring  hills  repeat  their  joys. 

u  The  paftures  fmile  in  green  array  ; 
There  lambs  and  larger  cattle  play  ; 
The  larger  cattle,  and  the  lamb, 
Each  in  his  language  fpeaks  thy  name.. 

12  Thy  works  pronounce  thy  pow'r  divine  ; 
0*er  ev'ry  field  thy  glories  Ihine  : 
Through  ev'ry  month  thy  gifts  appear  v     -■ 
Great  God !  thy  goodnefs  crowns  the  year. 


142 .  Psalm  65. ^ 

Psalm  LXV-  i/ Part' Com.  Metre. 

A  prayer-bearing  God^  and  the  Gentiles  called^ 
I  TJ RAISE  waits  in  Zion,  Lord,  for  thee  i 
X^  There  (hall  our  vows  be  paid : 
Thou  haft  an  ear  when  finners  pray^ 
All  flelh  {hall  feek  thine  aid, 

a  Lord,  our  iniquities  prevail, 
But  pard'ning  grace  is  thine  : 
And  thou  wilt  grant  us  pow'r  and  ikill 
To  conquer  ev'ry  fin. 

3  Bleft  are  the  men  whom  thou  wilt  choofe. 

To  bring  them  near  thy  face  ; 
Give  them  a  dwelling  in  thine  houfc. 
To  feaft  upon  thy  grace. 

4  In  anfwVing  what  thy  church  requefts. 

Thy  truth  and  terror  Ihine, 
And  works  of  dreadful  righteoufnefs 
Fulfil  thy  kind  defign. 

5  Thus  fhall  the  wondering  nations  fee 

The  Lord  is  good  and  juft  : 
And  diftant  iflands  fly  to  thee. 
And  make  thy  name  their  truft. 
$  They  dread  thy  glittering  tokens.  Lord, 
When  figns  in  heav'n  appear  ; 
^ut  thoy  Ihall  learn  thy  holy  word. 
And  love  as  well  as  fear. 

PsalmLXV.  2d  Part.  Com.  Metre- 

Tbe  providence  of  God  in  airy  earthy  andfea  /  cr, 

the  blejftng  of  rain. 
i  ^npiS  by  thy  flrength  the  mountains  ftand, 
X      God  of  eternal  pow'Jr ! 
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The  fea  grows  calm  at  thy  command^ 
And  tempefts  ccafe  to  roar. 

a  The  morning  light  and  evening  fliad^ 
Succeffive  comforts  brmg ; 
Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harveft  glad>, 
Thy  flow'rs  adorn  the  i^ring. 
3  Seafons  and  times,  and  moons  ttnd  hours. 
Heaven*,  earth,  and  air  are  thine  i 
When  clouds  diftil  in  fruitful  fiiow'rs. 
The  Author  is  divine. 
-4.Thofe  wand'ring  cifterns  in  the  &y^ 
Borne  by  the  winds  around. 
With  wat*ry  treafures  well  fupply 
The  furrows  of  the  ground* 

J. The  thirily  ridges  drink  their  fill. 
And  ranks  of  corn  appear  (* 
Thy  ways  abound  with  bleffings  ftiU, 
'  Thy  goodnefs  crowns  the  year. 

Ml«*  I  ■        ■■  I  ■■■-...,       M„    «  I  »  II  111         ,^..    I   ,,   .   m„^ 

Psalm  LXV..  ^dPart.  Com.  Metre. 

The  bleffinp  of  the  faring  ;  pr^  Goctgives  rain* 
A  Pfalm  for  the  Hufbahdman* 

I  /^  OOD  is  the  I^ord,  the  heav'nly  King, 
Vy     Who  makes  the  earth  his  care;. 
Vifits  the  pailures  ev*ry  fpring. 
And  bids  the  grafs  appear* 
I  The  clouds,  like  rivers,  rais'd  on  high,  ^     ^ 
Pour  out,  at  thy  command, 
Their  wat'ry  blefllngs  from  the  Iky, 
To  cheer  the  thirfty  land. 
,3  The  foften'd  ridges  of  the  field 
Permit  the  corn  to  fpring  i 
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The  valKcs  rich  provifion  yidd. 
And  the  poor  laborers  fing. 

4  The  Kttlc  hiUs,  on  ev'ry  fide, 

Rgoice  at  falling  fhow'rs  ; 
The  meadows,  drefe'd  in  all  their  pride, 
Perfume  the  air  with  flow*r», 

5  The  barren  clods,  refrefh'd  with  rain, 

Promife  a  joyful  crop ; 
The  parched  grounds  look  green  againj;^^ 
And  raife  the  reSiper's  hope. 

6  The  various  months  thy  goodnefs  crowns  j 

How  bounteous  are  thy  ways ! 
The  bleating  flocks  fpread  o'er  the  downs, 
And  fliepherds  fhoiit  thy  praife. 

Psalm  LXVI.    iji  Part  Com.  Met. 

Governing  power  and  goodnefs  ;  ^r,  wr  grace 
tried  by  affiidions. 

.  X   O ING,  all  ye  nations,  to  the  Lord, 
1^     Sing  with  a  joyful  noife  \ 
With  melody  of  found  record 
His  honours,  and  your  joys. 

2  *Say  to  the  Pow'r  that  fliakes  the  flE:y, 

"How  terrible  art  thou  ! 
*«  Sinners  before  thy  prefence  fly, 
«  Or  at  thy  feet  they  bow/* 

3  ^Cdme,  fee  the  wonders  of  our  God, 

How  glorious  are  his  ways  ! 
Jn  Mofes*  hand  he  puts  his  rod, 
And  cleaves  the  frighted  feas. 

4  He  made  the  ebbing  channel  dry, 

While  Ifr'd  pafs'd  the  flood  i 
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There  did  the  church  begin  their  joy,   i 
And  triumph  in  their  God.J 

5  He  rules  by  his  refiftlefs  might  j 

Will  rebel  mortals  dare 
Provoke  th*  Eternal  to  the  fight, 
And  tempt  that  dreadful  war  ? 

6  O  blefs  our  God,  and  never  ceafe  j 

Ye  faints,  fulfil  his  praife  j 
He  keeps  our  life,  maintains  our  peace. 
And  guides  our  doubtful  ways. 

7  Lord,  thou  haft  proved  our  fufiPring  fouls. 

To  make  our  graces  fliine  ;   . 
So  filver  bears  the  burning  coals. 
The  metal  t6  refine. 
S  Through  wat'ry  deeps  and  fiery  ways, 
We  march  at  thy  command  ; 
Led  to  poffefs  the  promised  place 
By  thine  unerring  hand. 

PsaLmLXVI.  2d  Part.   Com.  Met. 

Ver.  1 3-^20.     Praife  to  God  for  hearing  prayer^ 

1  "VT^^  ^^  ^y  folemn  vows  be  paid 
i\      To  that  Almighty  PowV, 
That  heard  the  long  requefts  I  made 

In  my  diftrefsful  hour. 

2  My  lips  and  cheerful  heart  prepare 

To  make  his  mercies  known  ; 
Come,  ye  that  fear  my  God,  and  liear 
The  Wonders  he  has  done. 

3  When  on  my  head  huge  forrows  fell, 

I  fought  his  heavenly  aid  ; 
He  fav'd  my  finking  foul  from  hell, 
And  death*s  eternal  fhade. 
N 


y 
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4  If  fin  lay  <iover'd  in  iiiy  heart. 

While  prayV  ^mploy'd  lay  tdngaci^ 
The  Lord  had  ihewn  me  no  regard^ 
Nor  I  his  praifes  futig. 

5  But  God  (hk  niamfe  be  ever  Meft) 

Has  fct  jfny  ipirk  free. 
Nor  turn'd  from  him  K^y  jJbc#  rc^eft. 
Nor  turned  his  heart  from  me. 

; '^ —.^ i^ . ; ai 

Psalm  LXVII.    Gdmmon  Metre* 

.    The  natttm*s  proJfetUy^  dnd  ihe  churdh^s  intnitfi% 
1    O  HINE,  mfghty  God,  ton  this  our  land, 
1^     With  beams  of  heav'^nly  grace ; 
Reveal  thy  pow'r  through  all  our  coaftsj 
And  fheW  thy  ftttiling  faee^ 

s  [Amidft  Qur  States,  exalted  high, 
.   Do  thoU  out  glory  ftand. 
And  like  a  wall  of  guardian  fire, 
Surround  the  favorite  land.3 
^  When  fliall  thy  name,  from  fliorfe  to  ^orc^ 
Sdund  all  the  earth  abroad. 
And  diftant  nations  know  and  love 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God  ? 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  lands. 

Sing  loud  with  folemn  voice  \ 
While  thankful  tongues  exalt  his  pralfe. 
And  grateful  hearts  rejoice. 

5  He,  the  great  Lord,  the  fov'i*eign  Jtidgc^ 

That  fits  ienthrbhM  above. 
Wifely  commands  the  worlds  he  toadcj 
In  juftice  and  in  loVe; 
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6  Eartli  Ihall  obey  her  Maker's  will, 
Andykl4  a  £o3l  inccc^  ; 
Our  God  win  crown  hi&  cholea  laod 
Witii  fruitfulneis  aad  peape. 

;  God  the  S:6deemer  fcatters  r6u2id 
His  chpiceft  fic(voucs  here  ; 
While  the  creatip&'s  utrnpf^  bouad 
Shall  fee,  ador^^^  ajid  fear. 

Psaj-hLXVIIL  iJlFart.  LongMet^ 

Yen  1—6,  3«-^35. 
Tbe  vengeance  and  compaffion  cf  God. 

1  T    ET  God  arife  in  all  his  mieht, 

1^  J  And  put  the  troops  of  hcSi  to  flight. 
As  ftnoke,  that  fought  to  cloud  the  Ikics, 
Before  the  riiing  tempeft  flies* 

2  [Ht  cosies  arrays  in  burning  flames  ; 
JiiftLce  and  vengeance  a**e  his  names  : 
Behold  hi3  faiating  foes  expire. 

Like  sneliing  wa](  before  the  fire.3 

3  He  rides  and  thunders  through  the  (ky  ; 
His  name,  Jehovah,  founds  on  high  : 
Si^g  to  his  name,  ye  fons  of  grace  ; 

Te  faiatss,  rejoice  before  his  face. 

4  The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs 
Fly  to  his  aid  in  fiiarp  diftreis  ; 
In  him  the  poor  and  helplefs  find 
A  judge  that's  juft,  a  father  kind 

5  He  breal^  the  captiye's  heavy  chain. 
And  prisoners  fee  the  light  again  ; 
But  rebels,  that  difpute  his  will, 
Shall  dwell  in  chains  and  darknefs  flilL 
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6  Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong ; 
Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  fong  : 
His  wondrous  names  and  powers  rehearfe  ; 
His  honours  fliail  enrich  your  verfe. 

7  He  fliakes  the  heav'ns  with  loud  alarms  ; 
How  terrible  is  God  in  arms  ! 

In  Isr'el  are  his  mercies  known, 
Israel  is  his  peculiar  throne. 

8  Proclaim  him  king,  pronounce  him  bleft ; 
He's  your  defence,  your  joy,  your  reft : 

*    When  terrors  rife,  and  nations  faint, 
God  is  the  ftrength  of  evVy  faint. 

Psalm  LXVIII.  2d: Part.  Long  Met. 

Ver.  17,  18. 
ChrlfVs  afcenfton  and  the  ^ift  of  the  Spirit. 

1  T     ORD,  when  thou  didft  afcend  on  high, 
JLi  Ten  thoufand  angels  fiird  the  Iky  : 

1  hofe  heav'nly  guards  around  thee  wait, 
Like  chariots,  that  attend  thy  ftate. 

2  Not  Sinai's  mountain  could  appear 
More  glorious  when  the  Lord  was  there  j 
While  he  pronouif^'d  his  dreadful  law. 
And  ftruck  the  cfiofen  tribes  with  awe. 

3  How  bright  the  triumph  none  can  tell. 
When  the  rebellious  powVs  of  hell. 
That  thoufand  fouls  had  captive  made. 
Were  all  in  chains  like  captives  led. 

4  RaisM  by  his  Father  to  the  throne. 
He  fent  the  promisM  Spirit  down, 
With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men, 
That  God  might  dwell  on  ear^h  again. 
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Psalm LXIX.  ^dPart.  Com.  Metre. 

ChriJPs  obedience  and  death  ;  e^r,  God  glorified^  and 
Jinners  faved. 

1  TT'ATHER  !  I  fin^  thy  woodrous  grace, 
j7    I  blefs  my  Saviour's  name ;  ^ 
He  bought  falvation  for  the  poor, 

And  bore  the  finner*s  fhame. 

2  His  deep  dlftrefs  has  rais'd  us  high ; 

His  duty  and  his  zeal 
Fulfiird  the  law  which  mortals  broke. 
And  finilh'd  all  thy  will. 

3  His  dying  groans,  his  living  fongs, 

Shall  better  pleafe  my  God, 
Than  harp  or  trumpet's  folemn  found. 
Than  goats'  or  bullocks*  blood* 

4  This  fhall  his  humble  followers  fee. 

And  fet  their  hearts  at  reft  ; 
They  by  his  death  draw  near  to  thee. 
And  live  forever  bleft. 

5  Let  heav'n,  and  all  that  dwell  on  high. 

To  God  their  voices  raife. 
While  lands  and  feas  aflift  the  Iky, 
And  join  t'  advance  his  praife. 

6  Zion  is  thine,  moft  holy  God  ; 

.  Thy  Son  ihall  blefs  her 'gates  ; 
And  glory,  purchased  by  his  blood, 
For  thine  own  Ifr'el  waits, 

PsalmLXIX.   iJiPart.   Long  Met. 

Chrijl^s  pajjion  and  Jinners^  falvation. 
I  "TXEEP  in  our  hearts  let  us  record 
JL^  The  deeper  forrows  of  our  Lord  ; 
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Behold !  the  rifing  billows^  rolt  ^, 

To  overwhelm  his  holy  fouU 
2  In  long  complaints  he;  fpend^  his  breath. 
While  hofts  of  hell,  and  powers,  of  4eath, 
And  all  the  Tons  of  malice  join 
T^xecute  their  curflr  defign. 
N3  Yet,  gracious  God,  thy  pow'r  and  love,  .^  -^ 
Have  made  the  curfe  a  bleffing  prove  } 
Thofe  dreadful  fufFVings  of  thy  Son 
Aton'd  for  fins  which  we  had  dorie» 

4  The  pangs  of  our  expiring  Lord 
The  honours  of  thy  law  reftor'd : 
Hb  forrows  made  thy  juftice  known. 
And  paid  for  fellies  not  his  own. 

5  O !  for  his  fake  our  guilt  forgive. 
And  let  the  mourning  fmncr  live  j 
The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  name, 
Nor  fliall  our  hope  be  turn'd  to  fliame. 

PsaLm  LXIX.  TidPart.  Long  Met, 

Ver.  7,  &c/     Chri/i'sfufferings  and  zeal. 

1  ^'T'WAS  for  our  Cike,  eternalGod, 

J[    Thy  Son  fuftainM  that  heavy  load 
Of  bafe  reproach  and  fore  difgrace, 
And  fliame  defiPd  hjis  facred  face. 

2  The  Jews,  his  brethren  and  his  kin, 
Abus'd  the  man  that  check'd  their  fin : 
While  he  fulfilled  thy  holy  laws. 
They  hate  him,  but  without  a  caufe. 

3  [**  My  Father's  houfe,*'faid  he,  "  was  made 
*'  A  place  for  worfliip,  not  for  trad^  }'* 
Then  fcatt'ring  all  their  gold  and  brafs^ 
He  fcourg'd  the  merchants  from  the  placei3 
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4  rZeal  foc'tii^  tettt^Ie  of  his  Ood 
Confum'd  his  life,  exposed  his  t^dod  : 
Reproaches  at  thy  glory  tfairottrn 

He  fek^  and  mournMthem  as  his  own.J 

5  [His  friends  forfeok,  his  followers  fled. 
While  foes  and  arms  furround  his  head ; 
They  curfe  him  with  a^flandVous  tongue, 
And  the  falfe  judge  maintains  the  wrong*3 

6  His  life  they  load  ^iih  hateful  li^. 
And  charge  his  lips  with  bUfphemies  : 
They  nail  him  to  the  {kziMhl  tree ; 
There  hung  the  man  that  dy*d  for  me. 

^  [Wretches,  with  hearts  as  hard  aa  ftones, 

.  Ittfult  his  pretv  and  groans ; 
Gall  was  tne  rood  thiey  gave  him'there. 
And  mock'd  his  thirft  with  vinegar»3 

8  But  God  beheld,  and  from  his  throne 
Marks  out  the  men  that  hate  his  Son  ; 
The  hand  that  rais'd  him  from  the  dead 
Shall  pour  due  vengeance  on  their  head» 

••  ■  ■  ■  ■       '  ....  ,.       ■       ,  ,      p  »       ■■■I.Ml.lW^      . 

Psalm  LXXL  iJtPart.  Com.Meti-e. 

Ver.  5"— 9.     72^  aged  faint's  r^eSion  %nd  iope% 
t  IL/f^y  God,  my  evcrhftiug  hope^ 
lyX     I  live  upon  thy  truth  : 
Thine  hands  have  held  my  childht)od  Up, 
And  ftretigthen'd  all  my  youth, 

2  My  flelh  was  fafliionM  by  thy  pow*r^ 
With  ail  thefc  Hnfibs  of  mine ; 
And  from  my  mother's  painful  hour^ 
l*vc  beta  entirdy  thinet 


156 Psalm  71. 

3  Still  has  my  life  new  wonders  fees^ 

Repeated  ev'ry  year : 
Behold  my  days  that  yet  remain, 
I  truft  them  to  thy  care* 

4  Caft  me  not  off  when  firength  dedines. 

When  hoary  h^rs  arife  ;       ' 
And  round  me  let  thy  glory  fhine, 
Whepe'er  thy  fervant  dies. 

5  Then  in  the  hift'ry  of  my  age. 

When  men  reviev^  my  days. 
They'll  read  thy  love  in  cv*ry  page. 
In  ev'ry  line  thy  praife. 

Psalm  LXXI.  2d  Part  Com.Metre. 

Ver.  15,  14, 16, 1^3,  2a,  24. 
Chri/lourjirength  andrigbteoufnefs. 
I  "\^Y  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend,      ^ 
IVX  When  I  begin  thy^raife, 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end, 
The  numbers  of  thy  grace? 

a^Thou  art  my  everlafting  truft,  , 
Thy  goodnefs  I  adore ! 
And  fince  1  knew  thy  graces  firft, 
I  fpeak  thy  glories  more. 

3  My  feet  fhall  travel  all  the  tength 

Of  the  celeflial  road. 
And  march  with  courage  in  thy  ilrengthy 
To  fee  my  Father  God. 

4  When  I  am  fill'd  with  fore  diftrefs 

For  fome  furprifing  Cn, 
ril  plead  thy  perfedt  righteoufnefe. 
And  mention  none  but  thine* 
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5  How  will  BfTf  lijps  rejoice  to  tell 

The  vid -ries  ol  my  King ! 
My  foul,  redcem*d  from  fin  and  hell, 
Shall  tby  falvation  fing. 

6  [My  tongue  fhall  all  tl:^  day  proclaim 

My  Saviour  and  my  God  j 
His  death  has  brought  my  foea  tofliame. 
And  drown'd  them  in  his  blood. 

7  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  poVr* ; 

With  thk  delightful  fong  ' 

rn  entertain  thfe  darkcft  hours. 
Nor  think  the  feafon  long.J 


Psalm  LXXL  ^d  Part  Com.  Met* 

Ver.  1 7-^2 1  • 

The  aged  Cbrtftkn^s  frayer  and/t^n^  ;   ^r,  old  agei 

deaths  and  the  re/urre6lion. 

1  /^  OD  of  my  childhood  and  my  youth, 
\j^     The  guide  of  all  my  days, 

I  have  declar d  thy  heavenly  truth, 
And  told  thy  wondrous  ways. 

2  Wilt  thou  foiiake  my  hoary  hairs,  '     ; 

And  leave  my  fainting  heart  ? 
Who  fliall  fuftain  my  finking  years, 
If  God  my  ftrength  depart  ? 

3  Let  nse  thy  pow^r  and  truth  proclaim 

To  the  furviving  age^ 
And  leave  a  favour  of  thy  name 
'When  I  fhall  quit  the  ftage. 

4  The  land  of  filcnce  and  of  death 

Attends  my  next  remove  % 
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O  may  thefe  poor  reixiains  of  breath 
Teach  the  wide  world  thy  love ! 

Pause.  / 
5  Thy  nghteoufnefs  is  deep  and  high, 
XJnfcarchable  thy  deeds  $ 
Thy  glory  fpreads  beyond  the  flty, 
And  all  my  praife  exceeds. . 

€  Oft  have  I  heard  thy  threat^nings  roar. 
And  oft  endur'd  the  grief ; 
But  when  thy  hand  has  prefs'd  itne  fore. 
Thy  grace -was  my  reKef. 

7  By  long  experience  have  I  known 

Thy  fov'reign  pow'r  to  fave ; 
At  thy  command  I  venture  down 
Securely  to  the  grave. 

8  "When  I  lie  bury^  deep  in  duft. 

My  flefii  fhall  be  thy  care  ; 
Thefe  withering  limbs  with  thee  I  truft. 
To  raife  them  ftrong  and  fair. 

PsALM  LXXIL  tJtParL  Long  Met. 

The  kingdom  of  Chfift. 
I  ^  REAT  God,  whofe  univerfaj  fway 
\jF  The  known  i^d  unknown  worlds  obey, 
Now  give  the  kingdom  to  thy  Son,         . 
Extend  his  pow*r,  exalt  his  tnfone* 

a  Thy  fceptre  well  becomes  his  hands, 
All  heaiv'n  fubmits  to  his  commwds) 
His  juftice  fhall  avenge  the  poor. 
And  pride  and  rage  prevail  no  more^ 

3  With  p6w*r  he  vindicates  the  juft. 
And  treads  th'  c^preflbr  in  the  dufl : 
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His  worfhip  and  his  fear  fhall  laft^ 
Till  hours,  and  years,  and  time  be  paft. 

4  As  rain  on  meadows  newly  mown^ 
So  ihali  he  iiend  his  influence  down ; 
His  graoe  on  fainting  fouls  difttls. 
Like  heavenly  dew  on  thirfty  hills. 

5  The  heathen  lands,  that  lie  beneath 
The  (hades  of  overfpreading  death. 
Revive  at  his  firft  dawning  light. 
And  defarts  bioflbm  at  the  fight. 

6  The  faints  fhall  flourifii  in  his  dap,  ' . 
Dreft  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praife  j 

Peace,  like  a  river,  from  his  throne 
Shall  flow  to  nations  yet  unknown* 

PsALM  LXXlh  2dPart.  Lang  Met. 

Cbri/iU  kingdom  among  the  Gentiles. 
I   TESUS  fhall  reign  where'er  the  fun 
J   Does  his  fucceilive  journies  run : 
His  kingdom  ftretch  from  fhore  to  fhore. 
Till  moons  fhall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

a  [^Behold !  the  iflands,  with  their  kings, 
And  Europe  her.  befl  tribute  brings  : 
From  north  to  fouth  the  princes  meet 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet. 

3  There  Perfia,  glorious  to  behold. 
There  India  fhines  in  Eaftern  gold  ; 
And  barb'rous  nations,  at  his  word, 
Submit,  and  bow,  and  own  their  Lord j 3 

4  For  him  fliail  endlefs  pray'r  be  made. 
And  praifes  throng  to  crown  his  head  ; 
His  name,  like  fweet  perfume,  fhall  rile 
With  ev'rj  morning  facrifice. 
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5  People,  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  fwcetelt  fong ; 
And  infant  voices  fiiall  proclaim 
Their  early  bleffing^  on  his,  name* 

6  Bkffings  abound  where'tr  he  reigns  ; 
The  pns'ner  leaps  to  loofe  his  chains,     ' 
The  weary  find  eternal  reft. 

And  all  the  fons  of  want  are  bkfi. 

7  [Where  he  diiplays  his  healing  pow'r. 
Death  and  the  curfe  are  known  no  more  ; 
In  him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boail  « 

More  bleffings  than  their  father  loft. 

S  Let  ev'ry  creature  rife  and  bring   * 
Peculiar  honours  to  our  King  ;    ' 
Angels  defcend  with  fqngs  again,       .  / 
And  earth  repeat  the  long  amen.^ 

Psalm  LXXIIL  iji Part  Com.  M^t. 

AJlUlcdfakiU  happy ^  4ind  pr&fper^ui  Jtmten  ^uf^d*. 

i  Tk]  OW  Tm  convinced  the  Lord  is  kind 
X  N      '^^  J^^cn  of  heart  Sincere, 
Yet  once  my  fooUih  thoughts  repin'd 
And  border 'd  on  defpair. , 

%  I  griev'd  to  fee  the  wicked  thrive. 
And  fpokc  Mrith  angry  breath, 
**  How  pleafant  ;^nd  pradEane  they  live ! 
"  How  peaceful  is  their  death  i      '   ^      ' 

3  «*  With  well-fed  flefli  and  haughty  eyes 

"  They  lay  their  fears  to  fleep  ; 
**  Againlt  the  heav'ns  their  fianders  rifi:, 
"  While  faints  in  filcnce  's^eep. 

4  *'  In  vain  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 

**  And  cle^nfe  my  heart  in  vain. 
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■^,  ■■..<■  J 

'"  For  I  am  chaften'd  all  the  day, 
**  The  night  renews  my  pain/' 

5  Yet  while  my  tongue  indulged  complaints, 

I  felt  my  heart  reprove  ; .   _ 
<«iSure  I  fh^l  thus  offend  thy  faints, 
<*  And  grieve  the  men  I  Ipve." 

6  But  itiU  I  found  my  doubts  too  hard» 

The  conflid  tpo  fevere. 
Tin  I  retired  to  Jearch  thy  word. 
And  learn  thy  fecrets  there.  :  •  ^ 

7  There,  as  in  fome  prophetic  glafi, 

I  iaw  the  finner's  feet 
Hidi  mounted  on  a  flipp'ry  place, 
Befide  a  fiery  pit. 

8  I  heard  the  wretch  profanely  boaft, 

TiU  at  thy  frown  he  fell; 
His  honours  in  a  dream  were  loft, 
And  he  awakes  in  helL 

9  Lord,  what  an  envious  fool  I  was ! 

How  like  a  thoughtlefs  b^ft  ! 
Thus  to  fufpeft  thy  promisM  grace. 
And  think  the  wicked  bleft ! 

10  Yet  I  was  kept  from  fell  defpair. 

Upheld  by  pow*r  unknown  ; 
^  That  bleffed  hand,  that  broke  (he  fnar 
Shall  guide  me  to  thy  throne. 

Psalm  LXXIII.  2d  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Vcr.  23—28.      God  mr  portion  here  and  hereafter. 

I  /^  OD,  my  fupporter  and  my  hope', 
\jr    My  help  for  ever  near, 
O2 
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Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up, 
When  linking  ia  defpair. 

a  Thy  counfeb,  Lord,  fhall  goide  my  feet 
Through  jWs  dark  wildernefe  j 
Thine  hand  condu A  me  near  ihy  feat. 
To  dwdi  before  thy  face* 

3  Were  I  in  heav'n  without  my  God, 

*Twould  be  no  joy  to  me ; 
And  whilft  this  earth  is  my  abode^ 
I  long  for  none  but  thee* 

4  What  if  thefprings  of  life  were  broke. 

And  flefh  and  heart  fliould  faint  I 
God  is  my  fouFs  eternal  rock. 
The  ftrength  of  ev*ry  iaint. 

5  Behold  the  finners,  that  remove  ^ 

Far  from  thy  prefence,  die  j 
Not  all  the  idol  gods  they  love 
Can  fave  them  when  they  cry. 

6  But  to  draw  near  to  thee,  my  Odd, 

Shall  be  my  fwcct  employ  j 
My  tongue  ^all  found  thy  works  abroad^    - 
And  tdl  the  world  my  joy. 

FsALM  LXXIIL    Long  Metr^* 

Ver.  fi^,  3»  <S,  17 — ao*     fiefr^rity  ^finiun 

t  T  'O^O,  wliat  a  thoughtkg  wretch  was  I, 
1  i  To  mourn,  ancif  murmur,  and  repine 
To  fee  the  i^^cked  {]^M  on  hkh, . 
In  pride  and  robes  of  honour  £iae ! 

a  But,  O  their  end,  thdr  dreadful  end  I 
Thy  fanftuary  Uiight  «pe  fo  ;. 
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On  flippVy  rocks  I  fee  them  fiand. 
And  fiery  billows  roll  below. 

Now  let  tlicm  bo^  how  tall  they  rife, 
ril  never  envy  them  again. 
There  they  may  ftand  with  haughty  eyes. 
Till  they  plunge  deep  in  endlefs  pain* 

Their  fancy'd  joys,  how  faft  they  flee  I 
Juil  like  a  dream  when  man  awakes  j 
Their  fongs  of  fofteft  harmony- 
Are  but  a  preface  to  their  plagues* 

Now  I  efteem  their  mirth  and  wine 
Too  dca,r  to  purchafe  with  my  blood  ; 
Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine. 
My  life,  my  portion,  and  my  God. 

Psalm  LXXIIL     Short  Mctre^ 

The  mjiftery  rf  frovidence  utffMecL 

S\JR%  there's  a  righteous  God, 
^Nor  is  religion  vain  ; 
Though  men  of  vice  may  boaft  aloud, 
And  men  of  grace  complain^^ 

I  iaw  the  wicked  rife. 
And  felt  my  heart  refrfne^ 
While  haughty  fools,  with  fcornful  eye9, 
In  robes  of  honour  fhine. 

??amper*d  with  wanton  eafe, 
heir  flefli  looks  full  aud  fair : 
Their  weakh  rolb  in  like  flowing  feas. 
And  grows  without  their  car^ 

Free  from  the  plagues  and  pains 
That  pious  fouls  endure. 
Through  all  their  life  oppreffion  reigns. 
And  racks,  the  huuible  poor. 
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5  Their  impious  tongues  blafphcmc 
The  cvcrlaftiog  God : 

Their  malice  blafts  the  good  man's  name, 
And  ^reads  their  lies  abroad. 

6  But  I,  with  flowing  tears, 
Indulged  my  doubts  to  rife  j 

**  Is  there  a  God  that  fees  or  hears 
«  The  things  below  the  Ikies  ?•' J 

7  The  tumults  of  my  thought 
Held  me  in  hard  fufpenfe, 

Tdl  to  thy  houfe  my  feet  were  brought. 
To  learn  thy  juftice  thence. 

8  Thy  word  with  light  and  pow'r 
Did  my  miftakes  amend  ; 

•  i  viewM  the  finners*  lives  before, 
^  But  here  I  learnt  their  end. 

5      On  what  a  llipp'ry  fteep 

The  thoughtlefe  wretches  go : 
And  O  that  dreadful  fiery  deep. 
That  waits  their  fall  below  ! 

3to    Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  bow. 

My  thoughts  no  more  repine ; 
I  call  my  God  my  portion  now. 
And  all  my  pow'rs  are  thine. 

Psalm  LXXIV.     Common  Metre; 

The  church  pi  fading  with  Cod  under  fore  perfecuiim. 

I  *\XZILL  God  forever  caft  us  off? 
W      His  wrath  forever  fhioke 
Againft  the  people  of  his  love. 
His  little  chofen  flock  ? 

4  Think,  of  the  tribes  fo  dearly  bought 
With  their  Redeemer's  Uood^  . 
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Nor  let  thy  Zion  be  forgot, 
^     Where  once  thy  glory  ftood. 

3  Lift  up  thy  feet,  and  march  in  hatte. 
Aloud  our  ruin  calls} 
See  what  a  wide  and  fearful  wade 
Is  made  within  thy  walls.     . 

^  Where  once  thy  churches  pray*d  and  fang, 
Thy  foes  profanely  roar  ; 
Over  thy  gates  their  enfigns  hang, 
Sad  tokens  of  their  pow'r. 

^  How  are  the  feats  of  worfliip  broke  ! 
They  tear  thy  buildings  down  ; 
And  he  that  deals  the  heavieft  ftrokc,       -4 
Procures  the  chief  renown. 

6  With  flamed  they  threaten  to  defhoy 

Thy  children  in  their  neft  ; 
**  Come,  let  us  burn  at  once,"  they  cry,  / 
'*  The  temple  and  the  prieft/* 

7  And  ftUl,  to  heighten  our  diftrefs, 

Thy  prcfence  is  withdrawn  ; 
Thy  wanted  figns  of  pow'r  and  grace. 
Thy  pow*r  and  grace  are  gone. 

8  No  prophet  fpeaks  to  calm  ouf  woes^ 

But  all  the  feers  mourn  ; 
There's  not  a  ibul  amongil  us  knows 
The  time  of  thy  return. 

Pause. 

9  How  long,  eternal  God  !  how  long 

Shall  men  of  pride  blafpheme ! 
Shall  faints  be  nude  their  endlefs  fong, 
Aiid  bear  immortat  (hame  f 
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10  Canft  thou  forever  fit  and  hear 

Thine  holy  name  profiin*d  ? 
And  ftill  thy  jealoufy  forbear, 
And  ftiU  withhold  thine  hand  ? 

1 1  What  ftrange  deKv'rance  haft  thou  fhown 

In  ages  long  before  ! 
And  now  no  other  God  we  own. 
No  other  God  adore. 

1 2  Thou  didft  divide  the  raging  fea. 

By  thy  refiftlefs  mighty 
To  make  thy  tribes  a  wondrous  way. 
And  then  fecure  their  flight. 

13  k  not  the  world  of  nature  thine, 

The  darkmela  and  the  day  ? 
Didft  thou  not  bid  the  morning  fhine. 
And  mark  the  fun  his  W2^y  I 

14  Hath  not  thy  pow'r  forol'd  ev'ry  coaft^ 

And  fet  the  earth  its  bcmrids, 
With  fummer's  heat,  and  winter's  froft. 
In  their  perpetual  rounds  i 

15  And  fhall  the  fohs  of  earth  and  duft 

That  £tcred  pow*r  blafpheme  ? 
Will  not  thy  hand,  that  form'd  them  firfi, 
Avenge  thine  injured  name  ? 

16  Think  on  the  covenant  thou  haft  made, 

And  all  thy  words  of  love : 
Nor  let  the:  birds  of  prey  invade 
And  vex  thy  mourning  dove. 

1 7  Our  foes  wouW  triumph  in  our  blood, 

Apd  make  ouf  hope  their  jcft : 
Plead  thine  own  caufe,  Almighty  God, 
And  give  thy  children  reft. 
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Psalm  LXXV*     Long  Metre* 

Fower  and  gwemsrient  from  Go4al§ne. 

1  T^O  thee,  moft  holy,  and  thoft  high, 
X    1*0  thee  we  bring  our  thankful  praife  ; 
Thy  works  dedare  thy  name  is  nigh. 
Thy  works  of  wonder  and  of  grace. 

3  *•  To  flav'ry  doom'd,  thy  chofen  fons 
**  Beheld  their  foes  triumphant  rife  ; 
**  And,  fore  opprefs'd  by  eartWy  thrones, 
^  They  fought  the  Sovereign  of  the  Ikies. 

3  *  *Twas  then,  great  God,  with  equal  pow'r, 
^  Arofe  thy. vengeance  and  thy  grace, 

**  To  fcourge  their  legions  from  the  ihore, 
**  And  fiive  the  remnant  of  thy  race/* 

4  Let  haughty  finners  fink  thdr  pride, 
NcMT  lift  fo  high  their  fcornful  head  ; 
But  lay  their  foqliih  thoughts  afide. 
And  own  the  **  empire**  God  hath  made. 

J  Such  honours  never  come  by  chance, 
Nor  do  the  winds  promotion  blow; 
*Tis  God  the  judge  doth  one  advance, 
*Tis  God  that  lays  another  low.  ' 

6  No  vain  pretence  to  royal  birth  ' 
Shall  firx  a  tyrant  on  the  throng; 
God,  the  great  fov'rei^n  of  th^  earth, 
Will  rife,  and  make  his  juftice  ^nown. 

7  XHis  handliolds  out  the  dreadful  cup 

Of  vengeance,  mix'ctwith  various  plagues, 
To  make  the  wicked  drink  the«i  up, 
Wriftg  out>  and  tafte  the  bitter^cgs. 
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8  Now  (hall  the  Lord  eicalt  thejuft : 
And  while  he  trampled  oir  the  proud, 
And  lays  their  glory  m  the  duft. 
Our  lips  fliall  fing  his  praife  aloud  .3 

Psalm  LXXVI.     Common  Metre. 

Jfrael/avedj  and  the  AJfyrUms^  dtjtf%yed  ;   cr,  Ck£^ 
vengeance  againft  his  enemies  proceeds  frwn  his  eburcb* 

t  TN  Judah  God  of  old  was  known  j 
X     His  name  in  Ifr*cl  great ; 
In  Salem  flood  his  holy  throne^ 
And  Zion  was  his  feat. 

£  Among  the  praifes  of  hb  faints^ 
|iis  dwelling  there  he  chofe ; 
There  he  receivM  their  juft  complatnts 
Agaitift  their  haughty  foes. 

3  From  Zioii  went  his  dreadful  word. 

And  broke  the  threatening  fpear, 
The  bow,  the  arrows,  and  the  fword> 
And  crulh'd  th*  Affyrian  war. 

4  What  are  the  earth's  wide  kingdoms  €l& 

But  mighty  hills  of  prey  ? 
The  hill  on.  which  Jehovah  dwdHs 
Is  glorious  more  than  they. 

5  'Twas  Zion^s  King  that  ftopp*d  the  brcatk 

Of  captams  and  their  bands  : 
The  men  of  Itiight  flept  faft  in  deatl^i 
And  never  found  their  hands* 

6  At  thy  rel^ike,  O  Jacob's  God, 

Both  horfe  and  chariot  fell ! 
Who  knows  the  terrors  of  thy  nod! 
Thy  veiigeanoe,  who  can  tell  I 
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7  What  pow*r  can  ftand  before  thy  fight> 

When  once  thy  wrath  appears  ? 
When  heaven  Ihines  round  with  dreadful  light, 
The  earth  lies  ilill  and  fears. 

8  When  God,  in  his  own  fov*reign  ways^ 

Comes  down  to  fave  th*  oppreis'd. 
The  wrath  of  man  (hall  work  his  praife^ 
And  he'll  reftraln  the  reftt 

9  [Vow  to  the  Lord>  and  tribute  bring ) 

Ye  princes,  ifear  his  frown : 
l£s  terrors  Ihake  the  proudeft  king. 
And  cut  an  army  down« 

io  The  thunder  of  his  fliarp  rebuke 
Our  haughty  foes  fliall  feel : 
For  Jacob's  God  hath  not  forfbok^ 
But  dwells  in  Zion  (LiU.J 

Psalm  LXXVII.  ift  Part  Com.M. 

Mdancholy  tfjanltlng^  and  hope  prevdiling. 

1  nr^O  God  I  cry'd  with  mournful  voice, 
X      I  fought  his  gracious  car. 
In  the  fad  day  when  troubles  rofcj 
And  filPd  my  heart  \irtth  fear; 

I  Sad  were  my  days,  and  dark  my  nights j 
My  foul  refus'd  relirf ; 
I  thought  <Jn  God,  the  juft  and  wife. 
But  thoughts  increased  my  grief* 

3  Still  I  complaint  J  and  ftill  opprefsM, 
My  lieart  began  to  break ! 
My  God,  thy  wrath  forbad  my  reft^ 
Arid  kept  my  eyes  awake. 
P 
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4  My  overwheltnkig  forrows  grew 

Till  I  could  fpeak  no  more  ; 
Then  I  wkhin  myfelf  ^itlhdrew. 
And  called  thy  judgments  o'er* 

5  I  calPd  b^k  years  and  ancient  times^ 

When  1  beheld  thy  hce  ; 
My  fpirit  fearch'd  for  fecret  crimes. 
That  might  withhold  thy  grace. 

6  I  caird  thy  mercies  tb  nfiy  mind, 

Which  I  enjoyed  before  : 
And  will  the  L,ord  no  more  b&kind  ? 
His  face  appear  no  moi^  ? 

7  Will  hie  forever  caft  lae  off? 

Hi^promife  evier  faS? 
Has  he  forgot  ids  tender  love  ?> 
Shall  a^ger  fiill  prevail  ? 

8  But  I  forbid  this  hopelefs  thought. 

This  dark,  dcfpairing  frame, 
Remembering  what  thy  hand  hath  wrought  j 
Thy  hand  is  ftill  the  fame* 

9  rll  think  again  of  all  thy  ways, 

And  talk  thy  wonders  o'er. 
Thy  wonders  olF  recov'riqg  grace, 
When  fleflx  could  hope  no  more. 

10  Grace  dwells  with  jaftice  on  the  throne  ; 

And  men,  that  love  thy  word. 
Have  in  thy  fanftuary  known 
The  counfels  of  the  Lord. 


Psalm  LXXVIL  2d  Part.  Com.  M. 

Comfort  derived  from  ancient  providences  ;  or^  Ifrael 

delivered  from  Egypt,  and  brought  to  Canaan. 
I  «  TTOW  awful  is  thy  chaft'ning  rod  ?'' 
JTX     (May  thine  own  children  fay) 
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,  «  The  great,  the  wife,  the  dreadful  God  1 
*«  How  holy  is  hb  way !" 

2  rU  meditate  his  works  o£  old ; 

The  King  who  reigaa  above» 
ril  hear  his  ancient  wonders,  told. 
And  learn  to  truft  hh  love. 

3  Long  did  the  houfe  of  Jofeph  lie 

"e^th  Egypt's  yoke  opprefe'd ; 
Long  he  delayed  to  hear  thek  cry, 
Nor  gave  his  people  reft. 

4  The  £>ns  of  good  old  Jacob  ieem'd 

Abandoned  to  their  foes  ; 
But  his  almighty  arm  redee^n'd 
The  nation  that  he  chofe. 

5  Ifrael,  his  people  and  his  fheep, 

Muft  follow  where  he  calls ; 
He  bade  them  venture  through  the  deep, 
And  made  th<  waves  their  walls* 

6  The  waters  faw  thee,  nv^hty  God» 

The  waters  faw  Uhee  come ; 
Backward  they  fled,  and  frighted  ftood. 
To  make  thine  armies  room. 

7  Strange  was  thy  journey  through  the  fca, 

Thy  footfteps.  Lord,  unknown  ;    - 
Terrors  attend  the  wondrous  way 
That  brings  thy  mercies  down. 

8  tThy  voice,  with  terror  in  the  found. 

Through  clouds  and  darknefs  broke  ;    ' 
All  heaven  in  lijghtning  (hone  around, 
And  earth  wvth  thuiiider  ihook. 

9  Thine  arrows  through  the  fey  were  hurPd  • 

How  glorious  is  the  Lord  1 
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Surpriie  and  trembling  feiz'd  the  world,  \ 

And  his  dmn  faints  ador'd. 

10  He  gave  th^m  water  from  the  rock. 
And  (afe,  by  Mofes*  hand. 
Through  a  dry  defart  led  his  flock 
Home  to  the  promis'd  land.] 

Psalm LXXVIIL  iJlPart.  Com.M. 

Providences  of  God  recorded ;    or,  ptous  education  and 
injiruilion  of  children. 

1  T    ET  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds 
p.  i     Which  God  pcrfonn'd  of  old ; 

Which  in  our  yoiinger  years  we  faw. 
And  which  our  fathers  told. 

2  He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known  ; 

His  works  of  powV  and  grace  ; 
And  we'll  convey  his  wonders  down, 
Through  every  rifing  race. 

3  Our  lips  fliall  tell  them  to  our  fons. 

And  they  again  to  their^s ; 
That  generations  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them  to  their  heirs* 

4  llius  fliall  they  learn  in  God  alone 

Their  hope  fecurely  ftands  ; 
That  th^y  may  ne'er  forget  his  works. 
But  pradife  his  commands. 

Psalm  LXXVIIL  ^dPart.  Com.M- 

IfraePs  rehelUon  and  punijhtnent  /   or^  the  ftns  and 
chajtifements  of  God's  people. 

I  ^^  WHAT  a  ftifF  rebellious  houfe 
V^     Was  Jacob's  ancient  race  ! 
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Falfe  to  t&cir  own  moft  folcmn  vows, 
And  to  their  Maker's  grace. 

2  They  broke  the  cov'aant  of  his  love. 

And  did  his  laws  defpife. 
Forgot  the  worte  he  wrought  to  prove 
His  pow*r  before  their  eyes. 

3  They  faw  the  plagues  on  Egypt  light. 

From  his  avenging  hand  j 
What  dreadful  tokens  of  his  n^ight 
Spread  o'er  that  ilubborn  land. 

4  They  faw  him  cleave  the  mighty  fca,. 

And  march  in  fafety  through. 
With  wat'ry  walls  to  guard  their  way, 
Till  they  had  'fcap*d  the  foe. 

5  A  wondrous  pillar  marked  the  road. 

Composed  of  fhade  and  light  j 
By  day  it  proved  a  flifcltVing  dou'd, 
A  leading  fire  by  night.  4 

6  He  from  the  rock  their  thirft  fuj^ly^d  j 

The  gufliing  waiters  fell. 
And  ran  in  rivers  by  their  fide, 
A  conftant  miracle. 

7  Yet  they  provoked  the  Lord  moft  high. 

And  darM  diftruii;  his  hand ; 
"  Can  he  with  bread  our  hofts  fupply 
"  Amidft  this  defirt  land  r      . 

S  The  Lord  with  indigoalion  heani^ 
And  causM  his  wra^h  to  flam^  j 
His  terrors  evet  ftand  preps^r'd 
To  vindicate  bis  name. 
Pa 


y 
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P  s ALM  LXXVIII.  ^d  Part.  Com.  M. 

ne  punijbment  of  luxury  and  intemperance  ;  or,  chc^- 
'  tifement  and/alvation. 

I  XltTHEN  Ifr'el  fins,  the  Lord  reproves, 
W       And  fills  their  hearts  with  dread  ; 
Yet  he  forgives  the  men  he  loves, 
And  fends  them  heavenly  bread. 

3  He  fed  them  with  a  lib'ral  hand. 
And  made  his  treafures  known  ; 
He  gave  the  midnight  clouds  command 
To  pour  provifion  down. 

3  The  manna,  like  a  morning  fliow'r. 

Lay  thick  around  their  feet : 
The  corn  of  heav*n,  fo  light,  fo  pure, 
As  though  *twere  angels'  meat. 

4  But  they  in  murm'ring  language  (aid, 

**  Manna  is  all  our  feaft, 
«  We  loathe  this  light,  this  airy  bread  ; 
**  We  muft  have  fleflx  to  tafte.*' 

5  «  Ye  fhall  have  flefli  to  pleafe  your  luft,** 

The  Lord,  in  wrath,  replyM ; 
And  fent  them  quails,  like  fand  or  duft, 
Heap'd  up  from  fide  to  fide. 

6  He  ^ve  them  9JI  their  own  defire  j 

And  greedy  as  they  fed» 
Mis  vengeance  buwt  with  fecret  fire. 
And  fmote  the  rebels  dead. 

7  When  fome  were  flain,  the  reft  returned. 

And  fought  the  Lord  with  tears  ; 
Under  the  rod  they  fear'd  and  mourn'd. 
But  ibon  forgot  their  fears. 
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S  CX£t  he  chaftis'd,  and  ftill  forgave, 
TtU,  by  his  gracloiis  hand, 
TtTic  nation  he  refolv'd  to  favc 
P<^e{s'd  the  promised  land. 

Psalm  LXXVIII.    Long  Metre, 

Ver.  31,  ^c. 

Backfiiding  and  forgivenefs ;   or^  Jin  punifhed^  and 

faints  faved. 

I  /^  RE  AT  God,  how  oft  did  Ifr'el  prove 
Xjf  By  turns  thine  anger  and  thy  love ! 
There  in  a  glafs  our  hearts  may  fee 
How  fickle  and  how  falfe  they  be. 

a  How  foon  the  faithlefs  Jews  forgot 
The  dreadfol  wonders  God  had  wrought  1 
Then  they  provoke  him  to  his  face. 
Nor  fear  his  powV,  nor  truft  his  grace. 

3  The  Lord  confum'd  their  years  in  pain. 
And  made  their  travels  long  and  vain  ; 

A  tedious  march,  through  unknown  ways. 
Wore  out  their  ftrength,  and  fpent  their  days. 

4  Oft  when  they  ikw  their  brethren  flain. 
They  mourn'd  and  fought  the  Lord  again  j 
CaU'd  him  the  Rock  of  their  abode. 
Their  high  Redeemer  and  their  God. 

5  Their  pray'rs  and  vows  before  him  rife, 
As  flattering  words,  or  folemri  lies. 
While  their  rebellious  tempers  prove 
Falfe  to  his  covenant, ^nd  his  love. 

6  Yet  did  his  fov'reign  grace  forgive 
The  men  who  ne*er  defervM  to  live  j 
His  anger  oft  away  he  tum'd. 

Or  elfe  with  gentle  ftame  it  buro^d. 
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7  He  law  their  flcfti  was  weak  and  frail, 
He  faw  temptations  ftill  prevail  j     ■ 
The  God  of  Abra'm  lov^d  them  ftill. 
And  led  them  to  his  holy  hill. 

Psalm  LXXX.     Lcmg  Metre, 

The  churches  prayer  under  ^jSHStion  ;  or^  the  vineyard 
of  Cod  wajied. 

1  /^  RE  AT  Shepherd  of  thine  Ifrael, 

vy  Who  didft  between  the  cherubs  dw^. 
And  led  the  tribes,  thy  chofen  iheep. 
Safe  through  the  defart  and  the  deep* 

2  Thy  church  is  in  the  defert  jaow. 

Shine  from  on  high,  and  guide  it  through  | 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore. 
We  (hall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more» 

3  Great  God,  whom  heav'^ly  hofts  obey. 
How  long  fliall  we  lament  and  pray, 
And  wait  in  vain  thy  kind  return  ? 
How  long  Ihall  thy  fierce  anger  burn  ? 

4  Inftead  of  wine  and  cheerful  br^^ 
Thy  faints  with  their  own  tears  ar^  fed ; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore. 

We  fiiall  be  fay'd,  and  figh  no  more. 

Pau$«  I. 

5  Haft  tSou  not  planted  with  thy  hands 
,  A  lovely  vine  in  heathen  lands  ? 

Did  mA  thy  pow'r  defend  it  rottnd, 
And  heav'nly  dews  curiqh  the  ground  ? 

6  How  did  the  fprea^ing  branches  feoot, 
And  blefs'd  the  nations  with  their  fruit  [ 
Put  now,  dear  E-ord,  look  down  and  fee 
Thy  mourning  vine,  that  lovely  tree. 
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7  Why  is  its  beauty  thus  defac'd  ? 
Why  haft  thou  laid  her  fences  wafte  ? 
Strangers  and  foes  againft  her  join. 
And  cv'ry  beaft  devours  the  vine. 

8  Return,  Almighty  God,  return  ; 
Nor  let  thy  bleeding  vineyard  mourn  ; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore ; 
We  fliall  be  fay'd,  and  iigh  no  more* 

Pause  If. 

9  Lord,  when  this  vine  in  Canam  grew. 
Thou  waft  its  ftrength  and  glory  too ! 
Attacked  in  vain  by  all  its  foes. 
Till  the  fair  Branch  of  Promife  rofe. 

10  Fair  Branch,  ordain'd  of  old  to  {hoot 
From  David's  ftock,  from  Jacob's  root ; 
Himfelf  a  noble  vine,  and  we 
The  leffer  branches  of  the  tree. 

1 1  *Tis  thine  own  Son  !  and  he  fliall  ftand,  * 
Girt  with  thy  ftrength,  at  thy  right  hand  i  i 
Thy  firft-born  Son,  adorn'd  and  hleft 

With  pow'r  and  grace  above  the  reft.  I 

12  Oh  !  for  his  fake  attend  our  cry  ;  j 
Shine  on  thy  churches,  left  they  die  i  | 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore  j  ^i 
We  fliall  be  fav'd,  and  Iigh  no  more. 

Psalm  LXXXI.  i,8-i6.  Short  Met. 

The  warnings  of  God  to  his  people  ;  or^fpiritual  b!ejfm  {, 

ings  and  puniJbmenU.  ^ 


'       QING  to  the  Lord  alpiid, 


,^_, "  And  make  a  joyful  noife  ;  ^ 

God  is  our  ftrength,  our  Saviour  God,  j" 

Let  Ifr'el  hear  his  voice. 
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2      "  From  vile  idolatry 

"  Prcfcrve  my  wormtp  dean  ; 

"  I  am  the  Lord  who  £et  thee  free 

"  From  flayVy  and  from  fin* 

2  "  Stretch  thy  defires  abroad^ 
**  And  Fll  fupply  them  well ; 

"  But  if  ye  will  refufe  your  God,  ^ 

•^Iflfr'elwiUrcbclj 

4  «  Fll  leave  them/'  faith  the  Lord, 
**  To  their  own  lufts  a  prey, 

**  And  let  them  run  the  dangerous  road  j  (I 

*•  *Tis  their  own  chofen  way.  ] 

5  «  Yet,  O  !  that  all  my  faints  > 
"  Would  hearken  to  my  voice  ! 

"  Soon  I  would  eafe  their  fore  complaints,  - 

"  And  bid  their  hearts  rejoice. 

6  "  While  1  dcftroy  their  foes, 
"  Fd  richly  feed  my  flock, 

"  And  they  Ihould  tafte  the  ftream  i;hat  flows   i 
"  From  their  eternal  Rock." 

PsALM  LXXXIL     Long  Metre. 

God  ibefupreme  Governor  ;    or^  ma^i/irates  warned. 

I      A  MONG  th*  affemblies  of  the  great, 
XX  -A.  greater  Ruler  takes  his  fe^t ; 
The  God  of  heaven,  as  Judge,  furveys 
Thofe  gods  on  earth,  and  all  their  ways. 

a  Why  will  ye  then  frame  wicked  laws  ? 
Or  why  fupport  th'  unrighteous. caufe  ? 
When  will  ye  once  defend  the  poor? 
That  finners  vex  the  faints  no  mo;re  ? 

3  They  know  not,  Lord,  nor  will  they  know  ; 
•  Dark  are  the  ways  in  which  they  go  : 
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Their  name  of  earthly  gods  is  vatn. 
For  they  ihall  fall  and  die  Uke  men. 

4  Arife,  O  Lord,  and  let  (hy  Son 
Pofie^  his  univerfal  throne. 
And  rule  the  nations  with  his  rod  ; 
He  is  our  Judge,  and  he  our  God. 

Psalm  LXXXIII.     Short  Metre. 

A  complaint  again/i  perfecutars. 

XT^  Perpetual  £lence  keep  ? 

The  God  of  jufiice  hold  his  peace. 

And  let  his  vengeance  fleep  \ 

3     Behold,  what  curfed  fnares 
The  men  of  mifchief  foread  ; 
The  men  that  hate  thy  faints,  and  thee, 
Lift  up  their  threatening  head. 

3  Againft  thy  hidden  ones 
Their  counfels  they  employ. 

And  malice,  with  her  watchtul  eye, 
Purfues  theni  to  deftroy. 

4  The  noble  and  the  bafe 
Into  thy  paftures  leap  ; 

The  lion  and  the  fiupid  afs 
Confpire  to  vex  thy  fccep. 

5  **  Come,  let  us  join,''  they  cry, 

"  To  root  them  from  the  ground, 
"  Till  net  <he  name  of  faints  remain, 
"  Nor  mem'ry  fihill  be  found," 

6  Awake,  Almighty  God, 
Arid  csfll  thy  wrath  to  mind  j 

Give  them,  Hke  forefts,  to  the  fire. 
Or  ftubWe  t30  the  wind. 
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7  Convince  their  madnefs,  Lord,^ 
And  make  them  feek  thy  name ; 

Or  clfe  their  ftubbom  rage  confound. 
That  they  tnay  die  in  mame. 

8  Then  fliall  the  nations  know 
That  glorious  dreadful  word^ 

Jehovah  is  thy  name  alone. 
And  thou  the  fov'reign  Lordi 

Psalm  LXXXIV.  iJiPart  LongM. 

The  pleafure  of  public  nvorjhip. 

X .  T  TOW  pleafant,  how  divinely  fair, 
X  X  O  Lord  of  Hofts,  thy  dwellings  arc  I 
With  long  defire  my  fpirit  faints 
To  meet  th*  affetnblles  of  thy  faints. 

2  My  flefli  would  reft  in  thine  abode^ 
My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God  j 
My  God  !  my  King  !  why  fliould  I  b<l 
So  far  from  all  my  joys  and  thee  \ 

§  The  fparrow  choofes  where  to  reft. 
And  for  her  young  provides  her  neft  1 
But  will  my  God  to  fparroWs  grant 
That  pleafure  which  his  children  wadtj 

4  Blcft  are  the  faints^  who  fit  on  high. 
Around  thy  throne  of  majcfty } 
Thy  brighteft  glories  fliine  above. 
And  all  their  work  is  prsiife  and  love* 

^  Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  fiixd  a  place 
Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace  j 
There  they  behold  thy  gentler  rays. 
And  feck  thy  face,  and  learn  thy  pralfei 

6  Bleft  arc  the  men  whofe  hearts  are  fet 
To  find  the  way  to  Zion's  gate  j 
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God  is  thdr  ftrength ;  and  through  the  re 
They  lean  upon  their  hdper^  God. 

7  Cheerful  they ^  walk  vnth  growing  (Irengtli 
Till  all  (hall  meet  in  heav'n  at  length ; 
Till  all  befwre  thy  face  appear. 
And  join  in  mMer  worfliip  there. 

Psalm  LXXXIV.  ad  Part.  Long 

Gad  and  his  c buret ;  or^  grace  and  glory. 

1  1^1  REAT  God,  attend,  while  Zion  fin^s 
Xjf  The  joy  that  from  thy  prefencc  fpriii 
To  fpend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth 
Exceeds  a  thoufand  days  of  mirth. 

2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meaneft  place 
Within  thy  houfe,  O  God  of  grace, 
Not  tents  of  eafe,  nor  thrones  of  powV, 
Should  tempt  ipy  feet  to  leave  thy  door. 

5  God  is  our  fun ;   he  makes  our  day  : 
God  is  our  (hield  \  he  guards  our  way 
From  all  th'  aflaults  of  pell  and  (in. 
From  foes  without,  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  will  God  beftow. 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glory  too  : 
He  gives  us  all  thii^s,  and  withhold[s 
No  real  good  from  upright  fouls* 

5  O  God,  our  King,  whofe  fov'reign  fway 
The  glorious  liolts  of  heav'n  obey  \ 
And  devils  at  thy  prefence  flee  j 

^(t  is  the  man  that  trufts  in  thee. 
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Psxr\i  J.XXXIT.     1,4,  2.,  3,  10. 

Paraphrifed  in  Common  Metre, 

Delist  In  ordinances  of  worjhip ;  or^'Gtid.prefent  in 

his  churches. 

1  It  /T  Y  foul,  bow  Iqsyely  k  th^  placa 
iVJl  To  whicli  thy -God  f  cibrts  ! 
*Tis>h*av*n  to  fte^his  fmaingfec^^  - 

Though  in  his  earthly  courts. 

a  There  the  grett'Iilonarch  of  the  &ies 

His  faving  ffow^r  dtfplays  ;  .  ^ 

Arid  Wght  tnre^ks  'in  upon  but  icyes. 
With  klna  wd  iqi^iidk^inig  rays. 

3  With  his  rich  gifts  the  heav'rily 'Dove 

Defcends  i^dfilfethepla^e,  ^ 

While  Chrift  reveals  his  wdiidroixs  love^ 
!And  iheds  abroad  his  grace, 

4  There,tnighty  God,  tliy  words  dedare 

The  fecrete  of  thy  tifill  J 
Aad  ftill  wc  iiael^  t^y  mcarcy  theucf 
And  fingithy.prai&sfitiU* 

5  My  hcmaikl^fliii  eiy  JOtttTf'o^ 

While  for  frjofin  <tldite  itbodc :    , 
When  flba^ll'I  tread  thrjr  courtej  andiee 
My  Saviour  and  any  God^ 

6  The  ^WTDW  builds  herfi^f  a  fieftt 

And  buffers /no  remov*:; 
O  make  roe,  like  the  ifixivm^  bbf^. 
To  dwdl:  feu  t  where  I  love. 

7  To  fit  one  day  beneath  thine  eye. 

And  hear  thy  gracious  voice. 
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Exceeds  a  whole  etie«ity 
I        Etnploy'd  in  carnal  JQya. 

8  Lord,  at  thy  thrcfhold  I  MTOuld  wait. 

While  Jefus  is  within,  ^     * 

Rather  than  fill  a  tironc  of  flate, 
Or  live  in  tents  of  fin. 

9  Could  I  command  the  fpacious  land. 

And  the  more  boundlcfs  fea, 
For  one  bleft  hour  at  thy  right  hand 
rd  give  them  both  away> 

Psalm  LXXXiy.  Particular  Metre. 

Longing  fo9^  ihe  houfs  of  God. 
1    T    ORD  of  the  worlds  aboVe, 
JLi  How  pleafant  and  how  fair 
The  dwellings  of 'thy  love. 
Thine  earthly  temples  are ! 
To  thine  abode 
My  heart  afpires,  . 

With  warm  defires, 
To  fee  my  Ood.         , 
2    The  fparrow  for  her  young 
t     With  pleafure  fecks  a.neft, 
And  wand'ring  fwallows  long 
To  fidd  their  wonted  reft : 
My  fpirit  faints. 
With  equal  zeal, 
To  rife  and  dwell 
Among  thy  faints. 

3    O  h2(j)py  fouk  that  pray, 
Where  God  appointi  to  Ii4ar ! 
O  happy  meo  that  g'ay 
Their  conftant  fet^^e  there ! 


/ 
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TheypraifetheeftiUj 
And  happy  they 
That  love  the  way 
TfeZ^n'shiU! 

They  gTfircwi  firength  to  ftrength. 


Through  this  dark  vaie  of  tuars. 
Till  each  arrives  at  Ipngth, 
Till  each  in  heav'ri  appears  : 

0  glorious  feat, 
When  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring 
Our  willing  feet ! 

Pa  use, 
5    To  fpen^^^im  facred  day 
Where  God  iRid  faints  abide, 
i^ffords  diviner  joy 
Than  thoufand  davs  befifte?: 
Where  God  relorts, 

1  love  it  mor^ 
Tokeef)  the  door,    . 
Than  fhine  in  courts. 

C     God  is  our  fun  and  ihield. 
Our  light  and  our  defence ; 
With  gifts  his  hands^arc  fdlM, 
.  We  draw  our  bleffings  thence  : 
Hefhallbeftow 
-On  Jacob's  race 
Peculiar  grace 
And  glory  too. 

7     The  Lord  his  people  loves  ; 
His  hand  no  ^ood  withholds 
From  thofe  his  heart  approves^ 
From  pure  ^nd  pious  ibuls : 


Psalm  8.5.  It5 


Thrice  ^ppy  i^ 
G.God  ofHpits^ 
t^ofe  fpirit  trails 
Alone  ia  thee,  r, 


Psalm  LXXXV.  rfiPartfi  JLongM. 

Var.  i--^8*    Waiting  fir  an  anfuM^  to  prayer  ;  or, 
deliverance  hfiffm  and  completed. 

I  T    ORD,  thou  haft  called  thy  gnce  to.  mind, 
1  A  Thou  haft  reveits'd  our  heavy  doom  : 
So  God  forgave  whtea  Ifi:*ipl  finnM,, 
And  brought  bis  wancTriug  o^tivess  home. 

t  Thou  haft  begua  to  fet  U5  fr^e, 
Aad  made  thy  fi^rceft  wr2^  achate ; 
Now  let  our  hc?irts  be  turn'd  to  thee. 
And  thy  falvation  be  complete 

3  Revive  our  dyin^  graces^  Lord, 
And  let  thy  faints  in,  thee  rejoice  i 
Make  known  thj^  truth,  fulfil  thy  word  % 
We  wait  for  praife  to  tune  our  voice. 

4  We  wait  to  hcai:  ^hat  God  will:  fay  j 
He*ll  fpe^k,  a«d  give  his  people  peace  :j 
But  let  them  run  no,  more  aftray. 

Left  his  returjaing  wrath  iocreafe* 

Psalm  hX.'^^KV^.' cud  Part.  Lon^M. 

Vcr.  9,&c,>  §alvafi«n  i^  CAr^ 

I  Q  ALV4XIQN  k  forever  nigh"  ' 
C^  The  fbxith  Ui.a.t  fear  ^nd  trvtt  tU^  J^^a} . 
Ami  grace^  ddqendiog  frba).  Oil,  ^eb^ 
,      Frelh  hopes  of  ^or  jj  Sja^fl  ^ffpcd. 
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2  Mercy  and  truth  on  earth  are  met. 

Since  Chrift  the  Lord  came  down  from  heav'n : 
By  his  'obedience,  fi>  Complete, 
Jufiice  is  pleased,  and  peace  is  giv'n. 

3  Now  truth  and  honour  ihall  abound. 
Religion  dwell  on  earth  again. 

And  heavlhly  influence  ble&  the  ground. 
In  our  Rl&(ikemer's  gentle  reign. 

4  His  righteoulhefs  is  gone  beifore, 
To.  give  us  ftcc  accefs  to  God  : 

Our  wand'tihg  feet  fliall  ftray  no  more. 
But  mark  his  fteps,  and  keep  the  road. 

Psalm  LXXXVI.    Com.  M^tre. 

Ver.  8—1 3.     A  general  Jong  ofpraife  to  G^d. 
I      A  MONO  the  princes,  earthly  gods, 
x\.  There's  none  hath  pdw'r  divine  j 
Nor  is  their  nature,  mighty  Lord, 
iJor  are  their  wotks  like  thine. 

t  The  iiations  thou  haft  made,  Ihall  bring 
Their  offerings  round  thy  throne; 
For  thou  alone  doft  wondrous  things. 
For  thou  art  God  alone. 

3  Lord,  I  wouia  mJik  with  holy  feet ; 

Teach  me  thy  heavenly  ways. 
And  my  poor  fcatter'd  thoughts  unite 
In  God  my  Father^  praife. 

4  Great  is  thy  mercy,  aiid  my  tongue 

Shall  thofe  fweet  wonders  tell. 
How  by  thy  grace  my  finking  foul 
: '  Rofe  from  \hc  deeps  of  heu.  . 
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Psalm  LXXXVIL    Long  Metre. 

The  church  fhs  birth-place  of  the  faints  ;  or^  Jews 

and  Gentiles  united  in  the  Chri/iian  church. 
X  ^^  OD  in  his  earthly  temple  lays 

\J  Foundations  for  his  heav'nly  praife : 

He  likes  the  tents  of  Jacob  vvell^ 

But  ftill  in  Zion  loves  to  dwell. 

2  His  mercy  vifits  ev'ry  boufe. 

That  p^y  their  night  and  morning  vows  j 
But  makes  a  more  delightful  (lay 
Where  churches  meet  to  praife  and  pray. 

3  "What  glories  were  defcrib'd  of  old  ? 
What  wonders  are  of  Zion  told  I 
Thou  city  of  our  God  below. 

Thy  fame  fliall  Tyre  and  Egypt  know. 

4  Egypt  and  Tyre,  and  Greek  and  JeW, 
Shall  there  begin  their  lives  anew  : 
Angels  and  men  fliall  join  to  fing 
The  hill  where  living  waters  fpring. 

5  When  God  makes  up  his  lad  account 
Of  natives  in  his  holy  mount, 
Twill  be  an  honour  to  appear 

As  one  new  born,  or  nourifhM  there  ! 

Psalm  LXXXIX.  iftPart.  LongM. 

The  icovenant  made  with  Cbri/l ;  or^  the  true  David. 

1  TT^OREVER  {hall  my  fong  record 
J7    The  truth  and  mercy  of  the  Lord  j 
Mercy  and  truth  forever  iland, 
like  h^v^n,  eftabli&'d  by  his  hand. 

ft  Thus  to  his  Son  he  fware,  and  faid,  . 
^'  ^\K\k  tbce^  f^v'nant  firft  is  ol^de  > 
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^^  III  tboe  iball  dying  fill  ners' Ihre  $ 
**  Qlorjr  and  grace  are  thine  to  give. 

3  «  Be  t;hpu  my  FropM*  thou  my  ftkUi'^ 
«  Thy  children  ffiall  be  ever  bl«ft ; 

«  Thou  art  mj  chpfbn  JTmg  j  «by  thi«<»tf 
«  Shall  ftand  ^terha!,  like  n»y  own. 

4  **  There's  none  of  all  roy  fbas  above. 
♦*  So  much  my  inaage  or  my  love } 
*«  Celeftial  po  w'rs^  tfty  fubje^^a^  are : 
•'Then  what  cati  earth  to  %k^  tompwtt  ? 

5  "  Davids  my  fervant^  whpna  I  chpfe, 

"  To  guard  my  fiock,  to  cruffi  my  rocs^' 
"  And  rais'd  him  to  the  Jewifli  throM» 
"  Was  but  a^  fhadow  erf  my  Sott.'*^ 

6  Now  let  the.  church  rejoice  and  flag 
Jefus  her  Saviour  and  ner  King  ; 
Angels  his  heavenly  womfeps.  {how, 
And  faints*  declai^e  his  works  below* 


Psalm  LXXXIX.  iJtiPtirL  ComuM. 

I  T^^  Y  never-ceaSlig  fon^  fttall  fliow 
iVJL  The  mercies  of  the  Lord' ;       ^ 
Aj?d  make  fticceeding  ages  know 
iiow  f^thfui  h  hi^  word. 

a  Tb«  f^cred  truths  his  lips  pronounce 
Shall  firnd  as  l^eav'n  endure  : 
And  if  he  fpeafc  a.proinife  once^ 
Th'  eternal  grace  is  fiire. 
3  How  long  the  race  of  I)avicJ  held' 

The  prorais'd  Jewifli  throne  j         .   .  ,:      ; 
But  there*-^  a  nobler  cov'li^nt^&al^ 
To  ©ftvid's  gFeatM  Sob^ 
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4  His  toed  forever  fhall  poflefs 

A 'throne  above  the  ikies  ; 
The  mcaneft  fubje£t  of  his  grace 
Shall  to  that  glory  rife. 

5  Lord  God  of  Hofts,  thy  wondrous  ways 

Are  fung  by  iaints  above ; 
And  faints  on  earth  their  honours  raife 
To  thine  unchanging  love. 

Psalm  LXXXIX.  2d  Part.  Com.M. 

Ver.  7,  &c. 
The  power  and  majefiy  of  God  ;  or^  reverential  worjbif. 
I  XTt /"ITH  reverence  let  the  faints  appeart 
VV     And  bow  before  the  Lord ; 
His  high  commands  with  reverence  bear^ 
And  tremble  at  his  word. 

a  How  terrible  thy  glories  be  ! 

How  bright  thine  armies  fhine ! 
Where  is  the  pow*r  that  vies  with  theei 
Or  truth  compared  with  thine  ? 

3  Th6  northern  pole  and  fouthern  reft 

On  thy  fupporting  hand  ; 
Darknefi  and  day  jFrom  eaft  to  weft 
Move  round  at,  thy  command. 

4  Thy  words  the  raging  winds  control, 

And  rule  the  boift'rous  deep  j 
Thou  mak*ft  the  fleeping  billows  roll. 
The  rolling  billows  fleep. 

5  Heav'n,  earth,  and  air,  and  fea  are  thine, 

And  the  dark  wQrM  of  hell ; 
How  did  thine  arm  in  vengeance  flune. 
When  Egypt  durft  rebd  ! 
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6  Jufticc  and  judgment  are  «ky  throiie^  ['  y 
Yet  wondrous  i«  thy  grlce  ; 
While  truth  said  m^rcy,  joia*d  ia  one^ 
Invite  us  near  thy  fece. 

Psalm  LXXXIX  ^d  Part  C.  M. 

Vior.  15s  &c.    Abkffed'Gtfpd. 

I  T^LEST  are  the  f6u!s  that  heat  and  kncJw 
\\  The  gofpePs  joyful  found  y 
face  fhall  attend  the  pittlrs  they  gcr. 
And  light  their  ftepi  furmund. 

a  Thejr  joy  fliaU  bear  tftctr  fpktt^  up, 
/lihrotfghithdr  Redeemer's  oanoe  j^ 
His  righteoofnie&  exalts  theiT  Kope^ 
Nor  £itan  dares  condemn. 

3  The  Lord,  our  glbry  and  defeticd, 
Strength  and  fah^adim  g^ycs^ : 
Ifr'el,  thy  ting  for«ver  reigns. 
Thy  God  forever  lives. 

Psalm  LXXXIX.  '^tk  Part.  C.  M. 

Ver.  19^  &e. 

Chri/i*s  medkifvHai  kingdom;  er^  Mss^ini>  and  hu- 
man nature. 

i  T  TEAR  what  the  Lor4:  in  vi&oit  ftid, 

XjL  And  made  Iris  mercy  kno^^a  j 
.    ^'  Sinners^  behold  your  help  i%  laid 
♦'  On  my  Almighty  S(mu 

a  ^  Behold  the  man  my  wifiiom.  alRi& 
"  Among  yoar  mottial  noe^ 
**  Hisr  facGul  my  holy  ©ifc  d^canfioairt^. 
'«  The  Spirit  of  »y  gfiacd. 
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3  ^'  High  ihill  he  reign  lon  Bavid's  throjie^ 

**  My  pcoidc^s  better  Kiug  ; 
^<  My  aim  ihzW  beat  his  rivals  down, 
"  And  ftill  new  fubjefts  bring. 

4  ^^  My  tnitb  fiiall  guard  him  in  his  way^ 

"  With  mercy  by  his  fide, 
^  While  in  my  nam<e,  through  earth  aiKl  fea, 
"  He  {hall  in  triumph  ride. 

5  *'  Me  for  his  Father  .and  his  Gcd 

*'  He  Ihall  for  ever  own, 
*^  Call  m^  his  rock,  his  h jgh  zbode^ 
'^  And  V\{  iafjpprt  my  S^n. 

6  ^^  My  firt^-born  Soo»  array 'd  in  grace, 

**  At  my  right  Mnd  (hall  lit ; 
*'  Bcnciath  him  aingels  know  their  place, 
*^  And  moD^r^hs  at  his  feet* 

7  "fMy  covenant  Iftands  forever  fatl ; 

**  My  promifes  are  ftroog  j 
'<  HrtA  fts  the  hea^'fis  his  throne  fliall  lad, 
"  His  feed  endure  as  Jong/' 

Psalm  LXXXIX.  ^th  Part  CM. 

Ver.  30,  &c, 

Tbe-C9wn0nt  if.p^oce  unchangeabh/i  %r^xifil6tkm 
without  ryeRim. 

I  "  \7"ET,  ,({aith  the  Lord)  if  David's  tace, 
X     "  The  children  of  my  Son, 
^iShyuld  break  my  LvWs,  abufe  my  gr&ce, 
-  "And  tempt  mine  anger  down  j 

1  ^  Th^ir  ifiBs  rU  vifit  with  thexod, 
,  *^  4ad  mj^ke^their  folly  fmart ; . 
"  But  lyi  aot  peafe  to  be  their  Go<J|# 
'*  Nor  from  my  'tri^th  depart. 
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3  **  My  covenant  I  will  ne'er  revoke, 

"  But  keep  my  grace  rn  mind  ; . 
*^  And  what  eternal  love^hath  fpoke, 
«  Eternal  truth  {hall  bind. 

4  **  Once  have  1  fworn,  (I  need  no  more) 

**  And  plcdgM  my  holincfs, 
♦*  To  feal  the  Mcred  promife  fure 
**  To  David  and  his  race. 

5  **  The  fun  fliall  fee  his  offspring  rile, 

"  And  fpread  from  fea  to  fea, 
**  Long  as  he  travels  round  the  ikies, 
"  To  give  the  nations  day. 

6  "  Sure  as  the  moon,  that  rules  the  night, 

<*  His  kingdom  fhall  endure, 
"  Till  the  fix'd  laws  of  fliade  and  light 
<«  Shall  be  obferv*d  no  more." 


PsALM  LXXXIX.    2d  Part.   h.  M 

Ver.  47,  &c.     M&rtality  and  b^pe. 

A  funeral  Pfalm. 

I  T^  EMEMBER,  Lord,  our  mortal  ftate, 
JtX  How  frail  our  life !  how  fliort  the  date  ! 
Where  is  the  man  that  draws  his  breath 
Safe  from  difeafe,  fecure  from  death  ? 

a  Lord,  ^l^te  we  f?e  whole  nations  die,    ^ 
Our  flefti  and  fenfe  repine  and  cry, 
<*  Muft  death  forever  ra^e  and  reign  f 
"Or  haft  thou  made  mankind  in  vain  ? 

3  "  Where  is  thy  promife  to  the  juft  ? 
"  Are  ftcrt:  thy  fervants  turnM  to^^dufif** 
But  Mxjx  forbids  thefe  mournful  iS|^ 
And  fees  the  fleeping  duft  artfe*       - 
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That  glorious  hour,  that  dreadful  day, 
Wipes  the  reproach  of  faints  away, 
And  clears  the  honour  of  thy  word  : 
Awake,  our  fouls,  and  blefs  the  Lord. 

?salmLXXXIX.  lafiPart.  Pan  M. 

Ver.  47,  &c. 
Life^  deaths  and  the  r^furreilion^ 

I  npHINK,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  man  ; 
X     How  few  his  hours !  how  (hort  his  fpan ! 

Short  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Who  can  fecure  his  vital  breath 
Againft  the  bold  demands  of  death,. 
With  Ikill  to  fly,  or  pow'r  to  fave  ? 

Lord,  Ihall  it  be  forever  faid, 

**  The  race  of  man  was  only  made 

*'  For  ficknefs,  forrow,  and  the  duft  ?'' 
Are  not  thy  fervants,  day  by  day. 
Sent  to  their  graves,  and  turn  to  clay  ? 

Lord,  Where's  thy  kindnefs  to  the  juft  ? 

3  Haft  thou  not  promised  to  thy  Son, 
And  all  his  feed,,  a  heav'nly  crown  ? 

But  flefh  and  fenfe  indulge  defpair: 
Forever  bleffed  be  the  Lord, 
That  faith  can  read  his  holy  word, 

And  find  a  relurredion  there. 

4  Forever  bleffed  be  the  Lord,  ; 
Who  gives  his  faints  a  long  reward^ 

For  all  their  toil*  reproach  and  pain  ; 
Let  all  below,  and  all  above. 
Join  to  proclaim  thy  wondrous  love. 

And  each  repeat  a  loud  ainea. 
R 


^ 
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Psalm  XC.     Long  Metre. 

Man  rnortal^  and  God  eternal. 

A  mournful  fong  at  a  funeral. 

I  npHROUGH  ev'ry  age,  eternal  God, 
X    Thou  art  our  reft,  our  fafe  abode ; 
High  was  thy  throne  ere  heav'n  was  made. 
Or  earth  thy  huttil^  footftool  laid. 

%  Long  hadft  thou  reign'd  ere  time  began, 
Or  duft  was  falhion'd  into  man  ; 
And  long  thy  kingdom  (hall  endure. 
When  earth  and  Ximt  Ihall  be  no  more. 

.3  But  man,  weak  man,  is  born  to  die. 
Made  up  of  guilt  and  vanity  : 
Thy  dreadful  fentence.  Lord,  was  krft, 
**  Return,  ye  finners,  to  your  duft." 

4  [[A  thouiand  of  our  years  amount 
Scarce  to  a  day  in  thine  account ; 
Like  yefterday's  departed  light. 

Or  the  laft  watch  of  ending  night.] 

Pause. 

5  Death,  like  an  overflowing  fiream, 
Sweeps  us  away  :  our  life^  a  dream } 
An  empty  tale ;  a  morning  flowV, 
Cut  down  and  withered  in  an  hour. 

is  [Our  age  to  fcvcnty  years  is  fet : 

How  fliort  the  t^rm  !  how  frail  the  fiatcl 

And  if  to  eighty  we  arrive. 

We  rather  figh  and  groan  than  live. 

7  But  O Jbow  oft  thy  wrath  a{qpears. 
And  cuts  off  our  expcAed  years; 
Thy  wrath  awakes  our  humble  dread  j 
We  fear  the  pow'r  that  ftrikes  us  deadj 
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8  Teach  u$,  O  Lord,  how  frail  is  roaD  ! 
And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  fpao. 
Till  a  wife  care  of  piety 
Fit  us  to  die  and  dweu  with  thee. 

Psalm  XC.  ly^  Parf.  Common  Met. 

Ver.  I — 5.     Manfrailj  and  God  eternal. 

I  f\p^  God,  our  help  in  ages  paft, 
V^  Our  hope  for  years  to  come. 
Our  fheker  from  the  ftormy  biaft. 
And  our  eternal  home. 

1  Under  the  ihadow  of  thy  throne 
Thy  faints  have  dwelt  fecure ; 
Suffiaent  is  thine  arm  alone. 
And  our  defence  is  fure. 

3  Before  the  hills  in  order  flood. 

Or  earth  received  her  frame. 
From  everlafting  thou  art  God, 
To  endlefs  years  the  fame. 

4  Thy  word  commands  our  flelh  to  duft, 

"  Return,  ye  fons  of  men  :*' 
All  nations  rafe  from  earth  at  firft. 
And  turn  to  earth  again. 

5  A  thoufand  ages,  in  thy  fight,    . 

Are  like  an  evening  gone  ; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night, 
Before  the  rifing  fun. 

6  [The  bufy  tribes*  of  flefli  and  blood, 

With  all  their  lives  and  cares. 
Are  carried  downwards  by  the  flood, 
And  loft  in  following  years. 

7  Time,  like  an  ever-roUing  ftream. 

Bears  all  its  {bus  xway  ^ 
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They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

8  Like  flow'ry  fields  the  nation  ftand, 

Pleas'd  with  the  morning  light : 
The  flowers  beneath  the  mower's  hand 
Lie  withering  ere  'tis  night.] 

9  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  pafl:. 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come,  , 

Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  laft^ 
And  our  eternal  home. 

Psalm  XC.  2d  Part.  Common  Met.    ' 

Ver.  8,  11,  9,  10,  12. 

hifirmities  and  mortality  the  effeBaf  fin  /  or^  llfc^  old    | 
age^  and  preparation  for  death. 

1  T    ORD,  if  thine  eyes  furvey  our  faults, 
1  J  And  juftice  grows  fevere, 

Thy  dreadnil  wrath  exceeds  our  thoughts. 
And  burns  beyond  our  fear. 

2  Thine  anger  turns  our  frame  to  duft  ; 

'  By  one  offence  to  thee, 
Adam,  with  all  his  fons,  have  loft 
Their  immortality. 

3  Life,  like  a  vain  amufement,  flies, 

A  fable  or  a  fong ; 
By  fwift  degrees  our  nature  dies. 
Nor  can  our  joys  be  long. 

4  *Tis  but  a,  few  whofe  days  amount 

To  threefcore  years  and  ten  ; 
And  all  beyond  that  fliort  account 
Is  forrow,  toil,  and  pain* 
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5  [Our  vitals,  with  laborious  ftrife. 

Bear  up  the  crazy  load. 
And  drag  thofe  poor  remains  of  life 
Along  the  tirelbme  road.^ 

6  Almighty  God,  rereal  thy  Iove» 

And  not  thy  wrath  alone ; 
0  let  our  fwect  experience  prove 
llie  mercies  of  thy  throne. 

7  Our  fouls  would  learn  the  heaVnly  art 

V  improve  the  hours  we  have. 
That  we  may  aft  the  wifer  part. 
And  live  beyond  the  grave. 

PsALM  XC.  ^d  Part.  Common  Met* 

Ver.  13,  &c.     Breathing  i^er  heaven. 

1  T\  ETURN,  O  God  6f  love,  return  : 
J\     Earth  i*  a  tirefome  place ; 
How  long  ihall  wc  thy  children  mourn 

Our  abfence  from  thy  face  ? 

2  Let  heav'n  fucceed  our  painful  years. 

Let  (in  and  forrow  ceafe  ; 
And  in  proportion  to  our  tears. 
So  make  our  joys  increafe. 

3  Thy  wonders  to  thy  iervants  fhow. 

Make  thine  own  work  complete  ; 
Then  fhall  our  fouls  thy  glory  know. 
And  own  thy  love  was  great. 

4  Then  (hall  we  &ine  before  thy  throne 
In  all  thy  beauty.  Lord ; 
And  the  poor  fcrvice  we  have  done. 
Meet  a  divine  reward. 
Ra 
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Psalm  XC.     Short  Metre. 

Ver.  5,  10,  I2*     The  frailty  and  Jhortnefs  of  life. 

1  T    ORD,  what  a  feeble  piece 
\  A  Is  this  our  mortal  frame  ? 

Our  life,  how  poor  a  trifle  'tis, 
That  fcarce  deferves  the  name  I 

2  Alas  !  'twas  brittle  clay- 
That  built  our  body  firft ! 

And  ev'ry  month  and  ev'ry  day 
'Tis  niould'ring  back  to  duft. 

3  Oup  moments  fly  apace, 

'  Nor  will  our  minutes  ftay  j 
Jufl:  like  a  flood  our  hafty  days 
Are  fweeping  us  away. 

4  Well,  if  our  days  muli  fly. 
We'll  keep  their  end  in  %ht ; 

We'll  fpend  thenri  all  in  wifdom's  way,* 
And  let  them  fpeed  their  flight. 

5  They'll  waft  us  fooner  o'er 
This  life's  tempeftuous  fea  : 

Soon  we  ftiall  reach  the  peaceful  fliore 
Of  blefl:  eternity.. 

Psalm  XCL  ver.  i — 7.  Long  Met, 

Safi^ty  in  public  difeafes  and  dangers. 

1  T  T  E  that  hath  made  his  refuge,  God,. 
JL  Jl  Shall  iind  a  moft  fecure  abode  j. 
Shall  walk  all  day  beneath  his  fhade, 
And  there  at  night  fliall  reft  has  head.. 

2  Then  will  I  fay,  «  My  God,  thy  pow'r 
"  Shall  be  my  fortrcfs  and  my  tow'r  :: 
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"  I,  that  am  form'd  of  feeble  duft, 

**  Make  thine  almighty  arm  my  truft.** 

3  Thrice  happy  man  !  thy  Maker's  care 
Shall  keep  thee  from  the  fowler's  fnare  ; 
Satan,  the  fowler,  who  betrays 
Unguarded  fouls  a  thoufand  ways. 

4  Juft  as  a  hen  piotefts  her  brood 

(From  birds  of  prey  that  feek  their  blood) 
Under  her  feathers,  fo  the  Lord 
Makes  his  own  arm  his  people's  guards 

5  If  burning  beams  of  noon  confpire 
To  dart  a  peftilential  fire, 

God  is  their  life,  his  wings  are  fpread 
To  fhield  them*  with  a  healthful  ihadc. 

6  If  vapours,  with  malignant  breath, 
Rife  thick,  and  fcatter  midnight  death,. 
Ifrael  is  fafe  :  The  poifon'd  air 
Grows  pure,,  if  Ifraers  God  be  therein 

PAUSE.- 

7  What  though  a  thoufand  at  thy  fide, 
At  thy  right  hand  ten  thoufand  dy*d  I 
Thy  God  his  chofen  peopk  faves, 
Amongft  the' dead,  amidft  the  graves- 

8  So  when  he  fent  his  angel  down 

To  make  his  wrath  in  Egypt  known^ 
And  flew  their  ifons,  his  careful  eye 
Paft  all  the  doors  of  Jacob  by. 

9  But  if  the  fire,  or  plague,  or  fword,- 
Receive  commiflion  from  the  Lord> 
To  ftrike  his  faints  among  the  reft. 
Their  very  pains  and  deaths  are  bleft. 
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lo  The  fword,  the  pcftilencc,  or  fire. 
Shall  but'fulfil  thdr  beft  defire ; 
From  fins  and  forrows  fet  them  free. 
And  bring  thy  children.  Lord,  to  thee* 


Psalm  XCI.   9—16.    Com.  Metre. 

Protedion  from  deaths  guard  of  angelsy  viSlorj  and 
deliverance. 

I  "VT'E  fons  of  men,  a  feeble  race, 
X     Exposed  to  ev'ry  fnare. 
Come,  make  the  Lord  your  dwelling  [Jiace, 
And  try,  and  truft  his  care. 

a  No  ill  fhall  enter  where  you  dwell ; 
Or  if  the  plague  come  nigh. 
And  fweep  the  wicked  down  to  hell, 
Twill  raife  his  faints  on  high. 

3  He'll  give  his  angels  charge  to  keep 

Your  feet  in  all  their  ways  : 
To  watch  your  pillow  while  you  fleep. 
And  guard  your  happy  days. 

4  Their  hands  {hall  bear  you,  left  you  fall 
X    And  daft  againft  the  ftones  j 

Are  they  not  feryants  at  his  call,^ 
And  fent  t*  attend  his  fons  ? 

5  Adders  and  lions  ye  fhafl  tread  ? 

The  tempter's  wiles  defeat  j. 
He  that  hath  broke  the  ferpent's  head 
Puts  him  beneath  your  feet. 

6  "  Becaufe  on  me  they  ftt  their  love, 

*'  ril  fave  them  (laith  the  Lord) 
♦*  ril  bear  their  joyful  fouls  above 
«  Deftruftion,  and  the  fword. 
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7  "  My  grace  ihall  anfwer  when  they  call ; 
"  In  trouble  I'll  be  nigh  ; 
**  My  pow'r  Hiill  help  them  when  they  fall, 
**  And  raife  them  when  they  die. 

8  "  Thofe  that  on  earth  my  name  have  known 
"  rU  honour  them  in  heav*n  : 
"  There  my  falvation  Ihall  be  fhown, 
*'  And  endlefs  life  be  giv'n." 

Psalm  XCIL  ijl  Part.  Long  Metre. 

A  Ff aim  for  the  Lard^^day. 

1  QWEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  Kinff, 
1^  To  praife  thy  name,  give  thanks  and  Ung, 
To  Ihew  thy  love  by  morning  light. 

And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  .day  of  facred  reft. 

No  mortal  cares  fhall  feize  my  breaft ; 
O  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  round, 
Like  David's  harp  of  folemn  found  1 

3  My  heart  fliall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  blefs  his  works,  and  blefs  his  word  : 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  fliine  ! 
How  deep  thy  counfels  I  how  divine !  . 

4  Fools  never  raife  their  thoughts  fo  high  ; 
Like  brutes  they  live,  like  brutes  they  die  j 
Like  grafs  they  ilourifli,  till  thy  breath 
Blaft  them  in  everlafting  death. 

5  But  I  (hall  (hare  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  hath  well  refin'd  my  heart. 
And  frefli  fupplies  of  joy  are  fixed, 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

6  Sin  (my  worft  enemy  before) 

Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more  \ 


r 
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My  inward  foes  fball  aU  be  flain,. 
Nor  Satan  break  my  peace  again* 

7  Then  ffiall  I  fee^  and  hear,  and  tnow, 
All  I  defir'd  or  wifit'd  below  ; 
And  ev*ry  powV  find  fweet  employ 
In  that  eternat  world  of  joy. 

PsALM  XCIL  2d  Part  Long  Metre^ 

Ver.  12,  &c»     77je  chureb  is  the  garden  of  Cod. 

I   T    ORD,  'tis  a  pleafant  thing  to  ftand 
1  J  In  gardens  planted  by  thy  hand  ; 
Let  me  within  thy  courts  be  feen 
like  a  yoting  cedar,  frefh  and  green* 

a  There  grow  thy  faints  in  faith  and  lore, 
Bleft  with  thine  influence  from  abote  } 
Not  Lebanon,  with  ail  its  trees, 
Yields  iiich  a  comely  fight  a»  thefe, 

3  The  plants  of  grace  Ihall  ever  live  ; 
(Nature  decays,  but  grace  muft  thrive) 
Time,  that  doth  all  things  clfe  impair, 
Still  makes  them  flourifh  ftrong  and  fait, 

4  Laden  with  fruits  of  age,  they  fhew 
The  Lord  is  holy,  juft  and  true : 
None  that  attend  his  gates  Ihall  find 
A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind. 


PsALM  XCIII.     Long  Metre^ 

The  eternal  andfovereign  God. 

JEHOVAH  reigns  ;  he  dwells  in  Ught, 
.  Girded  with  majefty  and  might : 
The  world,  created  by  his  hands. 
Still  on  its  firft  foundation  ftands. 
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X    But  ere  this  fpacious  world  was  ladde. 
Or  had  its  firft  foundation  laid. 
Thy  throne  eternal  ages  ftood, 
Thyfelf  the  ever  living  God. 

3  Like  floods  the  angry  nations  rife. 
And  aim  their  rage  againft  the  ikies ; 
Vain  floods,  that  aim  their  rage  fo  high  i 
At  thy  rebuke  the  billows  die. 

4  Forever  fliall  thy  throne  endure ; 
Thy  proroife  ftands*  forever  furc  j 
And  everlafting  hoCneiSs 
Becomes  the- dwellings  of  thy  grace. 

Psalm  XCIIL  iji  Part.  Partic.  Met 

1  rr^HE  Lord  of  ^ory  reigns,  he  veigns  ojq  h^h : 

J^    Hifi  robes  of  fiate  ai«  flxength  and  majefty : 
This  wide  creaitioa  rofe  at  his  command^ 
Built  by  his  word,  and  'ftabliih'd  by  his  hand  : 
Long  ftood  his  tlu-one  ere  he  began  creation. 
And  his  own  Godhead  is  the  iirra  foundation. 

2  God  is  th'  eternal  King.     Thy  foes  in  vjwn 
Raife  their  rebellion  to  confound  thy  re%n : 
In  vain  the  (lerms,  in  vain  the  floods  arife« 
And  roar,  and  tofs  their  waves  againft  the  ikies : 
Foaming  at  faeav'n*  they  rage  with  wild  connnotion, 
But  heaven's  high  arches  fcorn  the  fwcUing  ocean. 

3  Ye  tempefts,  rage  no  more  ;  ye  floods,  be  ftill ; 
And  the  mad  world  fubmiffive  to  his  will : 
Built  on  his  trdjth,  Us  church  moll  ever  ftand  ^ 
Firm  are  his  promifes^  and  ftrong  his  hand  : 
See  his  own  fons,  when  they  appear  before  him. 
Bow  at  his  footftool^  and  with  fear  adore  hkok. 
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Psalm  XCIIL  2d  ParL  Vmic.  M. 

J       T^HE  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 
I      And  royal  ftate  maintains, 
His  head  with  awful  glories  crown'd  ; 
Array'd  in  robes  of  light, 
Begirt  with  fov'rcign  might. 
And  rays  of  majefty  around, 
2      Upheld  by  thy  commands. 
The  world  fecurely  ftands  ; 
And  lki«s  and  ftars  obey  thy  word  : 
Thy  throne  was  fix'd  on  high j 
Before  the  ftarry  £ky  ; 
Eternal  is  thy  kingdom.  Lord. 

^      In  vain  the  noify  crowd. 

Like  billows  fierce  and  loud, 
Againft  thine  empire  rage  and  roar  : 

In  vain,  with  angry  I'pite, 

The  furly  nations  fight, 
And  dalh  nke  waves  againft  the  fliore. 

4  Let  floods  and  nations  rage, 
An^  all  their  pow'rs  engage  : 

Let  iVelHng  tides  affault  the  fky  j 
T^he  terrors  of  thy  frowji 
Shall  beat  their  madnefs  down:; 

Thy  throne  forever  {lands  on  high. 

5  Thy  prorolfes  are  true. 
Thy  grace  is  ever  new  : 

ITierc  fixM  thy  church  fhall  ne'er  remove  j 

Thy  faints  with  holy  fear 

Shall  in  thy  courts  appear,  . 

And  ling  thine  cverlafting  love. 

Repeat  the  fourth  Jlanza^  if  necejfary. 
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Psalm  XCIV.   \fiParU  Com.  Met. 

Vcn  I,  a,  7—14. 
^mnts  chaftiftd^  andjinners  dejiroyidi  ot^  infiruHive 

1  /^  GOD>  to  whom  revenge  belongs 
\J  Proclaim  thy  wrath  aload  j 

Let  fov*reign  pow'r  redrefs  our  wrongs. 
Let  juftice  fmite  the  proud. 

2  They  fey,  "  The  Lord  nor  fees  nor  hears  j** 

When  will  the  fools  be  wife  \ 
Can  he  be  deaf,  who  form'd  their  ears  ? 
Or  blind,  who  made  their  eyes  ? 

5  He  knows  their  impious  thoughts  are  vain. 
And  they  fhall  feel  his  powV  ; 
His  wrath  fhaU  pierce  their  fouls  with  pain,"] 
In  fome  furprifing  hour. 

4  But  if  thy  faints  defer ve  rebuke,  -J 

Thou  haft  a  gentler  rod ; 
Xhy  providences  and  thy  book 
Shall  make  them  know  their  GodI: , 

5^B!eft  is  the  man  thy  hands  ehaftife,   • 
And  to  his  duty  draw : 
Thy  fcourgcs  make  thy  children  wife, 
When  they  forget  thy  law, 

€  But  God  will  ne'er  caft  pff  his  faints. 
Nor  his  own  promife  break ; 
He  pardons  his  inheritance. 
For  their  Redeemer's  fake* 
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Psalm  XCIV.  2d  Part.  Com.  Met* 

Ver.  16 — 33. 

God  mrfufport  and  confort ;  or^  delheranafrcrfi 
temptation  and  perficution^ 

I  "\XTHO  will  arifc  and  plead  my  right 
VV     Agaitift  my  numerous  foes  ? 
While  earth  and  hdl  their  force  unite. 
And  all  my  hopes  oppofe< 

3  Had  not  the  Lord,  my  rock,  my  hdp^ 
Suftain'd  my  fainting  head. 
My  life  had  now  in  filence  dwelt ^ 
My  foul  amongft  the  dead. 

3  "  Alas !  my  Aiding  feet,**  I  cryM  J 

Thy  promife  was  my  prop : 
Thy  grace  ftood  conftant  by  my  fide  j 
Thy  Spirit  bore  me  up. 

4  While  multitudes  of  mournful  thoughts. 

Within  my  bofom  roll^ 
Thy  boundlefe  lore  forgives  toy  faults^       f 
Thy  comforts  cheer  my  foul* 

5  Po^s  of  iniquity  inajr  rife. 

And  frame  pernicious  laws  j 
But  God,  my  refuge,  rules  the  fkiec^ 
He  will  defend  my  caufe. 

6  Let  malice  vent  her  rage  alotidt, 

Let  bold  blalphemers  feoff; 
The  Lord  our  God  (hall  judge  the  proUdj 
And  cut  the  finners  off. 
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Psalm  XCV.     Common  Metre. 

A  pfalm  before  prayer. 

1  O  IN^G  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  name, 
l^  And  in  his  ftrength  rejoice  ; 
When  his  falvation  is  our  theme. 

Exalted  be  our  voice. 

2  With  thanks  approach  his  awful  fight, 

And  pfalms  of  honour  fing ; 
The  Lord's  a  God  of  boundiefs  might. 
The  whole  creation's  King. 

3  Let  princes  hear,  let  angels  know. 

How  mean  their  natures  fecm, 
Thofe  gods  on  high,  and  gods  below. 
When  once  compared  with  him. 

4  Earth,  with  its  caverns,  dark  and  deep. 

Lies  in  his  ^cious  hand  ; 
He  fix'd  the  feas  what  bounds  to  keep, 
And  where  the  hills  muft  iland^ 

5  Come,  and  with  humble  fouls  adore } 

Come,  kneel  before  his  face  ; 
O  may  the  creatures  of  his  pow'r 
Be  children  of  his  grace  !  ,  ^, 

6  Now  is  the  time :  he  bends  his  ear. 

And  waits  for  jrour  requeft  j 
Come,  left  he  roufe  his  wrath,  and  fwear, 

«  Ye  Ihall  not  fee  my  reft.'* 

—  — —   ..  ■ — ' -.  ■    J., 

Psalm  XCV.     Shorf  Metre. 

.  A  pfalm  before  fermon. 

I       /^  OME,  found  his  praife  abroad, 
V>l  And  hymns  of  glory  fing  j 
Jehovah  is  the  fov*reign  God, 
The  univerfal  King. 
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2  He  formM  the  deeps  unknown ; 
He  gave  the  fcas  their  bound  j 

The  wat'ry  worlds  are  all  his  own. 
And  all  the  iblid  ground. 

3  Come,  worfhip  at 'his  throne. 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord  : 

We  are  his  works,  and  not  our  own. 
He  formM  us  by  his  word,  v 

4  To-Ay  attend  his  voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod  ; 

Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice. 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 

5  But  if  your  ears  refufe 
The  language  of  his  grace. 

And  hearts  grow  hard,  like  ftubborn  Jews, 
That  unbelieving  race ; 

6  Ihj^t  Lord,  in  vengeance  drcft, 
Will  lift  bis  hand  and  fwcar, 

^  Yoii  that  defpife  my  promisM  reft 
*'  Shall  have  no  portion  there.*' 

PsALM  XCV.   i,2>3^6 — II.   T.;vL 

Canaan  lofi  through  unbelief:  or^  a  war?::rg  lo 
delaying  ftm^rs. 

1  /^OME,  let  our  voices  join  to  raifc 
\^  A  facrcd  fong  of  folemn  praife  : 

•   G^d  is  a  fov^reign  King,  rejiearfe 
His  honours  in  exalted  verfe.   ^ 

2  Come,  \pt  our  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
Who  ff'am'd  our  natures  with  his  word: 
He  is  our  fliepherd  ;  we  the  flieep 

His  mercy  chofe,,  his  paftures  keep. 
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^  Come,  let  us  hear  his  voice  to-day, 
The  counfels  of  his  love  obey  j 
Nor  let  our  harden^  hearts  renew 
The  fins  and  plagues  that  Ifr'el  knew. 

4  Ifr'el,  that  faw  his  works  of  grace. 
Tempted  their  Maker  to  his  face  ; 
A  feithlefs  unbelieving  brood. 
That  tir'd  the  patience  of  their  God. 

5  Thus  faith  the  Lord,  "  How  falfe  they  prove ! 
*'  Forget  my  pow*r  }  abufe  my  love  : 

**  Since  they  deipife  my  reft,  I  fwear 
**  Their  feet  fliall  never  enter  there." 

6  {^Look  back,  my  foul,  with  holy  dread. 
And  view  thofe  ancient  rebels  dead  ; 
Attend  the  offered  grace  to-day. 

Nor  lofe  the  bieffing  by  delay. 

7  Seize  th«  kind  promife,  while  it  waits, 
And  march  to  Zion's  heav'nly  gates : 
Believe,  and  take  the  promis'd  reft. 
Obey,  and  be  forever  bleft.] 

Psalm  XCVI.   i,  io,&c.  Com. Met 

Chriji^s  firji  andfecond  coming. 

1  O  ING  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  latids, 
1^   Ye  tribes  of  ev'ry  tongue  : 

His   new-difcoverM  grace  demands 
A  new  and  nobler  fong. 

2  Say  to  the  nations,  Jefus  reigns, 

God's  own  Almighty  Son  ; 
His  pow'r  the  finking  world  fuftains, 
And  grace  furrounds  Ms  throne. 
Sa 


/ 
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I      •         •  I.I  II..  .     I  '  ,„■  .—   -   .,--    I  .an   I      ,!■      ■ 

3  Let  heav'h  proclaim  the  joyful  day^ 

Joy  through  the  earth  be  feen  j 
Let  cities  Ihine  in  bright  array. 
And  fields  in  cheerful  green. 

4  Let  an  unufual  joy  fiirprife 

The  iflands  or  the  fea : 
Ye  mountains  fink,  ye  vallies  liil, 
Prepare  the  Lord  his  way. 

5  Behold,  be  comes !  he  conies  to  blc6 

The  nations  as  their  God  j 
•   To  fhew  the  world  his  righteoufinefis. 
And  lend  his  truth  abroad. 

6  But  when  his  voice  fhali  raife  the  dead. 

And  bid  the  world  draw  near, 
How  will  the  guilty  nations  dread 
To  fee  their  Judge  appear ! 

PsALM  XCVI.    Particular  Metre. 

The  God  of  the  GentiUs. 

I  T    ET  all  the  earth  their  voices'  raife, 
1  i  To  fing  the  choiceft  pfalm  of  praifc,. 

To  fing  and  blcfs  Jehovah's  name  ; 
His  glory  let  the  heathens  know. 
His  wonders  to  the  nations  &ow. 
And  all  his  fkving  works  proclaim*. 

a  The  heathens  know  thy  ^ory.  Lord  ; 
The  wondering  nations  read  thy  word  ;. 

Among  us  is  Jehovah  known  :    ' 
Our  worfliip  fhall  no  more  be  paid 
To  gods  which  mortal  hands  have  made  j:; 
Our  Maker  ia  our  God  alone... 
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.    •«     '  ■    ■     ■  ■■  ■  ■    —        ... ,-..,■■ 

5  He  fram'd  the  globe,  he  built  the  Iky, 
He  made  the  fining  worlds  on  high, 

And^  reigns  complete  iti  glory  there : 
His  beams  are  majeQ:y  and  light ; . 
His  beautie^t  how  divinely  bright ! 
His  temple,  how  divindy  fair  I 

4  Come«  the  great  day^  the  gtorioas  hour. 
When  earth  fhali  feel  his  faving  pow'r,' 

And  barbVous  nations^fear  hts  name  y 
Then  fhall  the  race  of  man  con^efs 
The  beauty  of  his  holinefe. 

And  in  his  courts  his  grace  proclaim. 

Psalm  XCVIL  ly?  Par^.  Long  Met. 

Vcr.  I — 5. 
Chri/l  reigning  in  beavim^  and  coming  to  Judgment 

1  TTE  reigns,  the  Lord  the  Saviour  reigns, 
Xi  Praife  him  in  evangelic  drains  y 

Let  the  whde  earth  in  fongs  rqoice, 
And  diftant  iflSinds  join  their  voice. 

2  Deep  are  his  counfels  atid  unknown  ; 
But  grace  and  truth  fupport  his  throne  : 
Though  gloomy  clouds  hb  way  furround, 
Juftice  is  their  eternal  ground. 

3  In  robes  of  judgment,  lo,  ht  comes ! 

Shakes  the  wide  earth  and  cleaves  the  tombs  ; 
Before  him  burns  devouring  fire. 
The  mountains- melt,  the  feas  retire. 

4  His  enemies^  with  fore  difmay. 

Ply  from  the  fight,  and  Ihun  the  day  ; 
Then  lift  your  heads,  ye  faints,  on  high, 
And  fing,  for  your  redemption's  nigh. 


\ 
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Psalm  XCVIL  2d  Part.  Long  Met. 

Vcn  6—9.     Cbrifi^s  incarnation. 

I  nr'HE  Lord  is  come,  the  heav'ns  proclaim 
X    His  birth  ;  the  nations  learn  his  name  i 

An  unknown  ftar  diredts  the  road 

Of  eaftern  fages  to  their  God. 
%  All  yc  bright  armies  of  the  Ikies, 

Go,  worfhip  where  the  Saviour  lies  ! 

Angels  and  kings  before  him  bow, 

Thofe  gods  on  high  and  gods  below. 
3  Let  idols  totter  to  the .  ground. 

And  their  own  worfhippers  confound : 

But  Judah  fhout,  but  Zion  fing. 

And  earth  confefs  her  fovVeign  King. 

Psalm  XCVII.  3^  P^r^^  Long  Met. 

Grace  and  glory. 

1  "TPHE  Almighty  reigns,  exalted  high, 

X    0*er  all  the  earth,  o'er  all  the  fcy  j 
Though  clouds  and  darknefs  veil  his  feet. 
His  dwelling  is  the  mercy-feat. 

2  O  ye  that  love  his  holy  name. 
Hate  ev*ry  work  of  fin  and  ihame  j 
He  guards  the  fouls  of  all  his  friends. 
And  from  the  fnares  of  hell  defends. 

3  Immortal  light,  and  joys  unknown. 
Are  for  the  faints  in  darknefs  fown  ; 
Thofe  glorious  feeds  Ihall  fpring  and  rife, 
And  the  bright  harveft  blefs  our  eyes. 

4  Rejoice,  ye  righteous,  and  record 
The  facred  honours  of  the  Lord ; 
None  but  the  foul  that  feels  his  grace 
Can  triumph  in  his  holincfs. 
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Psalm  XCVII.    Common  Metre. 

Ven  1,3,5—7,  11. 
CbriJPs  incarnation  J  and  the  laji  judfftient* 

1  "X7"E  iflands  of  the  Northern  fea, 

X     Rejoice,  the  Saviour  reigns  ; 

His  word,  like  fire,  prepares  his  way. 

And  mountains  fnelt  to  plains* 

2  His  prefence  finks  the  proudeft  hills. 

And  makes  the  Tallies  rife  ; 
The  humble  foul  enjoys  his  fmiles. 
The  haughty  finner  dies. 

3  The  heavens  his  fightful  pow'r  proclaim ! 

The  idol  gods  around 
Fill  their  own  worfhippers  with  ftame, 
And  totter  to  the  ground. 

4  Adoring  angels,  at  his  birth, 

Made  the  Redeemer  known  ; 
Thus  fliall  he  come  to  iudge  the  earth. 
And  angels  guard  his  throme, 

5  His  foes  ftiall  tremble  at  his  fight, 

And  hills  and  feas  retire  ; 
His  children  take  their  unknown  flight. 
And  leave  the  world  on  fire. 

6  The  feeds  of  joy  and  glory  fown 

For  faints  in  darknefs  here. 
Shall  rife  and  fpfing  in  worlds  unkno^frn, 
And  a  rich  harveft  bear. 

Psalm  XCVIII.   ijt  Part.  Com.  M. 

Praijifor  the  gefpeh  ' 

I    'T'O  our  almighty  Maker,  God, 
X,      New  hopours  he  addrefs'd  j 
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His  great  falvation  fhines  abroad. 
And  makes  the  nations  blefs'd. 

a  He  fpgkc  the  word  to  Abrah*m  firft. 
His  truth  fulfils  his  grace  ; 
The  Gentiles  make  his  name  their  truft, 
And  learn  bis  righteoufnefs. 

3  Let  the  whole  earth  his  love  proclaim 
With  all  her  diflFVent  tongues  ; 
And  fpread  the  honours  of  his  name 
In  melody  and  fongs. 

PsalmXCVIIL   2d  Part.  Com.M. 

Tbe  Mejftah^s  coming  and  hingdom. 

I   TOY  to  the  world  !  the  Lord  is  come ! 
J     Let  earth  receive  her  King  : 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room. 
And  heav'ri  and  nature  fing. 

a  Joy  to  the  ear^h  !  the  Saviour  reigns ! 
Let  men  their  fongs  employ  j 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and  plains 
Repeat  the  founding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  fins  and  forrows  grow. 

Nor  thorns  infeft  the  ground  ; 
He  comes  to  make  his  bleffings  flow 
Far  as  the  curfe  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 

And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteoufnefs, 
And  wonders  of  fis  love. 


^ 
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Psalm  XCIX.   iJiPart.  Short  Met. 

Chri/i^s  kingdom  and  majejiy^ 

1      np'HE  God  Jehovah  reigns^ 
X    Let  all  the  nations  fear ; 
Let  finners  tremble  at  his  throne. 
And  faints  be  humble  there. 

1      Jefus,  the  Saviour,  reigns ! 
Let  earth  adore  its  Lord, 
Bright  cherubs  his  attendants  ftand, 
Swift  to  fulfil  his  word. 

3  In  Zion  is  his  throne, 
His  honours  are  divine : 

His  church  fhall  make  his  wonders  known. 
For  there  his  glories  ihine. 

4  How  holy  is  his  name  1 
How  terrible  his  praifc ! 

Juftice  and  truth,  and  judgment  join 
In  all  his^  works  of  grace. 

Psalm  XCIX.   2d  Part.  Short  Met* 

A  holy  God  worjhipped  with  reverence. 


X?  XALT  the  Lord  our  God, 


And  worfhijp  at  his  feet : 

I£s  natute  is  sill  hohnefs^ 
And  mercy  is  his  feat. 

i      When  Ifr'el  Was  his  churcli,  [ 

When  Aaron  was  his  prieft. 
When  Mofes  ciy^A^  Mrheti  Samuel  pray*d|' 
He  gave  his  people  reft. 

5      Oft  he  foi*gave  their  fins^ 

Nor  would  ddlroy  thdr  race  \  i 
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Acd  oft  he  made  liis  vengeance  knc 
When  thcjr  abus'd  his  grace, 

l.       Exalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

Whofe  grace  is  ftill  the  fame  ;j 
Stilt  he*s  a  God  of  hoUnefs^ 
And  jealous  for  his  name. 

FsALM  C.     \fi  ParL    Long 

A  plain  tranflatioiu     Praife  i&  mr 


I  '^^E  nations  of  the  earthy  rejoice  ^ 
X     Before  the  Lord^  your  iov*reigi 


1 


Serve  him  with  cheerftil  heart  and 
With  all  your  tongues  his  glory  fi 

a  The  Lord  is  God ;  *tis  he  alone 
Doth  life  and  breath  and  being  give  " 
We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own 
The  deep  that  on  his  paftures  live. 

J  Enter  his  gates  with  fongs  of  joy. 
With  praifes  to  his  courts  repair^ 
And  make  it  your  divine  employ. 
To  pay  your  thanks  and  honours  t 

4  The  Lord  is  good  ;  the  Lord  U  kin 
Great  is  his  grace^  his  mercy  fure ; 
And  the  whole  race  of  man  £haU  fi 
His  truth  from  age  to  age  cndure- 

PsALM  C.     2d  ParL    Long] 

A  paraph  rafe* 

I    O ING  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  vol? 
%J  Let  ev'ry  land  bis  name  adore  \ 
lie  Northern  ifles  fliall  fend  the  noift 
Acrofs  the  occan^  to  the  fiiorc. 


A 
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2  Nations  attend  before  his  throne^ 
With  folemn  fear,  with  facred  joy  ;^ 
Know  thaitr  the  Lord  is  God  alone*: 
He  can  create,  and  he  defiroy* 

3  His  fov'reign  pow'r,  without  our  aldy 
Made  us  of  clay  and  formed  us  men  } 
And  when  like  wand'ring  (heep  we  ftray'd. 
He  brought  us  to  his  f<M  again. 

4  We  are  his  people,  we  his  caurc. 
Our  fouls  and  all  our  mortal  frame : 
What  lading  honours  ihall  we  rear. 
Almighty  Maker^  to  thy  name  ? 

5  We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  fongs. 
High  as  the  heav'ns  xmr  voices  raife ; 

And  earth,  with  ker  ten  thoufand  tonnes. 
Shall  fill  thy  ooqrts  with  founding  praife« 

6  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command, 
Vaft  as  eternity  thy  love ; 

"Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  muft  ftand. 
When  rolling  years  Ihall  ceafe  to  move. 

Psalm  CI.      Long  Metre. 

Tbemagi/iraU^s  pfalm. 

1  TL  yrERCY  and  judgment  arc  my  fongi 
IVA  And  fince  they  both  to  thee  belong. 
My  gracious  God,  my  righteous  King, 
To  thee  my  fongs  and  vows  Til  bring. 

2  If  I  am  rais'd  to  bear  the  fword, 

ril  take  my  counfels  from  thy  word  j 
Thy  juftice  and  thy  heav'nly  grace 
Shall  be  the  pattern  of  my  ways. 
T 
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3  Let  wifdom  all  my  aftions  guide. 
And  let  my  God  with  me  refide  ; 

No  wicked  thing  (hall  dwell  with  me^ 
Which  may  provoke  thy  jealoufy, 

4  No  fons  of  flander,  rage  knd  ftrife. 
Shall  be  companions  of  my  life  ; 
The  haughty  look,  the  heart  of  pride. 
Within  my  doors  fhall  ne'er  abide. 

5  [ril  fearch  the  land,  and  raife  the  juft 
To  pofts  of  honour,  wealth  and  truft  j 
The  men  that  work  thy  holy  will. 
Shall  be  my  friends  and  fav'rites  ftill.2 

6  In  vain  ihdSl  finners  hope  to  rife 
By  fiatt'ring  or  malicious  lies  ; 
And  while  the  innocent  I  guard, 
The  bold  offender  flian't  be  fpar'd. 

7  The  impious  crew,  that  fadHous  bancJ, 
Shall  hide  their  heads,  oir  quit  the  land  } 
And  all  that  break  the  public  rcftj 
Where  I  have  pow'r,  (hall  be  fupprefs'd. 

Psalm  CI.     Common  Metre* 

ji  pfalmfor  a  majler  of  a  family. 

1  /^F  juftice  and  of  grace  I  fing, 
V^  And  pay  my  God  my  vows  ; 
Thy  grace  ahd  juftice,  heavenly  King, 

Teach  mc  to  rule  my  houfe. 

2  Now  to  my  tent,  O  God,  repair. 

And  make  thy  fervant  wife  } 
ril  fuffer  nothing  near  me  there 
3  hat  fliall  offend  thine  eyes. 

3  The  inari  that  doth  his  neighbour.  iJsrrong, 

By  falfehood  or  by  force, 


Psalm  101,  102.  219 

The  fcornfiil  eye,  the  fland'rous  tongue, 
ril  thruft  them  from  my  doors« 

4  rU  feek  the  faithful  and  the  juft. 

And  will  their  help  enjoy ; 
Tliefe  are  the  friends  that  I  Ihall  truft. 
The  fervants  Til  employ. 

5  The  wretch  that  deals  in  fly  deceit, 

PU  not  endure  a  night : 
The  liar'^  tongue  Pll  ever  hate. 
And  banifii  from  my  fight* 

6  ni  purge  my  family  around,  ^ 

And  make  the  wicked  flee  ; 
So  ihall  my  houfe  be  ever  found 
A  dwelling  fit  for  thee. 

PsALM  CII.   iJtParL  Com.  Metre, 

Ver.  1—13,  20,  21* 
ji  prayer  of  the  afflicted. 

1  T  TEAR  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  face, 
X  Jl  But  anfwer,  left  I  die  ; 

Haft  thou  not  built  a  throne  of  grace, 
To  hear  when  finners  cry  ? 

2  My  days  are  wafted  like  the  fmoke 

Diflblving  in  the  air  ; 
My  ftrength  is  dry'd,  my  heart  is  broke,. 
And  finking  in  defpair. 

3  My  fpirits  flag,  like  withering  grafs  ^ 

Burnt  with  exceflive  heat  j  j 

In  fecret  groans  my  minutes  pafs. 
And  I  forget  to  eat. 

4  As  on  fome  lonely  building's  top,  \ 

The  fparrow  tells  her  moan. 
Far  from  the  tents  of  joy  and  hope,  j 

I  fit  and  grieve  alone.  ^ 
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5  My  foul  is  tike  a  wilderneis, 

'where  beails  of  midnight  howl  $^ 
There  the  fad  rarea  finds  her  place. 
And  there  the  fcreajning  awl. 

6  Dark  difmal  thoughts  and.bodii^g  feari^ 

Dwell  in  my  troioMed  breaft ; 
While  fharp  reproaches  wound  aaay  ears. 
Nor  give  my  fpirit  reft. 

7  My  cup  is  mtngled  witS  my  woil^s, 

And  tears  are  my  repaft  j 
My  daily  bread  like  aihes  grows 
Unpleafant  to  nay  tafte. 

8  Senfe  can  afE3rd  no  real  joy 

To  fouls  that  feel  thy  froM'n  ; 
Lord,  'twas  thy  haifd  advanced  me  high, 
Thy  hand  hath  call  me  down. 

9  My  locks  like  withered  leaves  appear ; 

And  life's  declining  light 
Growj  faint,  as  evening  fhadows  are. 
That  vanifh  into  night. 

ic  But  thou  forever  art  the  feme, 
_0  my  eternal  Gtxi ! 
Ages  to  come  fliaU  know  thy  name^ 
And  fpread  thy  works  abroad. 

1 1  Thctu  wilt  arife,  and  fliew  thy  foee. 

Nor  will  my  Lord  delay 
Beyond  tU*  appointed  hour  of  grace, 
lliat  long  expefted  day. 

1 2  He  hears  his  faints,  he  knows  their  cry, 

And  by  myfterious  ways 
Redeems  the  prisoners  doomM  to  die, 
And  fills  their  tongues  with  praife. 
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Psalm  GII.    2d  Part  Com.  Metre- 

Ver.  13 — 21.    Prayer  beard y  and  Zion  rejiored. 

I  T    ET  Zion  and  her  fons  rejoice ! 
1  J  Behold  the  promised  hour  I 
Her  God  hath  heard  her  mourniog  voice. 
And  comes  t*  exalt  his  pow*r. 

z  Her  duft  and  ruins  that  remain. 
Are  precious  in  our  eyes ; 
Thofc  ruins  fhali  be  built  again,. 
And  all  that  duft  Ihall  rife. 

3^  The  Lord  will  raife  Jerufalem, 
And  ftand  in  glory  there  j 
Nations  fliall  bow  before  his  name,> 
And  kings  attend  with  fear. 

4;  He  fits  a  fov'reign  on  his  throne,. 
With  pity  in  nis-eyes  : ' 
He  hears  the  dying  prisoners  groan. 
And  fees  their  fighs  arife. 

J  He  frees  the  fouls  condcmn'd  to  death  ; 
And  when  his  faints  complain. 
It  flhan't  be  faid  "  that  praying  breath  ^' 

"  Was  ever  fpent  in  vain/' 

6  This  fhall  be  kno\yn  when  we  are  deadj 
And  left  on  long  record,  < 
That  ages  yet  unborn  may  read. 
And  truft,  and  praifc  the  Lord. 

Psalm  GII,   23; — 28.   Long  Metre.. 

Man*s  mortality  and  Chris's  eternity;  or  ^  faints  die,  > 

but  Chrijl  and  the  church  live. 
I  ¥Tis  the  Lord  our  Saviour*s  hand 
i  Weakens  our  ftrcngth  amidll  the  race  j , 
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Difeafe  and  death,  at  his  command, 
Arreft  us,  and  cut  fhort  our  days. 

3  Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray. 

Nor  let  our  fun  go  down  at  noon  j 

Thy  years  are  one  eternal  day. 

And  mull  thy  children  die  fo  foon  ? 
r 

3  Yet  in  the  midft  of  death  and  grief 
This  thought  our  forrow  fhall  affuage  j 

•  "  Our  Father  and  our  Saviour  live  j 
"  Chrift.  is  the  fame  through  ev'ry  ag?.*'^ 

4  *Twas  he  this  earth*s  foundation  laid  ; 
Heav'h  is  the  building  of  his  hand  ;, 

This  earth  grows  old,  thefebeav-'ns  fiiall  fade,. 
And  all  be  changed  at  his- command.. 

5  The  ftarry  curtains  of  the  fky,. 
Like  garments,  {hall  be  laid  afide  ; 

But  ftill  thy  throne  ftands  firm  and  high  ;; 
Thy  church  forever  muft  abide.. 

6  Before  thy  face  thy  church  fliall  live, 
And  on  thy  throne  thy  children  reign  j. 
Tjiis  dying  world  Ihall  they  furvive, 
And  the  dead  faints  be  rais*d  again. 

PsalmCIIL   %fl  ParL  hon^Metrc^ 

Ver.  I — 7. 

\  Bleffing  God  for  his-  goodn^s  iafml^nd'bodp 

>'  i  T>  LESS,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God, 

J3  Call  home  thy  thought*  thzrt:  rove  abroadi, 
Let  ail  the  powers  within  me  join 
In  work  and  worfliip  fo  divine. 

1  Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  God  of  grace  ; 
His  fav^ur^  claim,  thy  higheft  praife  j 
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Why  flxould  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
{       Be  loft  in  filence  and  forgot  ? 

j    5  *Tis  he,  ttiy  foul,  that  fent  his  Son 

To  die  for  crinoes  which  thou  hall  done  >, 
He  owns  the  ranfom,  and  forgives 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives- 

4  The  vices  of  the  nnfind  he  heals,. 
And  cures  the  pains  that  nature  fecls^. 
Redeems  the  foul  from  hell,  and  faves 
Our  wafting  life  flromi  thrcat'ning  graves.. 

5  Our  youth  decay*^d  hi^  pow'r  repairs  ; 
His  mercy  crowns  our  growing  years  j,  * 
He  fatisfies  our  mouth  wkh  good, 
And  fills  Gtir  hopes  with  heav'nly  foodi. 

6  He  fees  th'  oppreffor  and  th'  opprefs'd. 
And  often  gives  the  fuflPrers  reft  j. 
But  will  his  jiiftice  more  difpfay 

In  the  laft  great  rewarding  day* 

t  [His  pow'f  he  ftiew/d  by  Mofes'  hands, 
And  gave  to  Ifr*el  brs  commands ; 
But  fent  his  truth  a:nd  rfiefcy  down 
To  all  the  nations  by  his  Son* 

^   Let  the" whole  earth  hife  pow'r  confefs,. 
Let  the  whole  earth  ador«  his  grace  : 
The  Gentile  with  the  Jtw  Ihall  iom 
Ift  work  and  worfhip  fo  di  viae. j 

^SALM  CilL.  2d  Part..  Long  Metre. 

Yer.  8— 18.. 
^^od*s  gentle  shajkifement ;  *r,  hit  tender  mej^cy  Pe  his 

peopfe. 
^-  npHE  Lord,  how  '.vondrous  are  his  ways  ! 
i    How  firm  his  truth,  how  large  his  grace  ! 
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2^2  4__     ^ 

He  takes  his  mercy  for  his  throne, 
And  thence  he  makes  his  glories  known. 

2  Not  fialf  fo  high  his  power  hath  fptead. 
The  ftariy  heav'ns  above  our  head,, 
As  his  rich  love  exceeds  our  praife,. 
Excecds  the  higheft  hopes  we  raife. 

3  Not  lvi\(  io  far  hath  nature  placed 
The  riling  morning  from  the  weft,, 
As  his  foiTjtving  grace  removes 
The  daily  guilt  of  thofe  he  loves. 

4  How  flowly  doth  his  wrath  arife  !1 
On  fwifter  wings  falvation  flies :  - 
And  if  he  kts  his  anger  burn,. 
How  foon  his  frowns  to  pity  turn  V 

5  Amidft  his  wrath  compaffion  fhines  ;: 
His  ftrokea  are  lighter  than  our  fins  j; 
And  while  his  rod  corrcifts  his  faints,. 
His  car  indulges  their  complaints. 

6  So  fathers  their  young  fons  chaftife. 
With  gentle  hands  and  melting  eyes ;. 
The  childien  weep  beneath  the  fmart,. 
An d  move  the  pity,  of  their  heart.  - 

Pause. 

7  The  mighty  God,  the  wife  andjuft. 
Knows  that  our  frame  is  feeble  duft  ^ . 
And  will  no  heavy  loads  impofe 
Beyond  the  ftrength  that  he  beftows. 

8  He  knows  how  foon  our  nature  dies, 
Blafled  by  ev'ry  wind  that  flies ; 
Like  gpafs  we  fpring,  and  die  as  foow^ 
As  iBurning  flow'rs  that^fade  at.nooxi^- 
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9  Btft  his  eternal  love  is  fure 
To  all  the  faintt,  and  fliall  endure ; 
From  age  to  age  his  truth  fliall  reignj 
Nor  children -3  children  hope  in  vain. 


3 


Psalm  CIIL  tfi  Part.^hon  Uetrt^. 

Ver.  I — 7. 
Pmifs  for  J^iriiual  and  temporal  mercks. 
J      r\  BLESS  the  Lord,  my  foul ! 
\l-/    Let  all  within  me  join, 
And  aid  my  tongue  to  ble6  his  name, 
Whofe  favours  are  divine. 

2     0  blefs  the  Lord,  my  foul,    . 
Nor  \tt  his  mercies  lie 
Forgotten  in  unthankfulnefs, . 
And  without  praifes  die. 

*Tis  he  forgives  thy  fins, 
|Tis  he  relieves  thy  pain, 
'Tis  he  that  heals  thy  ficknefles. 
And  makes  thee  young  again. 

He  crowns  thy  life  with  love,     '  - 
When  ranfom'd  from  the  grave  ;  - 

He  that  redeemed  my  foul  from  hell. 
Hath  fov*reign  pow'r  to  fave. 

He  fills  the  poor  with  good  ; 
He  gives  the  fi^fPrers  red  ;  ^ 

The  Lord  hath  judgments  for  the  proud. 
And  juftice  for  th'  opprefs'd. 

His  wondrous  works  and  ways       < 
He  made  by  Mofes  known  ; 
But  fent  the  world  his  truth  and  graca 
By  his  beloved  Sout 


y 


I 

1 


Psalm  CHL   2d  Part  Sh^ 

Ver.  3—18. 
Ahunding  cmpajim  of  God ;  e?r, ;? 

of  judgment* 

1  IV yr^  '^^^^  repeat  his  praife^ 
J^J_  Whofe  mercies  arc  fo 

Whale  anger  h  fo  flow  to  rife^ 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  God  will  not  always  cliide  ; 
And  when  his  ftrokcs  arc  felt. 

His  ftrokes  are  fewer  than  our  cr 
And  lighter  than  our  guilt 

3  High  as  the  hcav'ns  are  rais'd 
Above  the  ground  we  tread. 

So  iar  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  highefl  tlioughts  exceed, 

4  His  powV  fubdues  our  fins, 
And  his  forgiving  lovcj 

Far  as  the  eall  is  from  the  weft. 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove* 

5  The  pity  of  the  Lord 
To  thofe  that  fear  his  name. 

Is  fuch  as  tender  parents  feel  j 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame, 

6  He  knows  wc  are  but  dull, 
Scattered  with  evVy  breath  j 

His  anger,  like  a  riling  wind. 
Can  (end  us  fwift  to  deatlu 

7  Our  days  are  as  the  graf^^ 
Or  like  the  morning  fiow'r  j 

If  one  liiirp  blatl  fv/eep  o'er  the 
It  withers  ill  an  Iioar. 
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!B       But  thy  compaffions.  Lord, 
To  encUefs  years  endure  j 

And  children's  children  ever  find  %A 

Thy  words  of  pron)Hc  fure*'  I"* 

Psalm  Cm.  ^dPart.  Short  Metre*  I 

Ver.  19-^22*  t  ^ 

Go<Ps  univerfal  dominion  $  of^  angels  praife  the  Lord^  * 

I       TPHE  Lord,  the  fov'reign  King,  I 

X    Hath  fix'd  his  throne  on  high  ;  f  %^ 

O'er  all  the  heav'nly  world  he  rules,  !  V* 
And  all  beneath  the  iky. 

i      Te  angels,  great  in  might,  ^"""^  \ 

And  fwift  to^o  his  will,  -    -  •        ' 

Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  whofe  voice  ye  hcar^  i  *♦  , 

Whofe  pleafure  ye  fulfil.  * 

3  Let  the  bright  hofts  who  wait  ^ 
The  orders  of  their  King^  \    * 

And  guard  his  churches  when  they  pray,  ^  '  ^ 

Join  in  the  praife  they  fing.  '^ 

4  While  all  his  wondrous  works 

Through  his  vaft  kingdom  fliew  •. 

Their  M^er's  glory,  thou,  my  foul,  \ 

Shall  fing  his  graces  toov  '     ^ 


y. 


Psalm  CIV.     Long  Metre. 

The  glory  of  God  in  creation  and  providencf. 

MY  foul,  thy  great  Creator  praife ; 
When  cloth'd  in  his  celeuial  raysj 
I  He  in  full  majefty  appears, 
1  And,  like  a  robc^  his  glory  wears. 


i« 
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{NoTS.    Tliifl  pikhn  may  H$  fyng  t«  »  4i^«lF«9t  motre,  ^f  adding  the 
following  two  Hues  to  evpry  A^%a>  viz. 


M 


Great  is  the  Lord  ;  <u;l^at  tmgue  can  frame 
An  equal  honour  to  hU  name  ?  J 

k  The  heav'ns  arc  for  his  ctirtain  fprcad ; 

I  Th'  Ui)£athom'd  deep  he  roikes  his  bed  : 

I  Clouds  are  his  chaript^  when  he  flies 

I  On  winged  ftorms  acrofs  the  fkies. 

^  Angels,  whom  his  own  breath  inipires^ 

I  His  minifters  are  flanging  jires  j 

I  And  fwift  as  thought  their  armies  mo^e^ 

I  To  bear  his  Vengeance  or.  hi$  love. 

4  The  ijmrld^s  foundati<>ns  by  his  hand 
^c  TO^        and  thail lorcy cr  itanci ; 
He  wnds  the  ocean  in  his  chain i. 
Left  it  Ihould  drown  the  earth  again. 

When  earth  was  coverM  with  the  flood, 
Which  high  above  the  mountains  ftood. 
He  thundered,  and  the  ocean  fled> 
Confin'd  to  its  appointed  bed. 

6  The  fwelling  billows  know  their  bound. 
And  in  their  channels  walk  their  round  \ 
Yet  tbence  conveyM  by  fecret  veins. 
They  fpring  on  hiHs,  and  drench  the  plains; 

7  He  bids  the  cryftal  fountains  flow, 
And  cheer  the  vallies  as  they  go  ; 
Tame  heifers 'there  their  thirft  allay, 
And  for  the  ftream  wild  afles  bray. 

8  From  pleafant  trees  which  fliade  the  brink, 
The  lark  and  linnet  light  to  drink  ; 
Their  fongs  thq,  lark  and  linnet  raife, 

And  chide  our  filcnce  in  hi&  praifc. 


I 
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F  A  U  8  £   L 

9  God,  from  liis  doudy  ciftern,  pours 
On  the  parch'd  earth  enriching  (how'rs : 
The  grove,  the  garden,  and  the  field, 
A  thoufend  joyful  bleffings  yifld. 

10  He  makes  the  graffy  food  arifc, 
And  i^vcs  the  catde  large  Supplies  ^ 
With  herbs  for  man,  ^Various  pow': 
To  nourilh  nature,  or  to  cure. 

1 1  What  noble  fruftg  the  vines  produce  ]     • 
The  olive  yields  an  ufeful  juice ;  "** 
Our  hearts  are  chcer'd  with  gen'rous  wine. 
With  inivajrd  joy  our  faces  fliine. 

12  O  blefi  his  name,  ye  people,  fed 
With  nature's  chief  fupporter,  bread : 
While  bread  your  vital  ftrength  imparts. 
Serve  him  with  vigour  in  your  hearts. 

Pause  H. 

13  Behold  the  ftately  cedar  (lands,  ^- 
Raised  in  the  fbreft  by  his  hands  j 

Birds  to  thp  boughs  for  flielter  fly,        I    ' 
And  build  their  neftis  fecurc  on  high* 

14  To  craggy  hiUs  afcends  the  goat ;    -       •  ^ 
And  at  the  airy  mountain's  foot 

The  feebler  creatures  make  their  cell ; 
He  gives  them  wifdom  where  to  dwell. 

15  He  fets  the  fun  his  circling  race,. 
Appoints  the  moon  to  change  her  face ; 
And  when  thick  darkneis  veils  the  day. 
Calls  out  wild  bea&is  to  htint  their  prey« 

16  Rerce  lions  lead  their  young  abroad. 
And,  roaring,  afls:  their  meat  from  God  ; 

U 
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But  when  the  morning  beams  arife, 
"1  he  favage  beaft  to  covert  flies. 

17  Then  man  to  daily  labour  ^oes  j 
The  night  was  made  for  his  repofc : 
Sleep  is  thy  gift,  that  fweet  relief 
From  tirefome  toil  and  wafting  grief. 

4^  jiSIHow  ftrange  thy  works !  how  great  thy  fkiD^ 

^f      I  And  ev*ry  land  thy  riches  fill ; 

SX^  fThy  wifdom  round  the  world  wc  fee, 

J  '      f  This  fpacious  eafth  is  fuU  of  thee. 

^     for  lefs  thy  glories  in  the  deep, 
'  Where  fifti  in  millions  fwim  and  creep. 
With  wondrous  motions  fwift  or  flow. 
Still  wand'ring  in  the  paths  below. 
20  Th^re  fliips  divide  their  wat'ry  way, 
AVid  flocks  of  fcaly  monfters  play  ; 
There  dwells  the  huge  leviathan. 
And  foams  and  fports  in  fpite  of  man* 

^  Pause  IIL 

^i  ATaft  are  thy  works,  almighty  Lord, 
j^  |All  nature  refts  upon  thy  word, 
A^  I  And  the  whole  race  of  creatures  fl:and, 
^^1  Waiting  their  portion  from  thy  hand. 

22  While  each  receives  his  difPrent  food. 
Their  cheerful  looks  pronounce  it  good  ; 
Eagles  and  bears,  and  whales  and  wornis^ 
Rejoice  and  praife  in  different  forms. 

23  But  when  thy  face  is  hid,  they  mourn. 
And  dying,  to  their  duft  return ; 

^  Both  man  an4  beaft  their  fouls  rcfign  j 
*Life,  breath,  and  fpirit,  all  are  thine. 

24  Yet  thou  canft  breathf  on  duft  again, 

^    And  fill  the  world  with  bcafts  and  men  j 
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A  word  of  thy  creating  breath 
Repairs  the  waftes  of  time  and  death. 


25  His  works,  the  ponders  of  his  might, 

J  Are  honoured  with  his  own  delight  f 
, ■ 


How  awful  are  his  glorious  ways ! 
The  Lord  is  dreadful  in  his  praiie. 

alThc  earth  ftands  trembling  at  thy  ftroke, 
I  And  at  thy  touch  the  mountains  fmoke  ; 
I  Yet  humble  fouls  may  fee  thy  face,  )* 

I  And  tell  their  wants  to  fov'reign  grace, 

2  J  -In  thee  my  hopes  and  wiflies  meet, 
J  And  make  my  meditations  fweet } 
^^    Thy  praifes  Ihall  my  breath  employ, 

f    Till  it  expire  in  endlefs  joy.  -^ 

a  8  While  haughty  finners  die  accurft. 
Their  glory  bury'd  in  the  duft, 
I  to  my,God,  my  heav'nly  King,  * 

Immortal  hallelujahs  fing. 

Psalm  CV>    Abridged,   Com.  Met. 

God's  condu^  to  Jfrael^  and  the  plagues  of  Egypu 
i    y^  IVE  thanks  to  God,  invoke  his  name, 
\JF  And  tell  the  world  his  grace  ; 
Sound  through  the  earth  his  deeds  of  fame, . 
That  all  may  feek  his  face. 

2,   His  covenant,  which  he  kept  in  mind 
For  numerous  ages  paft, 
To  numerous  ages,  yet  behind. 
In  equal  force  ihall  lad. 

3  He  fware  to  Abraham  and  his  feed,  ' 

Ai|d  made  the  blefling  fure  ; 
Gentiles  the  and^nt  prom^e  read, 
Aod  find  hb  truth  endure. 
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4  «  Thy  feed  fliall  make  all  flatioiis  bJcft/* 

(Said  the  Almighty  voiee) 
**  And  Caoaan's  land  {hd&  be  their  ttfk^  I 

«  Tht  type  of  hcav'nly  j5ys-V 

5  ([How  large  the  grant !  how  rich  the  gfacet  *  v 

To  give  them  Canaan's  land, 
"When  they  were  ftrangers  in  the  place,        * 
A  little  feeble  band  1 

S  Like  pilgrims  through  the  countries  round 
Securely  they  removed  j  i 

And  haughty  kings,  that  on  them  frown'^ 
Severely  he  reprov'd. 
7  "  Touch  mine  anointed,  and  minJe  arm  \A 

'%      "  Shall  foon  revenge  tliewyong: 
"The  man  that  docs  my  prophets  harm, 

"  Shall  know  their  Gkxi  is  lirong.''  , 

S  Then  let  tlie  world  forbear  its  rage, 
Nor  put  the  chm^ch  in  fear : 
Kr'el  muft  live  through  ev'ry  age. 
And  be  th*  Almighty's  care.^ 

P  A  u  s  £  L 

9  Wh^n  Pharaoh  dar'd  to  vex  the  faint*,. 

And  thus  provok'd  their  God, 
Mofes  was  fent,  at  their  complaints^ 
Arm*d  with  his  dreadful  rod, 

10  He  caird  for  darknefs  J  darknefs  came 

Like  an  overwhelming  flood ; 
He  turned  each  lake  and  ev'ry  fiream? 
To  lakes  and  flreams  of  blood. 

1 1  He  gave  the  fign,  a«d  ncwfomc  ffies 

Through  the  whole  country  fpread  i^ 
And  frogs,  in  croakine  armies,  rifo 
About  the  monarch^  bed. 
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12  Through  fields,  and  to^ns,  and  palaces. 

The  ten-fold  vengeance  flew ; 
Locufts  in  fwarnis  devoured  their  trees. 
And  hail  their. cattle  flew, 

13  Then  by  an  angel's  midnight  ftroke, 

. '    The  flow*r  of  Egypt  dy'd ;  * 

The.ftrength  of  ey'ry  houfe  was  brokfe. 
Their  glory  and  their  pride. 

14  Now;let  the  world  forbear  its  rage. 

Nor  put  the  church  in  fear ;  -  ^ 

Ur*el  ijuift  live  through  evVy  age. 
And  be  th*  Almighty's  care. 

P  A  u  s  £  IL 

15  Thus  were  the  tribes  from  bondage  brought,^^ 

And  left  the  hated  ground  : 
Each  fonne  Egyptian  fpoils  had  got, 
And  not  one  feeble  found. 

16  The  Lorcl  himielf  chofe  out  their  way. 

And  mark'd  their  journies  right  ; 
Gave  them  a  leading  cloud  by  day, 
A  fiery  guide  by  night. 

17  They  thirft  ;  and  waters  from  the  rock 

In  rich  abundance  flow. 
And  following  ftill  the  courfe  they  took, 
Ran  all  the  defert  through.  , 

18  0  wondrous  ftream !  O  blefled  type 

Of  ever-flovving  grace  t     ^ 
So  Chrift-our  rock  maintains^  our  life^   • 
Through  all  this  wildernefs. 

19  Thus  guarded  by  th*  Almighty  Hand, 

The  chofen  tribes  poflefs'd 
Canaan  the  rich,  the  promis'd  land,  ^'^ 

And  there  enjoy'd  thek  refti  ;    - 
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o  Then  kt  the  world  /brbear  its  rage. 
The  churdh  renounce  her  fear  j 
Ifir*el  muft  live  through  ev'iry  age, 
And  be  th'  Almight^^s  care. 

^salmCVL  ver.  I— 5.  LojigMeU 

Praife  t9  God  ;  dr,  cemmumon  wkb  Jkiniu 

TO  Ood  the  great,  the  eVer  blefs'd. 
Let  fbngs  of  honour  be  addrb&'d  } 
His  mercy  firm  forever  ilands ! 
Give  him  the  thanks  his  love  demands* 

Who  knows  the  wonders  of  thy  ways? 
Who  IhaU  fulfil  thy  boimdlefs  praife  f 
Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  fear  thee  ftitt^ 
And  pay  their  duty  to  thy  wiH. 

Remember  what  thy  mercy  did 
For  Jacob's  race,  thy  chofen  feed } 
And  with  the  fame  falvation  blefs 
The  meaneft  fuppliant  of  thy  grace* 

O  may  I  fee  thy  tribes  rgoice. 

And  aid  their  triumphs  with  my  voice  [ 

This  is  my  ^ory,  Lord,  to  be 

Join'd  to  thy  iaints,  and  near  to  thee* 

Psalm  CVL     Short  Metre. 

Ven  7,  «,  I  ft— -14,  43 — 48. 

^mI  funifbed  und  pardoned  ^  otyGod'j  tmckangediff 
hve. 

GOB  <)f  eternal  love. 
How  fickle  are  our  ways  I 
And  yet  how  oft  did  Ifr'el  prove 
fl&y  ccmfianqr  of  grace  I 
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2      Ttey  faw  thy  wonders  Wrought, 
And  then  thy  praifc  they  fung  ; 
But  foon  thy  works  of  pow*!'  forgot. 
And  murmur'd  with  their  tongue. 

J      Now  they  believe  hb  word, 
While  rocks  with  riVfers  fiowj 
Now,  with  their  lufts  provoke  the  Lord^ 
And  ha  reddcM  them  low. 

4  Y^t  Whert  they  triourii'd  their  faulte. 
He  hearken'd  to  their  groans  ; 

Brought  his  own  covenant  to  his  thoughts^ 
And  call'd  them  fiiU  bis  fons.' 

5  Their  names  were  in  his  book, 
He  fav'd  them  from  their  foes ; 

Oft  he  chafiis'd,  but  ne'er  fprfook 

The  people  that  he  chofe. 
t     Let  Ifr^el  blefs  the  Lord, 

Who  lovM  their  ancient  race  ^ 
And  Chriftians  join  the  folema  word. 

Amen,  to  all  the  praife. 

PsalmCVII.  iftPart.  Long  Metre. 

If  rail  Ud  iPt  Canaany  and  Chrijiians  to  beave?u 

1  jni  IVE  thanks  to  God  ;  he  reigns  above  j 
VT  Kind  are  his  thoughts,  his  name  is  lovef 
His  mercy,  ages  pall  have  known. 

And  ages  long  to  come  {hall  own. 

2  Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord 
The  wonder^  of  his  g^ce  record : 
Ifr'el,  the  nation  whom  he  chofe. 
And  refcu'd  from  their  mighty  foes* 

3  [When  God's  almighty  arm  had  broke 
Their  fetr^is  and  th-  £lgy]^tian  yoke; 


238  Psalm  107. 

I         I ■  ml  .  ,  . 

4  Then  how  the  frighted  finners  fly- 
To  God  for  help,  witb  earncft  cry ! 

He  hears  their  groans,  prolongs  their  breath. 
And  faves  them  from  approaching  death. 

5  No  med'cine  could  eflFed  the  cure 
So  quick,  fo  eafy,  or  fo  fure ; 
The  deadly  fentence  God  repeals ; 

He  fends  his  fpv'reign  word,  and  heals* 

6  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 

The  wondrous  gopdnefe  of  the  Lord ! 
And  let  their  thankful  oflF^rings  prove 
How  they  adore  their  Maker's  love. 

Psalm  CVII.  ^tk  Part.  Long  MeU^ 

Deliverance  from  Jiorm  and  Jhipwreck  }   or^  the 
feama7t*s  fong. 

1  "VXTOULD  you  behold  the  works  of  God, 
-  >  VV  His  wonders  in  the  world  abroad. 

Go  with  the  mariners,  and  trace 

The  unknown  regions  of  the  feas. 
d  They  leave  their  native  fliores  behind. 

And  feize  the  favour  of  the  wind,  ' 

Till  God  commands,  and  tempefts  rife. 

That  heave  the  ocean  to  the  (kies. 

3  Now  to  the  heav*ns  they  mount  amain  j 
Now  fink  to  dreadful  deeps  again  } 
What  ftrange  aflPrights  young  failors  feel, 
And  like  a  ftagg'rmg  drunkard  reel  i 

4  When  land  is  far,  and  death  is  nigh, 

Loft  to  all  hope,  to  God  they  cry :  \ 

His  mercy  hears  their  loud  addrefs. 
And  fends  falvation  in  diftrefs. 

5  He  bids  l:he  winds  their  wrath  affuagej   -  -* 
The  furious  waves  forget  their  rage  : 
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'Tis  calm  ;  arid  failors  fmile  to  fee 
The  haven  where  they  wifh'd  to  be, 

5   O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 

The  wondrous  goodnefe  of  the  Lord  ! 
X.et  them  their  private  offerings  bring, 
And  in  the  church  his  glory  fing. 

— — •  '" — ■ ■ »   ■'■■i' 

Psalm  CVII.     Common  Metre* 

.  ne  mariner^ J  ffalm. 

I    npiHY  works  of  glory,  mighty  Lord, 
Jl    Thy  wonders  in  the  deeps, 
T6e  fons  of  courage  fliall  record. 

Who  trade  in  floating  {hips«  « 

%    At  thy  command  the  winds  arife. 
And  fwell  the  tow'ring  waves ; 
The  men,  aftoniih'd,  mount  the  fkies. 
And  fink  in  gaping  graves. 

3  [Again  they  climb  the  watVy  hills. 

And  plunge  in  deeps  again  : 
Each  like  a  tott'ring  drunkard  reels. 
And  finds  his  courage  vain, 

4  Frighted  to  hear  the  tempeft  roar, 

They  pant  with  fluttering  breath  j 
And,  hopelefs  of  the  diftant  fliore, 
Expe<a  inimediate  death,] 

5  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries^ 

He  hears  their  loud  requefl:. 
And  orders  filence  through  the  &ies, 
And  lays  the  floods  to  reft. 

6  Sailors  rejoice  .to  lofc  their  fears, 
*And  fee  the  ftorm  allay'd : 
Now  to  their  eyes  the  port  appeajrs ; 
There  let  their  vows  be  paid. 
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7  *Tis  God  that  brings  them  iafe  to  land ; 
Let  ftapid  moftsils  know 
That  waves  are  yndcr  hiis  C0jmiuii49. 
And  aU  the  wUids  that  blow. 

t  O  that  the  ions  of  m^fi  would  praiie 
The  goodnefi  of  the  Lord  i 
And  thofe  that  fee  thy  wondrous  ways, 
Xhy  wottdrpus  Ipve  record.  . 


Psalm  CVH.  Lafi  Part.  LoiigMct. 

Colonies  planted ;   or,  mtkm  bkfi  Qndpwujhed^ 
A  Pfalm  for  New«England. 

'  "Vf  7"^^^  ^^^*  provok'd  with  daring  crimes, 
V  V     Scourges  the  madncfi  of  the  times. 
He  turns  their  fields  to  barren  fand. 
And  dries  the  rivers  from  the  land. 

2  His  word  can  raifc  the  fprings  again, 
And  make  the  withered  mountains  greeo^ 
Send  {how'ry  bleffings  fronv  the  Ikies, 
And  harvefts  in  the  defert  rife. 

3  [Where  nothing  dwelt  but  beaOs  of  preyy 
Or  men  as  fierce  and  wild  2^  they. 

He  bids  th*  opprefs'd  and  poor  repair. 
And  builds  them  towns  and  cities  there. 

4  They  fow  the  fields,  and  trees  they  plants    ' 
Whofe  yearly  fruits  fupply  their  want : 
Their  race  grows  up  from  fruitful  ftocks. 
Their  wealth  increafes  with  their  flocks* 

5  Thus  they  arc  Weft  :  but  if  they  fin. 
He  lets  the  heathen  nations  in  } 

A  favage  crew  invades  their  lands. 
Their  children  die  by  barbarous  bandit 


y 
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6  Their  captive  fons,  expos'd  to  fcorn, 
.Wander  unpity'd  and  forlorn  ; 
The  country  lies  unfenc'd,  untill'd. 
And  defolation  fpreads  the  field. 

7  Yet  if  the  humbled  nation  mourns. 
Again  his  dreadful  hand  he  turns  ; 
Again  he  makes  their  cities  thrive, 
And  bids  the  dying  churches  live.] 

8  The  righteous,  with  a  joyfiilfenfc. 
Admire  the  works  of  Providence ; 
And  tongues  of  atheifts  Ihall  no  more 
Blafpheme  the  God  that  feints  adore. 

9  How  few  with  pious  care  record 
Thefe  wondrous  dealings  of  the  Lord 
But  wife  obfervers  ftill  fhall  find 
The  Lord  is  holy,  juft,  and  kind. 


PsALM  CIX.    1—5,  31.  Com.  Met. 

Lovt  to  enemies,  from  the  example  ofChriJi. 
«    /^  OD  of  my  mercy  and  my  praife, 
VT  Thy  glory  is  my  fong. 
Though  finners  fpcak  again  ft  thy  grace 
With  a  blafpheming  tongue, 
a    When  in  the  form  of  mortal  man 
Thy  Son  on  earth  was  found. 
With  cruel  flanders,  falfe  and  vain. 
They  compafs'd  him  around. 
3   Their  nais'ries  his  compaflion  move. 
Their  peace  he  ftill  purfu'd  j 
They  render  hatred  for  his  love. 
And  evil  for  his  good. 
W 
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4  Their  malice  rag'd  without  a  caufe  j 

Yet  with  his  dying  breath, 
He  pray*d  for  murderers  on  his  crofs. 
And  blcfsM  his  foes  in  death. 

5  Lord,  ftiall  thy  bright  example  Ihine 

In  vain  before  mine  eyes  ? 
Give  me  a  foul  a-kin  to  thine. 
To  love  mine  enemies, 

6  The  Lord  fhall  on  my  fide  engage. 

And  in  my  Saviour's  name 
I  fliall  defeat  their  pride  and  rage. 
Who  flandcr  and  condemn. 


Psalm  GX.    iji  Part.    Long  Metre. 

Chrl/i  exalted^  and  multitudes  converted :  (?r,  the 
fuccefs  ofthegofpel. 

1  T^HUS  the  eternal  Father  fpake 

X     To  Cbrift  the  Son,  "  Afcend  and  fit 
«  At  my  right  hand,  till  I  ftjall  make 
"  Thy  foes  fubmiflive  at  thy  feet. 

2  "  From  Zion  fliall  thy  word  proceed  ; 
"  Thy  word,  the  fceptre  in  thy  hand, 

«  Shall  make  the  hearts  of  rebels  bleed, 
"  And  bow  their  wills  to  thy  command. 

3  «  That  day  fhall  fhew  thy  pow*r  is  great, 

<«  When  Cunts  fliall  flock  with  willing  minds, 
'**  And  finners  crowd  thy  temple-gate, 
"  Where  holinefs  in  beauty  fliines/* 

4  O  blefled  pow'r  !  O  glorious  day  ! 
What  a  large  vicl*ry  fliall  enfue  ! 
And  converts,  who  thy  grace  obey. 
Exceed  the  drops  of  mortiing  dew. 
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Psalm  CX,    2d  Part.    Long  Metre. 

The  kingdom  and  prkjihood  of  Chriji. 

I    'THHUS  the  great  Lord  of  earth  and  fca 
X     Spake  to  his  Son,  and  thus  he  fwore ; 
**  Eternal  Ihall  thy  priefthood  be, 
•*  And  change  from  hand  to  haD4  no  more^ 

a   •*  Aaron  and  all  his  fons  muft  die, 
**  But  everlafting  life  is  thine, 
*'  To  fave  forever  thofe  that  fly 
**  For  refuge  from  the  wrath  divine* 

3    **  By  me  Melchizedek  was  made 

-    *'  On  earth  a  king  and  prieft  at  once  ; 

*'  And  thou,  my  heavenly  prieft,  Ihalt  plead, 
*^  And  thou,  my  king,  fhalt  rule  my  ions." 

^    Jefus  the  prieft  afcends  his  throne, 
While  coynfels  of  eternal  peace. 
Between  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Proceed  with  honour  and  fuccefs.      ^ 

5  Through  the  whole  earth  his  reign  ftiall  fpread, 
Jimd  crufli  the  pow'rs  that  dare  rebel ; 

Then  fhall  he  judge  the  rifing  dead, 
And  fend  the  guilty  world  to  helh 

6  Though  while  he  treads  his  glorious  way, 
He  drinks  the  cup  of  tears  and  blood. 
The  fuffVings  of  that  dreadful  day    •  " 
Shall  but  advance  him  near  to*«God. .  .,; 

PsALM  ex.     Common  Metre'^ 

Chri/i^s  kingdom  and  priefthoo^p 

1    TESUS,  our  Lord,  afcend  thy  throne,  ., 
J    And  near  thy  Father  fit  : 
In  Zion  (hall  thy  pow'r  be  known, 
And  make  thy  foes  fubmit. 
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2  What  wonders  fliall  thy  gofpel  do ! 

Thy  converts  Ihall  furpafs 
The  numerous  drops  of  morning  d«w. 
And  own  thy  fov'reign  grace* 

3  God  hath  pronounced  a  firm  decree. 

Nor  changes  ^vhat  he  fworc  ; 
«  Et*nalfhall  thy  priefthood  be, 
**  When  Aaron  is  no  more* 

4  ^^  Melchizedek,  that  wondrous  prieft, 

**  That  king  of  high  degree, 
"  That  holy  man,  who  Abraham  blcft, 
"  Was  but  a  type  of  thee.*' 

5  Jefus  our  prieft  forever  lives 

To  plead  for  us  above  ; 
Jefus  our  king  forever  gives 
The  blcifings  of  his  love* 

6  God  (hall  exalt  his  glorious  head. 

And  his  high  throne  maintain  ; 
Shall  ftrike  the  powers  and  princes  dead 
Who  dare  oppofe  his  reign. 

PsALM  CXL   ifi  Part.  Com.  Metre. 

Thi  wifdom  ef  God  in  his  works. 

I    O  ONGS  of  immortal  praife  belong 
1^  To  my  almighty  God  ; 
He  has  my  heart,  and  he  my  tongue. 
To  fpread  his  name  abrosid. 
!2  How  great  the  works  his  hand  hath  wrought ! 
How  glorious  in  our  fight  1 
Good  men  in  ev'ry  age  have  fought 
His  wonders  with  delight. 
3  How  moft  exaft  is  nature's  frame  ! 
How  wife  th'  eternal  Mind  I  . 
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^  -His  counfels  never  change  the  fchcme 
That  his  firft  thoughts  ,ckfiga*d. 

4  When  he  redeemed  his  chofen  fons. 

He  fix*d  his.  covenant  fore  :       ♦ 
The  orders  that  his  lips  prononnce. 
To  endlefs  years  endure. 

5  Nature  and  time,  and  earth  and  Mies/ 

Thy  heav'nly  Ikill  proclaim  ; 

"What  fhall  we  do  to  make  us  wife. 

But  learn  to  read  thy  name  ? 

6  To  fear  thy  pow'r,  to  truft  thy  grace. 

Is  our  divinell  (kill ; 
-And  he's  the  wifeft  of  our  race. 
That  beft  obeys  thy  will. 

Psalm  CXI.  2d  Part.   Com.  Metre. 

The  perfeSliom  of  God.  * ' 

1  /^  RE  AT  is  the  Lord ;  his  works  of  might 
VJF  Demand  our  nobleft  fongs  : 

Let  his  aflembled  faints  unite 
Their  harmony  of  tongues. 

2  Great  is  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 

He  gives  his  children  food  ; 

And,  ever  mindful  of  his  word. 

He  makes  his  promife  gopd- 

3  His  Son,  .the  great  Redeemer,  came 

To  feal  his  covenant  fure } 
Holy  and  reverend  is  his  name, 
His  ways  are  juft  and  pure. 

4  They  that  would  grow  divinely  wife  ^• 

Muft  with  his  fear  begin, 
Our  faireft  proof  of  knowledge  lies 
In  bating  ev'ry  lip. 

W,2 
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Psalm  CXIL    Particular  Metre. 

The  bleffings  of  the  liberal  matu 

1  THHAT  man  is  blcft  who  ftauds  in  awe 

j[     Of  God,  and  loves  hisfacred  law : 
His  feed  on  earth  fliall  be  renown'd  j 

His  hoQfe  ^.feat  of  wealth  ihall  be. 

An  inexhaufted  treafury. 

And  with  fucceffive  honours  crown'd. 

2  His  libVal  favours  he  extends^ 

To  fome  he  gives,  to  others  lends ; 

A  gen'rous  pity  fills  his  miiid  : 
Yet  what  his  charity  impairs. 
He  faves  by  prudence  in  aflFairs, 

And  thus  he*s  juft  to  all  mankind. 

3  His  hands,  while  tbcy  his  alms  beftow'd. 
His  glory's  future  harveft  fow*d : 

The  fweet  remembrance  of  the  juft, 
Like  a  green  root,  revives^  and  bears         ' 
A  train  of  bleffipgs  for  his  heirs,  •    .' 

When  dyin^  nature  >fleeps  in  duft* 

4  Befet  with  threatening  dangers  round. 
Unmoved  fhaU  he  maintain  his  ground  ; 

His  confcience  holds  his  courage  up  ; 
llie  foul  that's  fiird  with  virtue's  light 
Shines  brighteft  in  affliction's  night ; 

And  fees  in  darknefs  beams  of  hope^ 

Pause. 

5  [Hi  tidings  never  can  furprffe 
His  heart  that  fix'd  on  God  relies. 

Though  waves  and  tcmpcfts  roar  around : 
Safe  on  a  rock  he  fits,  and  fees 
The  fhipwreck  of  his  enemies,  ^ 

And  all  their  hope  and  glory  drown'd. 
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6  The  Wicked  ihall  hia  tfiunFipk  ic^^ 
A|0  gnafli  their  teeth  in  agoay. 

To  find  their  expedations  crof3*d  j 
They  and  their  envy,  pride  and  fpite. 
Sink  down  to  cverlafting  nicht. 

And  all  their  names  in  darknd^  loft.J 

,; ^ 

Psalm  CXII.     Long  Metre. 

The  blejjings  of  the  pious  and  cbaritakle. 
I  THHRICE  happy  man  who  fears  the  Lord, 
X    Loves  his  commands,  and  truils  his  word  j 
Honour  and  peace  his  days  attend. 
And  bleffings  to  his  feed  defcend. 
%  Compaflion  dwells  upon  his  mind. 
To  works  of  mercy  uill  inclined :  * 
He  lends  the  poor  fome  prefent  aid^ 
Or  gives  them,  p^t  to  be  repaid. 

3  When  time^  grow  dark,  and  hidings  fprcad^ 
That  fill  his  neighbours  round  with  dread» 
His  heart  is  armM  againft  tlie  ic^i     >  . 
For  (God  with  jiU  his  ^ow*r  is  there* 

4  His  foul,  weB  fixM  upon  the  Lord, 
Draws  heav'nly  courage  from  Ws  word ; 
Amidft  the  darkneis  light  §ia)l  nfe,    . 
To  cheer  his  heart,  and  \Atk  his^eycB* 

5  He  hath  difpers*d  his  alms  abrbad; 
His  works  are  ftill  before  his  Qod  ; 
His  name  on  earth  Ihall  long  remain, 
^/lile  envious  finners  fret  in  vain. 

"~ ; ■  ■■ ■ — — — ^ — "«' *• 

^^^LM  CXIL     Common  Metre* 

Liberality  rewarded* 

^  11.^  APPY  is  he  that  fears  the  Lordv 
X  Tjl     And  folk) ws  his  commands,. 
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Who  lends  the  poor  v^thout  reward, 
Or  gives  with  lib'ml  hands. 

I  Am  pity  dwells  within  his  breaft 
To  all  the  Ions  of  need  ; 
So  God  Ihall  anfwer  his  requeft 
With  bleflings  on  his  feed. 

{  No  evil  tidings  fhull  furprife 

His  well  cilablifhM  mind  j         ^ 
His  foul  to  God,  his  refuge,  flies. 
And  leaves  his  fears  behind. 

i  In  times  of  general  diftrefs. 

Some  beams  of  light  fhall  {hine, 
l^o  fhew  the  world  his  righteoufnefs, 
And  give  him  peace  divine. 
;  His  works  of  piety  and  love 
Remain  before  the  Lord  j 
Honour  on  earth,  and  joys  above. 
Shall  be  his  fure  reward. 

Psalm  CXIIL    Particular  Metre, 

The  majejiy  and  condefcenjioh  of  God. 

'\r^  that  delight  to  ferve  the  Lord, 

]fThe  honours  of  his  name  record,       , 

JRlMScred  name  forever  blefs  ; 
Where'er  the  circling  fun  difplays 
His  rifing  beams  or  ietting  rays, 

Let  lands  and  feas  his  pow'r  confefi. 
Not  time,  nor  nature's  narrow  rounds. 
Can  give  his  vaft  dominion  bounds ; 
.  The  heav*ns  are  far  below  his  height : 
I^t  no  created  greatnefs  dare 
With  our  eternal  God  compare, 

Arm'd  with  his  uncreated  might ! 
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.3  H^  bows  his  glorious  head  to  view 
What  the  bright  hofts  o£  angels  do. 

And  bends  hi.s  care  to  mortal  things  ; 
His  fov'reign  hand  exalts  the  poor. 
He  takes  the  needy  from  the  door, 
And  makes  them  company  for  kings. 

4  When  childlefs  families  defpair. 
He  fends  the  bleffing  of  an  heir. 

To  refcue  their  expiring  name : 
The  mother,  with  a  thankful  voice. 
Proclaims  his  praifes  and  her  joys  : 
Let  evpry  age  advance  his  tame. 

Psalm  CXIIL     Long  Metre. 

God  fovereign  and  gracious. 

1  XTE  fcrvants  of  th*  Almighty  King, 

X     In  ev'ry  age  his  praifes  fing  : 
Where'er  the  fun  flxall  rife  or  fet. 
The  nations  ftiall  his  praife  repeat. 

2  Above  the  earth,  beyond  the  Iky, 
Stands  his  high  tjirone  of  majefty  ; 
Nor  time,  nor  place,  his  pow'r  reftrain. 
Nor  bound  his  univerfal  reign. 

3  Which  of  the  fons  of  Adam  dare. 

Or  angels,  with  their  God  compare  ?  -  ■  /'\ 

His  glories.,  how  divinely  bright, 
Who  d\yclls  in  uncreated  light ! 

4  Behold  his  Jove  ;  he  ftoops  to  view 
What  faints  above  and  angels  do  ; 
And  conclefcends  yet  more,  to  know 
The  mean  affairs  of  men  below. 

5  From  dpft  and  cottage*  obfcure,     .      ,     . 
His  grace  exalts  the  humble  poor  j 


<^- 
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Gives  them  the  honour  of  his  fons. 
And  fits  them  for  their  heav'nly  thrones. 

6  [A  word  of  his  creating  voice 

Can  make  the  barren  hoofe  rejoice :  •  « 

Though  Sarah's  ninety  years  were  paft. 
The  promised  feed  is  born  at  laft. 

With  joy  the" mother  views  her  fon. 
And  tells  the  wonders  God  has  done  : 
Faith  may  grow  ftrong  when  fenfe  defpairs  : 
If  nature  fails/the  promife  bears.] 


Psalm  CXIV.     Long  Sletre. 

Miracles  attending  0'ael*s  journey. 

1  ^^THEN  IfV'el,  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand, 

VV     i-^^t  the  proud  tyrant  and  his  land, 
The  tribes  with  cheerful  homage  own 
Their  King,  and  Judah  was  his  throne. 

2  Acrofs  the  deep  their  journey  lay  ; 
The  deep  divides  to  make  them  way  ; 
Jordan  beheld  their  march^  and  fled       / 
With  backward  current,  to  his  head. 


I  (j  The 
i  \    Lik 


he  mountains  fliook  like  frighted  iheep^ 
ike  lambs  the  little  hillocks  leap  ; 
Not  Sinai  on  her  bafe  could  ftand, 
Confcious^of  iqv'rcign  powV  at  hand. 

\  What  pow'r  could  itiake  the  deep  divide  ? 
Make  Jordan  backward  roll  his  tide  ? 
Why  did  ye  leap,  ye  little  hills  ? 
And  wlieiyce  the  fright  that  Sinai  feels  ? 

Let  cv'ry  mountain,  cv'ry  flood. 
Retire,  and  know  th*  approaching  God, 
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The  King  of  Hr^el :  See  him  here !  , 
Tremble  thou  earth,  adore  and  fean 

6  He  thunders,  and  aU  nature  mourns ;     « 
The.  rock  to  Handing  pools  he  turns  : 
Flints  fpring  with  fountains  at  his  word, 
And  fires  and  feas  confefs  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CXV.     Long  Metre^ 

The  true  God  our  refuge  ;  or^  idolatry  reproved. 

I   T'^JOT  to  o^rfclves,  who  arc  but  duft, 
X^    Not  to  ourfelves  is  glory  due. 
Eternal  Qpd,  thou  only  juft. 
Thou  only  gracious,  wife  and  true. 

5  Shine  forth  Jn  all  thy  dreadful  name  ; 
Why  fhould  a  heathen's  haughty  tongue 
Infult  us,  and  to  raife  our  fliame. 
Say,  **  Where's  the  God  you've  ferv'dTo  long  ?'* 

3  The  God  wc  ferve  maintains  his  throne 
Above  the  clouds,  beyond  the  fkics  ; 
Through  all  the  earth  his  will  i^  .done. 
He  knows  our  groans,  he  hears  biir  cries. 

4  But  the  vain  idols  they  adore 

Are  fenfelefs  fhapcs  of  ftonc  and  wood  j 
At  beft,  a  mafe  of  glitt'ring  ore, 
A  filver  faint,  or  golden  god.. 

5  [With  eyes  and  ears,  they  carve  their,  head  j 
Deaf  are  their  ears,  their  eyes  are  blind : 

In  vain  are  coftly  ofPrings  made. 
And  vows  are  fcattcr'd  in  the  wind. 

6  Their  feet  were  never  made  to  move. 
Nor  hands  to  favc  when  mortals  pray ; 
Mortals  that  pay  them  fear  or  love. 
Seem  to  be  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 
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7  O  Ifr'el,  make  the  Lord  thy  hope. 
Thy  help,  thy  refoge,  and  thy  reft  :  I 
The  Lofd  Ihall  build  thy  rmny  up,  I 
And  bleis  the  people  and  the  prieft. 

8  The  dead  no  more  can  fpeak  thy  praife. 
They  dwell  in  filence  in  the  grave  ; 
But  we  ihall  live  to  fing  thy  grace. 
And  tell  the  world  thy  pow'r  to  fave. 

Psalm  CXV.   Particular  Metre. 

Popijh  idolatry  reproved. 

I  TVT^'^  ^^  ^^^  names,  thou  only  juft  arnT^ue, 
J[_^    Not  to  our  wotthlefs  nimes  is  glory  d\ie  ; 
Thy  pow'r  and  grace,  thy  trurfi  and  juftice  claim 
Imtnortal  honours  to  thy  fov'rdgn  name. 
Shine  through  the  earth  from  hcav'n  thy  blcft  abode, 
•  Nor  let  the  heathen  fay, «« And  where's  your  God  !" 

1  Heav'n  is  thy  higher  court,  there  ftands  thy  throne,  ( 

And  through  the  lower  worlds  thy  will  is  done. 
Our  God  fram'd  all  this  earth,  thefe  heav'nshe  fprcad. 
But  fools  adore  the  gods  their  hands  have  made  ;. 
The  kneeling  croivd,  with  looks  devout,  behold 
Their  filver  faviours,  and  their  faittts  of  gold. 

3  [Vain  are  thofe  artfal  fliapes  of  eyes  anfd  ears ; 
The  molten  image  iicithtjr  fees  nor  hears  :     , 
Their  hands  are  helplefs,  nor  their  feet  cati  move  ; 
They  have  no  fpeech,  nor  thought,  nor  pow'r,  nor  lovc^; 
Yetfottifh  mortals  make  their  long  complaints 
To  their  deaf  idols,  and  their  movelefs  faints. 

4  The  rich  have  ftatucs  well  adorn'd  with  gold ; 
The  poor,  content  with  gods  of  coarfer  mould, 
Wiih  tools  of  iron  carve  the  fenfclcfs  ftocki- 
Lopt  from  a  tree,  or  broken  from  a  rock : 
People  and  priefts  drive  on  the  folemn  trade,- 
And  truft  the  gods  that  faws  and  hammers  made.] 
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5  Be  heav'n  and  earth  amaz'd  !  ^'Tis  hard  to  fay, 
Which  is  more  ftupidy  or  their  gods^  or  thpy. 
O  Ifr'cl,  trull  ihe  Lord  !  he  hears  and  fees. 
He  knows  thy  forrows,  and  reftores  thy  peace  : 
His  worfhip  does  a  thoufand  comforts  yield, 
He  is  thy  heJp,  and  he  thy  heavenly  flileld. 

6  In  God  we  truft  ;  our  impious  foes  in  vain 
Attempt  our  ruin,  and  oppofe  his  reign ; 

Had  they  prevailed,  darknefs  had  clos*d  out  days, 
.  And  death  and  fil^nce  had  forbid  his  praife  : 
But  we  are  fav'd,  and  live  :  Let  fongs  arife. 
And  Zion  blefs  the  God  that  built  the  ikies. 

Psalm  CXVI.   ijl  Part.   Com.  Met. 

Recovery  from  ftcknefs. 

I   T  LOVE  the  Lord :  iie  heard  my  cries, 
i     And  pity'd  every  groan ; 
Long  as  I  liv€,  when  troubles  rife, 
ril  haften  to  his  throne. 

a  I  love  the  Lord  :  he  bow'd  his  car, 
And  chas'd  my  griefs  away  : 
O  let  my  heart  no  more  defpair. 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray ! 

3  My  flefh  declined,  my  fpirits  fell. 

And  I  drew  near  the  dead  ; 
While  inward  pangs,  and  fears  of  hell, 
Perplex'^  my  wakeful  head. 

4  "  My  God,  I  cryM,  thy  fervant  fave, 

"  Thou  ever  good  and  juft ; 
*'  Thy  pow'r  can  refcue  from  the  grave, 
"  Thy  pow'r  is  all  my  truft." 

5  The  Lord  beheld  me  fore  diftreft. 

He  bid  my  pains  rempve : 
X 
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Return,  my  foul,  to  God^  thy  reft^ 

For  thou  haft  known  his  love« 
6  My  God  hath  fav*d  my  foul  from  death, 

And  dry'd  my  falling  tears  : 
Now  to  his  praifc  m  fpend  my  breath,. 

And  my  remaining  years. 

Psalm  CXVI.    2d  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Ver.   12,  &c.     Vows  J  made  in  trouble^  paid  in  ibe 
church  ;  or^  public  thanks  for  private  deliverance^ 

I  ^"TTHAT  fhall  I  render  to  my  God 
W    For  all  his  kindnefe  fliown  ? 
My  feet  fhall  vifft  thine  abode. 
My  fongs  addrefs  thy  throne. 
c  Among  the  faints  that  #11  -thine  houfe 
My  ofTrings  fhall  be  paid  j 
There  fhall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 
My  foul  in  angui&  made* 

3  How  much  is  mercy  thy  defighti 

Thou  ever-bleffed  God ! 
How  dear  thy  fervants  in  thy  fight ! 
How  precious  is  their  blood  ! 

4  How  Tiappy  all  thy  fervants  are  ! 

How  great  thy  grace  to  mc  1 
My  life,  which  ihoa  haft  made  thy  care, 
Lord,  I  devote  to  thee.  -      . 

5  Now  I  am  thine,  forever  thine,  - 

Nor  fhall  my  purpofe  move  j 
Thy  hand  hath  loosed  my  bonds  of  paiD, 
And  bound  me  with  thy  love. 

6  Here  in  tby  courts  I  leave  my  vow, 

And  thy  rich  grace  record ; 
Witnefs,  ye  faints,  who  hear  me  now. 

If  I  forfake  the  Lord.  i 
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Psalm  CXVII.    Common  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  from  all  nations. 
'  C^  ^^^  ye  nations,:  praife  the  Lord, 
V-/    Each  withadiflPrcnt  tcMigue  : 
In  ev'ry  language  learn  his  word. 
And  let  his  name  be  fung. 
a  His  mercy  reigns  through  evety  Iwid  j 

Proclaim  his  grace  abroad : 
^  Forever  firm  his  truth  fhall  ftand } 
Praife  ye  the  faithful  God. 

Psalm  CXVIL     Long  Metre. 

\}  Let  the  Creator?s  praife  arife  ; 
l«t  the  feed^cmer's  name  be  fung 
Through  ev*ry  land,  by  ev*ry  tongue. 
^  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord  ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  : 
Thy  praife  fhill  found  from  fhore  ta  fhore, 
Till  funs  fliall  rife  and  fet  no  more. 


Psalm  CXVIL    Short  Metre. 

rIY  name.  Almighty  Lord, 
^  Shall  found  through  diftant  lands  j 
Great  is  thy  grace,  and  fure  thy  word. 
Thy  irwh  forever  ftands. 
Far  be  thine  hotiour  fpread. 
And  long  thy  praife  endure, 
TiW  morning  light  and  evening  flhadc 
Shall  be  exchanged  no  more. 
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Psalm  CXVIII.  iftPart.  Com.  Met. 

Ver.  6—15.     Deliverance  from  a  tumult. 

1  nr^HE  Lord  appears  my  helper  now. 

Ml    jNor  is  my  faith  afraid 
Of  what  the  fons  of  earth  can  do, 
Since  Heav*n  aflFords  me  aid. 

2  *1  Is  fafer,  Lord,  to  hope  in  thee,  . 

And  have  my  God  my  friend, 
Than  truft  in  men  of  high  degree, 
And  on  their  truth  depend* 

3  Like  bees  my  foes  befct  me  round  ;     . 

A  large  and  angry  fwarm ! 
But  I  fliall  all  their  rage  confound 
By  thine  almighty  arm. 

4  *Tis  through  the  Lord  my  heart  is  (Irong, 

In  him  my  lips  rejoice  ; 
While  his  falvation  is  my  fong. 
How  cheerful  is  my  voice !   . 

5  Like  angry  bees  they  girt  me  round  j 

When  God  appears,  they  fly : 
So  burning  thorns,  with  crackling  found. 
Make  a  fierce  blaze  and  die. 

6  Joy  to  the  faints  and  peace  belongs  j 

The  Lord  protefts  their  days  j 
Let  Ifr*el  tune  ii^mortal  fongs 
To  his  almighty  grace. 

Psalm  CXVIII.  2^  Part.  Com;  M. 

Ver.  17 — 21. 
Public  prai/efor  deliverance  from  death. 
I  T    ORD,  thou  haft  heard  thy  fervant  cry^ 
•  I"j  And  refcu'd  from  the  grave  j 
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■ 

Kpw  fttail  he  Jive  j  (and  Aone  can  die. 

If  God  fefolvc  to  favc.) 
a  -Thy  praife,  more  conftant  than  before. 

Shall  fin  his  dafly  breirh ; 
Thy  hand,  thit  hath  chiaftis'd  him  fore,  * 

Defends  him^ilill  frmn  deith* 

3  Open  the  gates  of  Zion  no»r. 

For  we  fliali  worfliip' there ; 
The  houfe  where  all  t^e  Hgfateous^  go^ 
Thy  mercy  to  declare. 

4  Amongft  th'affemblies  of  thy  faints 

Our  thankful  voice  we  raife  : 
.  There  we  have  told  thee  our  com{daints. 
And  there  we  fpeak  thy  praife. 

"  '     '     *•       «■'■"!■    -  ■  ■■  ' 11..  I    I         I.    I  .      i       li  I  t  » 

Psalm  CXVIII.  ^dPart.  Com.  Met. 

Ver.  22,  23.     Cbriji  the  foundation  of  his  church. 

1    T>EHOLD  the  fure  foundatioii-ftbne 
J3  Which  God  in  Zion  lays. 
To  build  our  heavenly  hopes  upon. 
And  his  eternal  praife. 

a  Chofen  of  God,  to  linners  dear. 
And  faihts  adore  the  name  ; 
They  truft  th^ir  whole  falvation  here. 
Nor  flxall  they  fufFer  fhame. 
3  The  foolifli  builders,  fcribe  and  prieft,     • 
•    ;  Re^ft  it  with  difdain  ;  v 

.  Yet  oh  this  rock  the  church  fhall  reft. 
And  envy  rage  in  vain. 
4.  What  though  the  gates'  of  hell  withflood. 
Yet  muft  this  building  rife  : 
*Tis  thine  own  work,  Almighty  God, 
And  wondrous  in  our  eyes. 
X  2 
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Psalm  CXVIIL  4th  Part.  Com.  M. 

Ver.  24 — 26.    Ho/inna;  theUrd*s^day;  or^Cbri/Ps 

refurre6tion  and  our/alvation. 
I  npiilS  b  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made, 
X    He  calls  the  hours  his  owa ; 
Let  heav'n  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad. 
And  praife  furround  the  throne. 

a  To-day  he  rofe  and  left  the  dead. 
And  Satan's  empire  fell  j 
To-day  the  faints  his  triumphs  fpread,, 
And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hoianna  to  th''  anointed  King^     * 

To  David's  holy  Son  I 
Help  us,  O  Lord  j  defcend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 

4  Bleft  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men 
,  With  meffages  of  grace  j 

Who  comes  in  God  his  Father's  name. 
To  fave  our  finful  race. 

5  Hofanna  in  the  higheft  drains 

The  church  on  earth  can  raife  j 
The  higheft  heav'ns,  in*  which  he  reigns. 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praife* 


PsALM  CXVIIL  22-27.  Short  Met, 

An  hajanna  for  the  Lord^id'ay  ;    or^  a  new  fong  ef 
falvation  by  Chrift^ 

I        O  EE  what  a  living  ftone 
^  O  The  builders  did  refufe  j 
Yet  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon, 
JUi  fpite  of  envious  Jews* 
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2  The  Scribe  and  angry  prictt 
Reject  thine  only  Son  ; 

Yet  on  this^^  rock  fliall  Zibn  reft. 
As  the  chief  corner  ftone. 

3  The  work,  O  Lord,  is  thine. 
And  wondrous  in  our  eyes }        . 

This  day  declares  it  all  divine,  "    . 

This  day  did  Jefos  rife. 

4  This  is  the  glorious  day 
That  our  Redeemer  made  ; 

Let  us  rejoice,  and  fing,  and  pray, 
Let  all  the  church  be  glad. 

5  Hofanna  to  the  King 
Of  David's  royal  blood  } 

Blefs  him,  ye  faints  j  he  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  from  your  Cod. 

6  We  blefs  thine  holy  word, 
Which  all  this  gf ace  difplays  j 

And  offer  on  thine  altar.  Lord, 
Our  iacrifice  of  praife* 

PsalmCXVIII.  22- — 2y.  LongM. 

An  Jhofantia  for  the  LordU-day  ;  or^  a  new  fcng  of 
falvation  by  Cbfifi* 

1  T    O  J  what  a  glorious  corncr-ftone 
I  J  The  Jewifli  builders  did  refufe ; 

But  God  hath  buik  bis  church  thereon. 
In  fpxto  of  envy,  and  the  Jews. 

2  Great  God !  the  work  js  all  divine. 
The  joy  and  wonder  of  our  eyes  ; 
This  is  the  day  that  proves  it  thine. 

The  day  that  faw  our  Saviour  rife^  i 
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3  Sinners  rqoicc,  and  fainu  be  glad : 
'    Hofanna,  let  his  name  be  bleft.  j 

A  thoufand  honours  on  his  head, . 
With  peace,  and  light,  .and  glory  rcfll 

4  In  God's  owij  name  he  comes  to^  bring 
Salvation  to  our  dying  race ; 

Let  the  whole  church  addrefe  th^ir  ¥jng 
With  hearts  of  joy,  and  i<wlg$  ,of  fwraife. 


Psalm  CXIX. 

/  have  coUeaechfittd  d'tfptffed  the  mofi  ufitful  n^erfts  of  Alt  Ffatm 
under  eighteen  different  head^^  and  formed  a  Divine  Song  upon  eaeb 
of  them.  But  the  vtrfes  are  much  trarifpofed  to  dttatn  fome  degree 
of  ccnnexiott* 

^In  fome  places y  among  the  iv&rds  law,  conimaaids,  jttdgmentSy 
teftimoni^s,  /  have  ufed^gbfyel^  word,  grace,  truth,  pronufes^ 
^e.  cu  w<J#v  agreeable  to  the  Neiv  Tejlamenty  Ond the' common  /an^ 
guage  ofChrtflianSf  and  k  equally  anf^Uf  en  the  de^n^  of  the  Bfalnnfi^ 
*ufh'tch  was  to  recommend  the  Holy  Scriptures  •  . 

Psalm  CXIX.  ift  Part.   Com.  Met. 

The  blefednefs  of  faints^  Md  Wifery.  ofjlnneru 
Ver.  I,  2,  3. 

1  T>  LEST  arc  th*  undefiPd  in  heart, 
X3    Whofe  ways  are  right  and  clean  ; 
Who  nevefr  from  thy  law  depart. 

But  fly  from  ev*ry  fin. 

2  Bleft  are  the  men  that  keep  thy  word, 

And  pra^Stife  thy  commands  ; 
With  their  whole  heart  they  fefek  the  Lord^ 
And  ferve  thee  with  their  hands* 
Ver.  165. 

3  Great  is  their  peace  who  love  thy  .law; 

How  firm  their  fouls  abide  1 
Nor  can  a. bold  temptation  draw     , 
Their  fteady  feet  afide. 


Psalm  119,  26l 

Vcr*  6. 

4  Then  fliall  my  heart  have  Inward  joy. 

And  keep  my  face  from  fliame. 
When  all  thy  ftatiatcs  I  obey. 
And  honour  all  thy  ntime. 

Ver.  21,  ii8. 

5  But  haughty  (inners  God  will  hate. 

The  proud  fhall  die  accurfi ; 
The  fons  of  falfehood  and  deceit 
Arc  trodden  to  the  duft. 

Ver.  119,  155. 

6  Vile  as  the  drofs  the  wicked  arc  ;        . 

And  thofe  that  leave  thy  ways 
Shall  fee  falvation  from  afar. 
But  never  tafte  thy  grace. 

Psalm  CXIX.   id  Part.    Com.  Met. 

Secret  devotion  andfpiritml'TnindedneJs  ^>  or^  conftant 
converfe  with  God. 

"Ver,  147,  ss^^ 

1  npO  thee,  before  the  dawning  light, 

X     My  gracious  God,  I  pray  ; 
I  meditate  thy  name  by  night, 
And  keep  thy  law  by  day. 

Ver.  81. 

2  My  fpirit  faints  to  fee  thy  grace  ; 

Thy  promife  bears  me  up  ; 
And  while  falvation  long  delays. 
Thy  word  fupports  my  hope. 

Ver  1 64. 

3  Seven  times  a  day  I  lift  my  hanlds,  "^ ' 

And  pay  my  thanks  to  thee  } 
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Thy  righteous  providence  demands 
Repeated  praife  from  xne. 

Vcr.  62. 
4  When  midnight  darkoeis  veils  the  ikies, 
I  call  thy  works  to  mirid ; 
My  thoughts  in  warm  devotion  rife. 
And  fweet  acceptance  find. 

Psalm  CXIX.  ^d  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Profejims  of  fmccrity^  repentance  and  obediencif 
Ver.  ^fy  60. 

1  npHOU  art  my  portion,  O  my  God ; 

JL  •  Soon  as  I  know  thy  way, 
My  heart  makes  hafte  t'  obey  thy  word, 
And  fujSers  no  delay. 

Ver,  30,  14. 

2  I  choofe  the  path  of  heavenly  truth. 

And  glory  in  my  choice  j 
Not  all  uie  riches  of  the  earth 
Could  make  me  fo  rejoice. 

3  The  teftimonies  of  thy  grace 

I  fet  before  mine  eyes : 
Thence  I  derive  my  'daily  ftrength. 
And  there  my  comfort  lies. 
Ver.  59. 

4  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  path, 

I  think  upon  iny  ways  j 
Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  commands. 
And  truft  thy  pard'ning  grace. 

Ver.  94,  114, 

5  Now  I  am  thine,  forever  thine, 

O  fave  thy  fervant,  Lord ! 
Thou  art  my'fhield,  my  hiding  place, 
My  hope  is  in  thy  word. 
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Ver.  u^, 
5  Thou  haft  ifidin'd  this  heart  of  mine 
Thy  ftatures  to  fulfH  : 
And  thus  till  mortal  life  Ihall  end 
Would  I  perform  thy  will^ 

In/lruflimfromfcripture. 
Ver.  9« 

1  T  T  O W  (hall  the  youn^  fecure  their  hearts, 
XjL    And  guard  their  lives  from  fin? 

Thy  word  the  choiceft  rules  imparts. 
To  keep  the  confciencc  clean. 
Ver.  130. 

2  When  once  it  enters  to  the  mind. 

It  fpteads  fuch  light  al^road, 
The  meaneft  fouls  inftruftion  find, 
And  raife  their  thoughts  to  God, 

Ver.  10^. 

3  *Tis  like  the  fun,  a  heavenly  light, 

That  guides  us  all  the  day  ; 
And  through  the  dangers  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

Ver,  99,  100. 

4  The  men  that  keep  thy  law  with  care. 

And  meditate  thy  word. 
Grow  wifer  than  their  teachers  are. 
And  better  know  the  Lord. 

Ver.  104,  113. 

5  Thy  priecepts  make  me  truly  wife ; 

1  hate  the  fmncr's  road  : 
I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rife. 
But  love  thy  law,  my  God. 
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Ver.  89,  90,  91. 

6  [The  ftarry  heav'ns  thy  rule  obey, 
*    The  earth  maintains  her  place  : 
And  thcfe  thy  fervants,  night  and  day, 

Thy  fkill  and  pow*r  exprefs, 

7  But  ftiltthy  law  and  gofpd,  Lord, 

Have  leffons  more  divine ; 
Not  earth  ftands  firmer  than  thy  word. 
Nor  ftars  fo  nobly  fhine.] 

Ver.  160,  140,  9,  116. 

8  Thy  word  is  evcrlafting  truth, 

How  pure  is  ev'ry  page  ! 
That  holy  book  fliall  guide  our  youth, 
And  well  fupport  our  age. 


Psalm  CXIX.  sthParL  Com.  Met. 

Delight  in  fcrifiure  ;    «r,  the  word  af  God  dwellifis 
in  as. 

Ver.  97. 
ii   /^  HOW  I  love  thy  holy  law ! 
V^    'Tis  daily  my  delight : 
And  thence  my  meditarions  draw 
Divine  advice  by  night. 
Ver.  148. 

2  My  waking  eyes  prevent  the  dayf 

To  meditate  thy  word  : 
My  foul  with  longing  melts  away 
To  hear  thy  gofpel.  Lord. 
Ver.  3,  13,  54. 

3  How  doth  thy  word  my  heart  engage! 

How  well  employ  my  tongue  1 
And  in  my  tirefome  pilgrimage 
Yields  me  a  heav'nly  fong; 
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Ver.  19, 103. 

4  Am  I  a  firaoger,  or  at  home, 

'Tis  my  perpetual  feaft ; 
Not  honey  dropping  from  the  comb 
So  much  allures  the  tafte. 

Ver.  72,  127. 

5  No  treafures  fo  enrich  the  mind  ; 

Nor  fliall  thy  word  be  fold 

For  loads  of  iSlver  well  refiii'd. 

Nor  heaps  of  chdiceft  gold. 

Ver.  28,49,  ^75^ 

6  When  nature  finks,  and  fpirits  droop. 

Thy  promifes  of  grace 
jAtc  pillars  to  fupport  my  hope. 
And  there  T  write  thy  praife. 

Psalm  CXIX.  6th  Part.  Com.  Met 

HoHmfs  and  comfort  from  the  word. 

Ver.  128. 

1  T    ORD,  I  eftcQm  thy  judgments  right, 
%  4  And  all  thy  ftatutes  juft ; 
Thence  I  maintain  a  conftant  fight 

With  ev'ry  flattering  luft. 

Ver.  97,  ^. 

2  Thy  precepts  often  I  furvey : 

I  keep  thy  law  in  fight. 
Through  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 
To  form  my  adions  right. 

Ver.  6z. 

3  My  heart  in  midnight  filence  cries, 

"  How  fweet  thy  comforts  be  1** 
My  thoughts  in  holy  wonder  rife. 
And  bring  their  thanks  to  the^ 
Y 
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Ver.  162* 
4  And  when  my  fpirit  drinks  her  fill. 
At  fome  good  word  of  thine. 
Not  mighty  men  that  (hare  the  fpoil 
Have  joys  compared  to  mine. 


Psalm  CXIX.  ^th  Part.  Com.  Met. 

inperfedim  of  nature ^  and  perfeSlion  offcriptwre. 

Vcr.  96  paraphrafed. 
I  T    ET  all  the  heathen  writers  join 
%  4  To  form  one  perfeft  book. 
Great  God,  if  once  compared  with  thine. 
How  mean  their  writings  look ! 

k  Uot  the  moft  perfeA  rules  they  gavt 

Could  fhew  one  fin  forgiv'n. 

Nor  lead  a  ftep  beyond  the  grave ; 

But  thine  condudt  to  heav'n. 

3  Fve  fccn  an  end  of  what  we  call 

Perfedion  here  below ; 
How  ftiort  the  pow'rs  of  nature  fell. 
And  can  no  nurther  go  I 

4  Yet  men  would  fain  be  juft  with  God,- 

By  works  their  hands  have  wrought  $ 
But  thy  commands,  exceeding  broad, 
Extend  to  ev*ry  thought. 

5  In  vain  we  boaft  perfcdion  here. 

While  fin  defiles  our  frame  ; 
^  And  finks  our  virtues  down  fo  fer. 
They  fcarce  deferve  the  name. 

6  Our  faith  and  love,  and  €V'ry  grace. 

Fall  far  below  thy  word ; 
But  perfeft  truth  and  righteoufneft 
Dwell  only  with  the  Lord. 
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Psalm  CXIX.  SthPart.  Com.  Met. 

Tbe  word  of  God  is  the  faint's  ptarfion  ;  w,  the  excH'^ 
kncy  and  variety  rffirtpture. 
Vcr.  Ill  paraphrafed. 
I  T    ORD,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice^ 
1  J  My  lafting  heritage  j 
There  fliall  my  nobleft  pow*rs  rejoice. 
My  warmeft  thoughts  engage. 

a  FU  read  t^ie  hift'ries  of  thy  love. 
And  keep  thy  laws  in  fight, 
While  through  the  promifes  I  rove 
.With  ever  freflx  delight, 

3  *Tis  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown, 

Where  fprings  of  life  arife  ; 
Seeds  of  immortal  blifs  are  fown. 
And  hidden  glory  lies. 

4  The  beft  relief  that  mourners  have. 

It  makes  our  Ibrrows  bleft  ; 
Our  faireft  hope  beyond  the  grave. 
And  our  eternal  reft. 

Psalm  CXIX.  ^fh  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Difire  of  knowledge  ;   or,  ibe  teachings  of  the  Sj^rit 
vdtb  the  word. 

.  Ver.  64,  68,  18. 

I  npHY  mercies  fill  the  earth,  O  Lwd, 
JL    How  good  thy  works  appear ! 
Open  mine  eyes  to  read  thy  word. 
And  fee  thy  wonders  there. 

Ver.  73,  12$. 
%  My  heart  was  falhionM  by  thy  hand,. 
My  fervice  is  thy  due  i 
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O  make  thy  fervant  underftand 
The  duties  he  muft  do. 

Ver.  19. 

3  Since  I'm  a  ftranger  here  below. 

Let  not  thy  path  be  hid ; 
But  mark  the  road  my  feet  (hould  go. 
Ana  be  my  conftant  guide.^ 
i  Ver.  26. 

4  When  I  confefs'd  my  wand'ring  ways. 

Thou  heardfi;  my  foul  complain  ; 

Grant  me  the  teachings  of  thy  grace,  1 

Or  I  fhall  ftray  again.  I 

Ver.  33,  34-  1 

5  If  God  to  me  his  ftatutes  fliew,  I 

And  heavenly  truth  impart,  i 

His  work  forever  Til  purfue,  i 

His  law  ihall  rule  my  heart.  ' 

'  Ver.  50,  71. 

6  This  was  my  comfort  when  I  bore     • 

Variety  of  grief; 
It  made  me  learn  thy  word  the  more,   « 
And  fly  to  that  relief. 

Ver.  51. 

7  (^In  vain  the  proud  deride  me  now ; 

rU  ne'er  forget  thy  law  ; 
Nor  let  that  bleffed  gofpel  go. 
Whence  all  my  hopes  I  draw. 

Ver.  27,  171. 

8  When  I  have  learn'd  my  Father's  will, 

ril  teach  the  world  his  ways  : 
My  thankful  lips,  infpir'd  with  zeal, 
Shall  loud  pronounce  his  praife.^ 


Psalm  119.  269 


Psalm  CXIX.  lothPart.  Com. Met. 

Pleading  the  promfes. 

Vcr.  38,  49. 
I  Tr>  EHOLD  thy  waiting  fervant,  LcNrd^ 
j3    Devoted  to  thy  fear  j 
Remember  and  confirm  thy  word. 
For  all  my  hopes  are  there. 

Ver.  41,  58,  107. 
s  Haft  thou  not  fent  falvation  down. 
And  promisM  quickening  grace  ? 
Doth  not  my  heart  addrefs  thy  throne  ? 
And  yet  thy  love  delays. 

Ver.  123,  42. 

3  MSne  eyes  for  thy  falvation  fail ; 

O  bear  thy  fervant  up ! 
Nor  let  the  fcoffing  lips  prevail. 
Which  dare  reproach  my  hope. 

Vcr.  49,  74. 

4  Didft  thou  not  raife  my  faith,  Q  Lord  ? 

Then  let  thy  truth  appear : 
Saints  fhalt  rejoice  ih  my  reward. 
And  truft  as  well  as  fear. 

PsALM  CXIX.    11th  Part.  Com.  M. 

Breatbing  after  holinefs. 
Ver.  5,  33. 
I  g^\  THAT  the  Lord  would  guide  my  way» 
V^  To  keep  his  ftatutes  ftiU ! 
O  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  his  will ! 
Ver.  29. 
%  0  fend  thy  Spirit  down  to  writCf 
Thy  law  upon  my  heart  I 
Ya 
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Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit. 
Nor  aft  fhe  liar's  part. 

Ver.  37,  36- 

3  From  vanity  turn  oflf  mine  eyes  j 

Let  no  corrupt  defign, 
Nor  covetous  defires,  arife 
Within  this  foul  of  mine. 

Ver.  133. 

4  Order  my  footfteps  by  thy  word. 

And  make  my  heart  fincere ; 
Let  fin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 
But  ke^p  my  confcience  clear. 

Ver.  176. 

5  My  foul  hath  gone  too  far  aftray ; 

My  feet  too  often  flip ; 
Yet  fince  Pve  not  forgot  thy  way, 
Reftore  thy  wandering  flieep. 

Ver.  35. 

6  Make  me  to  wjJk  in  thy  couMuands  j 

*Tis  a  delightful  road  ; 
Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hands. 
Offend  againft  my  God. 

Psalm  CXIX.   12th  Part.   Com.  M. 

Breathing  after  comfort  and  deliverance. 

Ver.  i52>^    ^ 
I  Ti  /TY  God,  confider  my  diftrefs, 
J^VjL  Let  mercy  plead  my  caufe ; 
Though  I  have  finn'd  againft  thy  grace, 
I  can't  forget  tliy  laws. 

Ver.  39,  116. 
^  Forbid,  forbid  the  iharp  reproach 
Which  I  fo  juftly  fear  j 
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Uphold  mj  life,  uphold  my  bopes^ 
Nor  let  my  Ihame  appear* 

Ver.  122,  135. 

3  Be  thou  a  furety.  Lord,  for  m'c  ;        " 

Nor  let  the  proud  .opprefs ; 

But  make  thy  waiting  fervant  fee 

The  fliiningg  of  thy  face.    ^ 

^         Ver.  82. 

4  Mine  eyes  with  expedation  fail ; 

My  heart  within  me  cries, 
"  When  will  the  Lo^A  his  truth  fulfil^ 
**  And  make  my  comforts  rife  ?'* 

Ver.  132.  ' 

5  Look  down  upon  xny  forrows,  Lord, 

And  fliew  thy  grace  the  fame. 
As  thou  art  ever  wont  t*  afford 
To  thofe  that  love  thy  name. 

Psalm  CXIX.    i^th  Part  Com.  M. 

Holy  fear  ^  and  iendirnefs  of  con/dene^. 

Ver.  10.  .  - 

X  ^T  T^ITH  my  whole  heart  Tve  fought  thy  face,j 
VV     O  let  me  never  ftray 
From  thy  commands,  O  God  of  graca^ 
Nor  tread'thex'iinner's  way  1 

Ver.  1 1. 

2  Thy  word  Tve  hid  within  my  heart. 

To  keep  my  confcience  clean. 
And  be  an  everlafting  guard 
From  ev*ry  rifing  fin. 

.    Ver.  63,  53,  158.^ 

3  Vtx\  a  companion  of  the  faints;  '         * 

Who  fear  and  love  the  Lord : 
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My  forrows  rife,  my  nature  faints. 
When  men  tranf^els  thy  word. 

Vcn  i6i,  163. 

4  While  finners  do  thy  gofpel  wrong. 

My  fpirit  (lands  in  awe ;. 
My  foul  abhors  a  lying  tongue. 
But  loves  thy  righteous  uw. 

Ver.  161,  110, 

5  My  heart  with  facred  rev'rence  hears 

The  threat' nings  of  thy  word  ; 
My  fleih  with  holy  trembling  fears 
The  judgments  of  the  Lord. 

Ver.  166,  174. 

6  My  God,  I  long,  I  hope,  I  wait 

For  thy  falvation  ftill  j 
While  thy  whole  law  is  my  delight. 
And  I  obey  thy  will. 

Psalm  CXIX.  i^thParf.  Com.  M. 

Benejlt  ofaffli£lions^  andfuppori  under  tbemi 
Ver.  153,  81,  82. 
X  /CONSIDER  all  my  forrows.  Lord,  • 
V->l  And  thy  deliv'rance  fend  j 
My  foul  for  thy  falvation  faints; 
When  will  my  troubles  end  ? 

Ver.  71. 
%  Yet  I  have  found  'tis  good  for  mc 
To  bear  my  Father's  rod ; 
Affli^ions  make  me  learn  thy  law. 
And  live  upon  my  God. 

Ver.  50. 
3  This  is  the  comfort  I  enjoy 
When  new  diilrefs  begins^ 
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I  read  thy  word,  I  run  thy  way. 
And  hate  my  former  fins* 

Ven  92. 

4  Had  not  thy  word  been  my  delight, 

When  earthly  joys  were  fled. 
My  foul,  oppreft  with  forrows  weight. 
Had  funk  amongft  the  dead. 

Yen  ys. 

5  I  know  thy  judgments.  Lord,  are  right, 

Though  they  may  feem  fevere : 
The  fharpeft  fufPrings  I  endure 
Flow  from  thy  faithful  care, 

Ver.  Sy. 

6  Before  I  knew  thy  chaft'ning  rod. 

My  feet  were  apt  to  ftray ; 
But  now  I  learn  to  keep  thy  word. 
Nor  wander  frotn  thy  way. 

Psalm  CXIX.  15th  Part.  Com.  Met. 

Holy  refolutions* 

Ver.  93. 

1  /^  THAT  thy  ftatutes,  ev'ry  hour, 
V^  Might  dwell  upon  my  mind  ! 
Thence  I  derive  a  quickening  powV, 

And  daily  peace  I  find. 

Ver.  15,  16. 

2  To  meditate  thy  precepts.  Lord, 

Shall  be  my  fweet  employ  j 
My  foul  fliall  ne'er  forget  thy  word. 
Thy  word  is  all  my  joy. 

Ver.  32. 

3  How  would  I  run  in  thy  commands. 

If  thou  my  heart  difcharge  '   ^ 

i 
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From  fin  and  Satan's  hateful  chainS) 
And  fet  my  feet  at  large ! 
Ver.  13,  46. 

4  My  lips  with  courage  fliall  declare 

Thy  ftatutes  and  thy  name ; 
ril  fpeak  thy  word,  though  kings  fihould  hear, 
.  Nor  yield  to  finful  ihame. 

Ver.  61,  69,  70. 

5  Let  bands  of  perfecutors  rife 

To  rob  me  of  my  right  j 
Let  pride  and  malice  forge  their  lies^ 
Thy  law  is  my  delight. 

Ver.  115. 

6  Depart  from  me,  ye  wicked  race, 

Whofe  hands  and  hearts  are  ill ; 
I  love  my  God,  I  love  his  ways. 
And  muft  obey  his  will. 

Psalm  CXIX.   1 6th  Part.  Com.M- 

Prayer  for  quickening  grace. 
Ver.  25,  37. 

1  T^ /TY  foul  lies  cleaving  to  the  duft  ; 
WMl  Lord,  give  me  lite  divine ! 
From  vain  deures,  and  ev'ry  luft. 

Turn  oflF  thefe  eyes  of  mine. 

2  I  need  the  influence  of  thy  grace 

To  fpeed  me  in  thy  way. 
Left  I  fiiould  loiter  in  my  race. 
Or  turn  my  feet  afiraf  • 

Ver.  107.      - 

3  When  fore  afflidions  prefs  me  down, 

I  need  thy  quickening  pow'rs ; 
Thy  word,  that  I  have  refted  on, 
Shall  help  my  heavieft  hours* 
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Ver.  156,  40. 

4  Arc  not  thy  mercies  fov'reign  ftill^ 

And  thou  a  faithful  God  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  zeal 
To  run  the  heav'nly  road? 

Ver.  i5^Mo. 

5  Does  not  my  heart  thy  precepts  love. 

And  long  to  fee  thy  race  ? 
And  yet  how  flow  my  fpirits  move. 
Without  enlivening  grace! 

Ver.  93. 

6  Then  fliall  I  love  thy  gofpel  more. 

And  ne'er  forget  thy  word, 
When  I  have  felt  its  quickening  powV, 
To  draw  me  near  the  Lord. 

'    ■  ■  I     .  I  ■      '  '  >  ■        ■ nil  ■■  ■  I  1^ 

Psalm  CXIX.  lythPart.  LongMeu 

(^9urage  and  perfsverance  under  perfecution  ;  or  efface 
Jbining  in  difficulties  and  triak. 

Ver.  143, 18. 
1  "\"1[THEN  pain  and  anguifli  fcize  me.  Lord, 
VV    All  my  fupport  is  from  thy  word : 
My  foul  diffolves  for  hcavinefs. 
Uphold  me  with  thy  ftrength'ning  grace* 

Ver.  51,  69,  no. 
a  The  proud  have  fram'd  their  feoffs  and  lies. 
They  watch  my  feet  with  envious  eyes. 
And  tempt  my  foul  to  fnares  and  fin  } 
Yet  thy  command^  I  ne'er  decline. 

Ver.  161,  78. 
3  They  hate  me,  Lord,  without  a  caufe>^  * 
They  hate  to  fee  me  love  thy  laws } 
But  I  will  truft  and  fear  thy  name^ 
Till  pride  and  malice  die  with  fhame. 
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Psalm  CXIX.   Lajl  Part.  Long  M. 

SanSlifted  affliilions  ;  or^  delight  in  the  word  of  Gd 
Ver.  67,  59. 

I  T?  ATHER,  I  Ucfs  thy  gentle  hand ; 
X/    How  kind  was  thy  chaftifing  rod, 
That  forced  my  confctence  to  a  ftand. 
And  brought  my  wand  ring  foul  to  God ! 

t  Foolifh  and  vain,  I  went  aftray. 
Ere  I  had  felt  thy  fcourges.  Lord ; 
I  left  my  guide,  and  loft  my  way, 
,  .,  But  now  I  love  and  keep  thy  word. 

Ver.  71. 

3  'Tis  good  for  m^  tp  wear  the  yoke. 
For  [Wde  is  apt  to  rife  and  fwell ; 

^  'Tis  good  to  bear  my  Father's  ftrokc, 
^  That  I  might  learn  his  ftatutes  well, 

Ver.  72. 

4  The  law  that  ifliies  from  thy  mouth 
Shall  raife  my  cheerful  paiTions  more 
Than  all  the  treafurcs  of  the  South, 
Or  Weftern  hills  of  golden  ore. 

Ver.  73.     . 

5  Thy  hands  have  niade  my  mortal  frame. 
Thy  Spirit  form'd  my  foul  within  j 
Tea^h  me  to  know  thy  wondrous  jname, . 
And  guard  me  fafe  from  death  and  fin. 

Ver.  74. 

6  Then  all  that  love  and  fear  the  Lord, 
At  my  falvation  fhall  rejoice ; 

For  I  have  hoped  in  thy  word. 
And  made  thy  grace  my  only  choice. 


"1^ 
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Psalm  CXX.    Gommon  Metre. 

Complaint  of  quarrelforhe  neighbours  ;    or^  a  devout 
wijh  for  peace. 

1  nnHOtj  God  of  love,  thou  ever  blcft, 

X    Pity  my  fuflPring  ftate ; 
When  wilt  thou  fet  my  foul  at  reft 
From  lips  that  love  deceit  ? 

2  Hard  lot  of  ixiine  !  my  day^  arc  caft 

Among  the  fons  of  firife, 
Whofe  never-ceafing  brawliqgs  waftc 
My  golden  hours  of  life- 

3  O  might  I  fly  to  change  my  pUce, 

Hrw  would  I  choofe  to  dweU 
Iii  fome  wide  lonefome  wildernefs,    ^ 
And  leave  thefe  gates  of  hell ! 

4  Peace  is  tlje  bleifing  that  I  feck. 

How  lovely  are  its  charms ! 
I  am  for  peace  ;  but  when  I  fpeak. 
They  all  declare  for  arms. 

5  New  pafllons  ftill  their  fquk  engage. 

And  keep  their  csalife  ftrong ; 
What  fliall  be  done  to  curb  thy  rage, 
O  thou  devouring  tongtje  ! 

6  Should  burning  arrows  fmite  thee  through. 

Strict  j^aftice  would  approve  ; 
But  I  had  rather  fpare  xny  foe. 
And  melt  his  heart  with  love. 


'U 
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Divine  proteSlion* 

P  to  the  hilk  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
Th'  eternal  hills  beyond  the  ikies ; 
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Thence  all  her  help  my  foul  derives ; 
There  my  almighty  Refuge  lives.. 

a  He  lives  ;  the  everlafling  God, 

.    That  built,  the  world,  that  fpread  the  flood  j 
The  heav'ns  with  all  their  hofts  he  made, 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 

3  He  guides  our  feet,  he  guards  our  way  j 
His  morning  fmiles  blefs  all  the  day  ; 
He  fpreads  the  evening  vale,  and  keeps 
The  filent  Jxours  while  Ifrael  fleeps. 

4  Ifrael,  a  name  divinely  blcft. 
May  rife  fecure,  fecurely  reft  ; 

'1  hy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  eyes 
Admit  no  flumber  nor  furprifc. 

5  No  fun  fliall  fmite  thy  head  by  day, 
Nor  the  pale  moon  with  fickly  ray 
Shall  blaft  thy  couch ;  no  baleful  ftar 
Dart  his  malignant  fire  fo  far. 

6  Should  earth  and  hell  with  malice  burn, 
.    Still  thou  Ihalt  go,  and  ftill  return 

Safe  in  the  Lord  !,  his  heav'nly  care 
Defends  thy  life  from  ev'ry  fnare. 

J  On  thee  foul  fpirits  have  no  pow*r  j 
And  in  thy  Isbft  departing  hour,^ 
Angds,  that  trace  the  airy  road. 
Shall  bear  thee  homeward  to  thy  God. 

Psalm  CXXL     Common  Metre. 

Prefervaiton  by  day  and  riight. 
I   ^  I  'O  heaven  I  lift  my  waiting  eyes, 
X     There  all  my  hopes  are  laid  ; 
The  Lord  that  built  the  earth  and  fkics    • 
v^  Is  my  perpqtual  aFd. 


^ 
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\  Their  feet  fliall  never  Aide  to  fall, 
Whom  he  defigns  to  keep  : 
His  ear  attends  the  fofteft  call  j 
His  eyes  can  never  fleep, 

;  He  will  fuftain  our  weakeft  powers 
With  his  almighty  arm. 
And  watch  our  moft  unguarded  hours 
Againft  furpriling  harm. 

[  Ifrael,  rejoice,  and  reft  fecure. 
Thy  keeper  is  the  Lord  ; 
His  wakeful  eyes  employ  his.  po#'r 
For  thine  eternal  guard. 

;  Nor  fcorching  fun,  nor  fickly  moon, 
Shall  have  his  leave  to  fmite  y 
He  fhields  thy  head  from  burning  aoon  j 
From  blafting  damps  at  night. 

)  He  guards  thy  foul,  he  keeps  thy  breath, 
Where  thickcft  dangers  come  ; 
Go  and  return,  fecure  from  death. 
Till  God  commands  thee  home, 

PsAXM  CXXI.     Particular  Metre. 

God  our  prefetvcn 

I  T  TPWARD  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
-  \J    From  God  is  all  my  aid  j 
The  God  that  built  the  ikies. 
And  earth  and  nature  made : 
God  rs  the  tow'r 
To  which  I  fly  ; 
liis  grace  is  nigh 
In  ev'ry  hour. 
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■    ,m,m„mmt ,    _ 'f  ' 

ia«  My  feet  Ihall  never  "flidej 
And  fall  in  fatal  fnares. 
Since  God,  my  guard  and  guide. 
Defends  mc  from  my  fears^ 

Thofe  wakeful  eyes. 

Which  never  fleep. 

Shall  Ifrael  keep. 

When  dangers  rife. 

S  No  burning  heats  by  day. 
Nor  blafts  of  evening  air, 
Shall  take  my  health  away. 
If  God  be  with  me  ther^  ; 
Thdu  art  my  fun, 
And  thou  my  (hade, 
To  guard  my  head 
"By  Bight  or  liodft* 

4  Haft  thou  not  giv'ft  thy  worrf, 
To  fave  itiy  foul  from  death  ? 
And  I  can  truft  my  Lord 
To  keep  my  mortal  breath : 

ru  go  and  come. 

Nor  fear  to  die, 

nu  ftoxti  on  high 

ITiou  call  roe  home* 

'  Psalm  CXXIL     Cotomon  Metre. 

-  Going  to  churcl>*   , 

1  T  TOW  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 
JL  JL    My  friends  devoutly  fay, 

*'  In  Zion  letms  all  appear^ 
"  And  keep  the  foleiunrday  !'* 

2  1  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road; 

The  churcKj  adorn'd  with  grace. 
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Stands  like  a  palace,  built  for  God, 
To  {how  his  milder  face. 
5  Up  to  her  courts,  with  joys  uitknown, 
The  holy  tribes  repair  ; 
The  Son  of  David  holds  his  throne. 
And  fits  in  judgment  there. 

4  He  hears  our  praifes  and  complaints  i 

And  while  his  awful  voice 
Divides  the  iinners  from  the  faints, 
Wc  tremble  and  rejoice* 

5  Peace  be  within  this  facred  ptace^ 

And  joy  a  conftant  gueft : 
With  holy  gifts  and  heav'nly  grace. 
Be  her  attendants  bl^ft. 

6  My  foul  fliall  pray  for  Zion  ftill. 

While  life  or  breath  remains ; 
There  my  beft  friends,  my  kindred  dwelf. 
There  God  my  Saviour  reigns. 

PsALM  CXXIL    Particular  Aletre, 

Going  to  church, 

1  T  TOW  pleasM  and  bleft  was  I, 
XjI  To  hear  the  people  cry, 

•*  Come,  let  us  feek  our  God  to-day  ;'* 
-    Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal. 

We  hafte  to  Zion's  hiU, 
And  there  our  vows  and  honours  pay, 

2  Zion,  thrice  happy  place, 
Adorn'd  with  wondrous  grace, 

And  walls  of  ftrength  embrace  |hce  round  ; 

In  thee  our  tribes  appear, 

To  fray,  and  praife,  and  hear 
The  facred  gofpel's  joyful  found* 

Z2 
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3  There  David's  greater  Son 
Has  fixM  his  royal  throne  ; 

He  fits  for  grace  and  judgment  there  j 

He  bids  the  faint  be  glad> 

He  makes  the  &iner  £ad^ 
Afid  humble  fouls  rejoice  with  fear. 

4  '    May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 

And  joy  within  thee  wait. 
To  blefs  the  foul  of  cv'ry  guefl: ; 

The  man  that  feeks  thy  peace. 

And  wifhcs  thine  increafc, 
A  thoufand  bleffiiigs  on  him  reft ! 

5  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows, 
*'  Peace  to  this  facred  houfc  !'V 

For  here  m^  friends  and Jdndred  dwell; 

And  fince  my  glorious  God 

Malces  thee  his  blefl  abode,. 
My  foul  fhail  ever  love  thee  well. 

Refect  the  ^h  fianxa^  if  neajfary. 

Psalm  CXXIII.     Common  Metre. 

Pleading  nvitb  fubmtjffion. 

1  /^  THOU,  whofe  grace  *nd  juftice  reign. 
V-/     Enthroned  above  the  fkies, 

To  thee  our  hearts  would  tell  their  pain, 
To  thee  we  lift  our  eyes, 

2  As  fervants  watch  their  matter's  hand. 

And  fear  the  angry  flroke  ; 
Or  maids  before  their  miftrefs  ftand. 
And  wait  a  peaceful  look  : 

3  So  for  our  fins  we  juftly  feel 

Tby  difcipKne,  O  God } 
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-^ >  ■  .        ■ 

Yet  wait  the  gracious  moment  ftill^ 

Till  thou  remove  thy  rod. 
If  Thofe  who  in  Wealth  and  pleafure  live, 

Our  daily  groans  dcritic. 
And  thy  delays  of  xricrcy  givte 

Frefti  courage  to  their  pride. 

5  Our  foes  infult  us,  but  our  hope 
In  thy  compaffion  lies ; 
This  thought  fliafl  bear  our  fpirits  up. 
That  God  will  not  defpifc. 

Psalm  CXXIV-     Long  Metre/  , 

Afongfor  publk  deliverance. 

1  TT  TAD  not  the  Lor3,  may  Ifrael  fay, 

JL  X  Had  not  the  Lord  maintained  our  fide. 
When  men,  to  make  our  lives  a  prey, 
Rofe  like  the  fwclUng  of  the  tide  ; 

2  The  fwellvng  tide  had  ftopt  our  breath. 
So  fiercely  did  the  waters  roll. 

We  had  been  fwallow'd  deep  in  death ; 
Proud  waters  had  o'crwhelm'd  our  foul. 

3  We  leap  for  joy,  we  fhout  and  fing. 
Who  juft  efcap'd  the  fatal  ftroke  ; 
So  flies  the  bird  with  cheerful  wing. 
When  once  the  fowler -s  fiaare  is  brok^- 

4  ^f'orevcr  bleflfod  be  the  Lord, 

Who  broke  the  fowler's  curfed  fnare, 
Who  fav'd  ^?  from  the  m'urdVing  fword. 
And  made  our  lives  and  fouls  his  care. 

5  Our  help  is  in  Jehovah's  name, 
Who/orm'd  the  earth  and  built  the  Ikies ; 
He,  that  upholds  that  wondrous  frame, 
Guiirds-his  own  church  ,with  watchful  eyes. 
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Psalm  CXXV.    Common  Metre, 

The  faint*  s  trial  andfafety. 

1  T  TNSHAKEN  as  the  facred  hill, 
1^     And  firm  as  mountains  be. 

Firm  as  a  rock  the  foul  fliall  reft. 
That  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee. 

2  Not  walls,  nor  hills,  could  guard  fo  well 

Old  Salem's  happy  ground. 
As  thofe  eternal  arms  of  lovfe 
That  evVy  faint  furround. 

3  While  tyrants  are  a  fmarting  fcourge. 

To  drive  them  near  to  God, 
Divine  compaflion  does  allay 
The  fury  of  the  rod. 

f.  Deal  gently.  Lord,  with  fouls  fincere, 
.^     And  lead  them  fafely  on 
To  the  bright  gates  of  paradife. 
Where  Chrift  their  Lord  is  gone. 
J  But  if  we  trace  thofe  crooked  ways 
That  the  old  ferpent  drew. 
The  wrath  that  drove  him  firft  to  hell 
Shall  fmite  his  foirwers  too. 


PsALM  CXXV^     Short  Metre^ 

The  faint*  s  trial  andfafety  ;  or,  moderated  affii£iims^ 

1  TT'IRM  and  unmov'd  are  they 
X:    That  reft  their  fouls  on  God ; 

Firm  as  the  mount  where  David  dwelt. 
Or  where  the  ark  abode. 

2  As  mountains  flood  to  guard 
The  city^s  facred  ground, 

So  God,  and  his  almighty  love. 
Embrace  his  faints  around. 


^ Psalm  125,126,  28i 

What  though  the  Father's  tod 
Drop  a  chaftifing  ftroke^  >  ■ 

Yet,  left  it  wound  their  fouls  too  deep. 
Its  fury  fhall  be  broke. 

Deal  gently.  Lord,  with  thofe 
Whofe  faith  and  pious  fear, 
Whofe  hope  and  love,  and  ev'ry  grace. 
Proclaim  their  hearts  fincere. 

Nor  fliall  the  tyrant's  ragse 
Too  long  dpprefs  the  faint ; 
The  God  of  Ifrael  will  fupport 
His  children,  left  they  faint.. 

But  if  our  flaVifti  fear 
Will  choofe  the  ro<4d  to  hell,  ' 

We  muft  expe^  our  portion  there, 
Where  bolder  finuers  d^i^^clh 


Psalm  CXXVI.     Long  Metre. 

.  Snrpriftiig  deliverance. 

1  TT|7HEN  God  reftor'd  our  captive  ftate, 

W    J^y  ^^s  our  fong,  and  grace  our  theme  ; 
The  grace  beyond  our  hopes  fo  great. 
That  joy  appeared  a  paiatcJ  drcani. 

2  The  fcoffer  owns  thy  hand,  and  pays 
Unwilling  honours  to  thy  name  ; 
While  we  with  jjleafare  ihcr^t  Hiy  praif;?. 
With  cheerful  notes  thy  love  prochiim. 

3  When  we  reviewed  our  difaial  fears, 
'Twas  hard  to  think  they'd  vaniih  fo  ; 
With  God  we  kft  our  flowing  tears. 
He  makes  our  joys  like  rivers  flow. 
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4  The  man  that  in  his  furrow'd  field, 
His  fcatter'd  feed  with  fadnefe  leaves. 
Will  fhout  to  fee  the  harveft  yield 
A  welcome  load  of  joyful  Iheaves, 

Psalm  CXXVI.    Common  Metre. 

The  joy  of  a  remarkable  converfton  ;    or^  melancholj 
removed* 

1  "T^THEN  God  reveard  his  gracious  name, 
VV     A"^  changed  my  mournful  ftate^ 
My  rapture  feem'd  a  plcafing  dream, 
The  grace  appeared  fo  great, 

a  The  world  beheld  the  glorious  change, 
And  did  thy  hand  confefs  j 
My  tongue  broke  out  in  unknown  firains, 
And  fung  furprifing  grace. 

3  "  Great  is  the  work,'*  my  neighbours  cry'd, 

And  ownM  thy  pow'r  divine ; 
**  Great  is  the  work,'*  my  heart  reply^d, 
**^  And  be  the  glory  thine.*' 

4  The  Lord  can  clear  the  darkeft  ikies. 

Can  give  us  day  for  night ; 
Make  drops  of  facred  forrow  rife 
To  rivers  of  delight. 

5  Let  thofe  that  fow  in  fadnels  wait 

Till  the  fair  harveft  come. 
They  fliall  confefs  their  fheaves  are  great. 
And  fhout  the  bleffings  home. 

6  Though  feed  lie  bury'd  long  in  duft. 

It  man't  deceive  their  hope ! 
The  precious  grain  can  ne'er  be  loft. 
For  grace  infures  the  crop. 


Psalm  tg7. 287 

Psalm.  CXXVII.    Long  Metre. 

The  bleffing  of  God  on  the  huftnefs  and  comforts  of  life. 

1  TF  God  fucceed  not,  all  the  coft 

I    And  pains  to  build  the  houfe  arc  loft  j 
If  God  the  city  will  not  keep. 
The  watchful  guards  as  well  may  fleep. 

2  What  if  you  rife  before  the  fun. 
And  work  and  toil  when  day  is  done, 
Careful  and  (paring  eat  your  bread. 
To  fliun  that  poverty  you  dread  j 

3  'Tis  all  in  vain,  till  God  hath  Weft ; 
He  can  make  rich,  yet  give  us  reft ; 
Children  and  friends  are  blefllngs  too. 
If  God  our  fov'reign  make  them  fo. 

4  Happy  the  man  to  whom  he  fends 
Obedient  children,  faithful  friends  1 
How  fweet  our  daily  comforts  prove. 
When  they  are  feafon'd  with  his  love ! 

Psalm  CXXVII.     Common  Metre. 

God  all  in  all. 

1  TF  God  to  build  the  houfe  deny, 
i  The  builders  work  in  vain  ; 
And  towns,  without  his  wakeful  eye. 

An  ufelefs  watch  maintain. 

2  Before  the  morning  beams  arife. 

Your  painful  work  renew, 
And,  till  the  ftars  afcend  the  Ikies, 
Your  tirefome  toil  purfue. 

3  Short  be  your  flecp,  and  coarfe  your  fare, 

In  vain,  till  God  has  bleft ; 
But  if  his  fmiles  attftid  your  care, 
You  fball  have  food  and  reft. 
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4  Nor  children,  relatives,  nor  ftiendsi 
Shall  real  blcflings  prove, 
Nor  all  the  earthly  joys  he  fends. 
If.  ftnt  without  his  love. 

Psalm  CXXVIIL  Common  Metre. 

Family  blfffings.  ' 

1  f^  HAPPY  XDati,  whofe  foul  is  fill'd 
\J  With  zeal  and  rev*rend  awe  ! 

*  His  lips  to  God  their  honours  yield. 
His  life  adorns  the  law. 

2  A  careful  Providence  fhali  (land, 

And  ever  guard  thy  head, 
Shall  on  the  labours  of  thy  hand 
Its  kindly  hleffings  fixed. 

3  Thy  wife  (hall  be  a  fruitful  vine ; 

Thy  children  round  thy  board. 
Each  like  a  plant  of  honour  {hinc. 
And  learn  to  fear  the  Lord. 

4  The  Lord  flxall  thy  beft  hof^es  fulfil 

For  months  and  years  to.  come ; 

The  Lord  who  dwdls  on  Zion's  hiH 

Shall  fend  thee  bleffings  home. 

5  This  is  the  man  whofe  happy  eyes 

Shall  fee  his  houfe  increafe, 
Shall  fee  the  finking  church  arife. 
Then  leave  the  world  in  peace. 

PsALM  CXXIX.     Common  Metre. 

Pafecutvrs  pumjhed. 

I  T  TP  from  my  youth,  may  Ifrael  fay, 
\j    Have  I  been  nurji'd  in  tears  \ 
My  griefs  were  conftant  as  the  day. 
And  tedious  as  the  years. 
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3  Up  from  my  youth  I  bore  tlie  rage  • 
OfaUthefonsof  ftrife; 
.  Oft  tliey  aflaii*d  my  riper  age^ 
But  not  deftroy'd  my  life. 

3  Their  cruel  plough  had  torn  my  fleffi. 

With  furrows  long  and  deep, 
Hourly  they  vex'd  my  wounds  afrelh, 
Nor  let  my  forrows  fleep.' 

4  The  Lord  grew  angry  on  his  throne, 

And,  with  impartial  eye, 
Meafur*d  the  mifchiefs  they  had  done. 
Then  kt  bis  arrows  fly. 

5  How  was  their  infolence  furpris'd 

To  hear  his  thunders  roll ! 
And  all  the  foes  of  Zion  feiz'd 
With  horror  to  the  foul ! 

6  Thus  fliall  the  men  that  hate  the  faints 

Be  blafted  from  the  flcy ;     ' 
Their  glory  fades,  their  courage  feints. 
And  idl  their  projefts  die. 

7  [[What  though  they  flourifli  tall  and  feir. 

They  have  no  root  beneath  ; 
Their  growth  fhall  perifh  in  defpair. 
And  lie  defpis'd  in  death.] 

S  [So  corn,  that  on  the  houfe-top  ftands. 
No  hope*  of  harveft  gives  j 
The  reaper  ne'er  (hall  fill  bis  hands. 
Nor  binder  fold  the  {heaves. 

9  It  fprings  and  withers  on  the  place : 
No  traveller  bellows 
A  word  of  bleffing  on  the  grafs. 
Nor  minds  it  as  he  goes.] 
A  A 
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•^  Psalm  CXXX*    Common  Metre. 

Pardoning  grace^ 

1  /^UT  of  the  deeps. of  long  diftrefs, 
V^  The  borders  of  defpair^ 

I  fent  my  cries  to  feek  thy  grace,     " 
My  groans  to  move  thine  ear. 

2  Great  God !  fhould  thy  fevcrer  eye, 

And  thine  impartial  hand, 
Mark  and  revenge  iniquity, 
No  mortal  fleflx  could  ftand.    . 

3  But  there  are  pardons  with  my  God 
For  crimes  of  high  degree ;       ^ 

f^hy  Son  hath  bought  them  with  his  Hood, 
To  draw  us  near  to  thee. 

^'^  I  [I  wait  for  thy  falvation,  Lord, 
I     Witjb  ftrong  defires  I  wait ; 
My  foul,  invited  by  thy  wprd. 
Stands  watching  at  thy  gate.] 

;  [Juft  as  the  guards  that  keep  the  night 
Long  for  the  inorning  Ikies, 
Watch  the  firft  beams  of  breaking  light, 
And  meet  them  with  their  eyes : 

)  So  waits  my  foul  to  fee  thy  grace. 
And,  more  intent  than  they. 
Meets  the  firft  openings  of  thy  face, 
And  finds  a  brighter  day. 3 

7  Then  in  the  Lord  let  Ifrael  truft. 
Let  Ifrael  feek  his  face ; 
The  Lord  is  good  as  well  as  juft. 
And  plenteous  is  his  grace. 
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8  There's  full  redemption  at  his  throne    .       . 
'For  finners  long  enflav'd  ; 
The  great  Redeemer  is  his  Son, 

And  Ifrael  Ihall  be  favM. 

: _i --Lz — -: — : y^ 

Psalm  CXXX.:   Long  Metre* 

Pardoning  gr  me. 

1  T? ROM  deep  diftrefs  and  troubled  thoughts, 
jT     To  thee,  my  God ^  I  raisM  my  cries  ! 

If  thou  feverely  mark  our  faults. 
No  flefli  can  (land  before  thine  eyes. 

2  But  thoy  haft  built  thy  throne  of  grace, 
Free. to  difpenfe  thy  pardons  there, 
That  linnets^ may  approach  thy  face. 
And  hope  and  love  as  well  as  fear. 

3  As  the  benighted  pilgrims  waif, 
And  long  and  wifh  for  breaking  day. 
So  waits  my  foul  l>efore  thy  gate  ; 
When  will  my  God  his  face  difplay  ? 

4  My  truft  is  fix'd  upon  thy  word. 
Nor.  fliall  I  truft  thy  word  in  vain  ; 
Let  mourning  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
And  find  relief  from  all  their  pain. 

5  Great  is  his  love,  and  large  his  grace, 
*  Through  the  redemption  of  his  Son : 

He  turns  opr  feet  from  finful  ways, 
And  pardons  what  our  hands  have  done. 

Psalm  GXXXI.    Common  Metre. 

Humility  and fubmijffion. 
I  TS  there  ambition  in  my  heart  ? 
X  Search,  gracious  God,  and  fee ; 
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Or  do  I  a<9:  a  haughty  part  ? 
Lord,  I  appeal  to  thee* 

2  I  charge  my  thoughts,  be  humUe  ftUl, 

And  all  my  carriage  mild. 
Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  wiH, 
And  quiet  as  a  child. , 

3  The  patient  foul,  the  lowly  mind, 

Shall  have  a  large  reward  : 
Let  faints  in  forrow  lie  refign'd. 
And  truft  a  faithful  Lord. 

Psalm  CXXXIL  5,13-1 8.  Long  M. 

Ji  the  fettlement  of  a  church  ;    or^  the  ordimtm 
6f  a^minifler. 
I  •\-TrHEllE  fhall  vfkgo  to  feek  and  find 
VV     An  habitation  for  our  God, 
A  dwelling  for  th'  eternal  mind, 
Amongft  the  fons  of  flefli  and  blood  ? 

a,  The  God  of  Jacob  chofe  the  hill 

Of  Zion,  for  his  ancient  reft  ; 
*  And  Zion  is  his  dwelling  ftill. 

His  church  is  with  his  prefence  bleft. 

Here  will  I  fix  my  gracious  throne. 
And  reign  forever,''  faith  the  Lord  j        ♦ 
Here  fhall  my  pow*r  and  love  be  known, 
And  J^eflings  fhall  attend  my  word^ 

4  "  Here  wiil  I  meet  the  hungry  poor, 

**  And  fill  their  fouls  with  living  bread : 
*^  Sinners,  that  wait  before  my  door, 
"  With  fweet  provifion  Ihall  be  fed. 

5  "  Girded,  with  truth,  and  (cloth'd  with^race, 
.«  My  priefts,  my  minifters  fhall  ihine  j 
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•*  Not  Aaron,  in  his  coftly  drefs, 

•*  Made  an  appearance  fo  divine.  • 

6  "  The  faints,  fknal^le  to  contain  .;       <  i 
"  Their  inward  joy s^  ftiall  fliout-  and  fing  ; 
"  The  Son  of  David  here  flball  reijgn,  i  t 
"  And  Zion  triumph  iti /her  King.  ^ 

7  C"  Jefus  {hall  fee  a  num'rous  feed 

"  Born  here,  t*  uphold:  his  glorious  name ; 

**  His  crovirn  fhall  fiourifh  on  his  head, 

*'  While  all  hisfoe^  ar^cloth*dwilh  fhame.*'] 

Psalm  CXXXII.    Gommon  Metre. 

Ver.  4,  5;,  7,  8,  i5-— 17.     A  church  ejiabli/hed. 

1  [^T^TO  fleepnor  flumf^r  to  his  eyes 

X\|    Good  David  v^uld  afford, 
Till  he  had  found  below  tho  Ikies 
A  dwelling  for  the.  Lord. ; 

2  The  Lord  in  Zion  placed  his  name. 

His  ark  was  fettled  there :    : 
To  Zion  the  whole  nation  came 
To  worfhip  thrice  a  year. 

3  Btit  we  have  lio  fuch  lengths  to  go,  ; 

Nor  wander  far  abroad  ^  , 
JiVhere'er  thy  faint$  ^ffemble  now,, 
There  is.a  liQule  for  God.3 

Pause.  \  \ 

4  Arife,  O  King  of  grace,  arife,         v 

And  enter  to  th^  reft  !  , 

Lo !  thy  churxh  waits,  with  longing  eyes, . 
Thus  to  he  own*d  and  bleft. 

5  Enter,  with  all  thy  glorious  train. 

Thy  Splfeit  and  thy  word  i 
A  A  « 
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All  that  the  ark  did  once  contaia 
Could  no  fuch  grace  afford. 

6  Here,  mighty  God !  accept  our  vow$. 

Here  let  thy  praife  be  fpr^ad  j     - 
Blcfs  the  provifions  of  thy  houfe. 
And  fill  thy  poor  witTi  bread. 

7  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign  j 

Let  God's  Anointed  (hmcj    * 
Juftice  and  truth  his  court  maintitin. 
With  love  ^nd  po Vr  <iivine. 

8  Here  let  him  hold  a  lalling  throne» 

And,  as  his  kingdom  grows, 
Frefli  honours  fhail  adorn  liis  crowii, 
And  ihame  confound  his  foes. 

Psalm  CXXXIII.  Common  Metre. 

Brotherly  love. 
I   T     O,  what  an  entertaining  fight 
\  4  Are  brethren  that  agree ! 
Brethren,  whofe  cheerful  hearts  unite 
In  bands  of  piety  ! 

a  When  ft  reams  of  love,  from  Chrift  the  fftfing, 
Defcend  to  ev'ry  foul. 
And  heavenly  peace,  ynxk  balmy  wingj       ''    t, 
Shades  and  bedews  the  whole  :     ' 

3  *Tis  like  the  oil,  divinely  fweet. 

On  Aaron*s  reverend  head. 
The  trickling  drop^  perfum'd  his  feet. 
And  ;o'er  his  garments  fpread^ 

4  *Tis  pleafant  as  the  morning  dews 

That  fall  on  Zion's  hill^ 
Where  God  his  mildeft  glory  ihewi^. 
And  makes  his  grace  diftiL 


mmmm^K^K^t 
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Psalm  CXXXIII.    Short  Metre. 

Commumon  of  fainfs ;    cr^  Jove  and  nj&orJh}p  in  a 
family. 

1  TJ  LEST  are  the  fonsof  {)C3C^ 
J3  Whole  hearts  and  hopes^  ai^e  one^ 

Whofe  kind  defigns  to  ferve  and  plcafc. 
Through  all  their  aftions  run. 

2  Bleft  is  the  piouS  hcnfe 
Where  aeal  atid  friendflxip  meet^ 

Their  fotigs  of  praife,  their  mingled  vows, 
Make  their  conamunion  fweet.  . 

3  Thus,  when  on  Aaron- s  head 
They  poured  the  rich  perfume. 

The  oil  through  all  his  raiment  ^ready 
And  pleafure  fiU'd  the  room. 

4  Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills 

The  (ainti  are  bleft  above,  ;         ; 

Where  joy,  like  moi:ning  dcw,  diftxls,     . 
And  alt  the  air  is  love. 

Psalm  CXXXIII.    Particular  Met^ 

T^he  bleffings  .of  friend/hip.    . 

1  'T  TOW  pleafant  'tis  to  fee       i ; 

JL  X  Kindred  and  friends  agree. 
Each  in  their  proper  ftation  move. 

And  ^ch  fulfil  their  part. 

With  fympathifing  heart,  . 
In  all  the  cares  of  life  and  love ! 

2  *Tis  like  the  ointment  fhed 
On  Aaron's  facred  head, 

Divinejy  rich,  divinely  fweet : 
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The  oilthrough  all  the  room 
DifFus'd  a  choice  perfume, 
Ran  through  his  robes,  and  bled  his  fieet. 

3       Like  fruitful  fliow*rs  of  rain 
That  water  all  the  plain, 
Defcendin^  from  the  ueighb'ring  hilts  ;, 
Such  ftreams  of  pleafure  roll 
Through  ev'ry  friendly  foul^ 
Where  love  like  heav'nly  dew  diftils* 

[^Repeat  the  jirjiftan%a^  ^  necejfaryi^ 

Psalm  CXXXIV.  Common  Metre. 

Daily  and  -  nightlf  devotion. . 

1  'VT'E  l^hat  obey  th*  immortal  King, 

X     Attend  his  holy  place ; 
Bow  to  the  glories  of  hispow'r. 
And  blefs  his  woridrous  grac?;.    .^ 

2  Lift  up  your  hands  by  morning  light. 

And  fend  your  fouls  on  high  : 
Raife  your  admiring  thoughts  by  night 
Above  the  ftarry  iky. 

3*  The  God  of  Zion  cheers  our  hearts 
With  rays  of  cjuick^ning  grace  ; 
The  God  that  fpreads  th6  heav'ns  abroad. 
And  rules  the  fwelling  feas. 

Psalm  CXXXV./iJl  Part.  Long  M. 

Ver.  I — -4,  14,  19 — 21; 
T/je  church  is  God^s  houfe  and  care. 
I  TTJRAISE  ye  the  Lord  ;  exalt  his  name, 
Jl      While  in  his  holy  courts  ye  wait. 
Ye  faints  that  to  his  houfe  belong, 
Or  ftand  attending  at  his  gate. 
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i  Praif*e  ye  the  Lord ;  the  Lord  is  good : 
To  praife  his  name  is  fweet  employ  } 
Ifrael  he  choTe  of  old,  and  ftill  .  . 

His  church  is  his  peculiar  joy. 

3  The  Lord  himfetf  will  judge  his  faints : 
He  treats  his  fervadats  as  his  friends : 
And  when  he  hears: their  fore  complain ts^ 
Repents  the  forrows  that  he  fends^ 

4  Through  everv  age  the  Lord  dec}are9 
His  name,  and  Breaks  th*  oppreffor*s  rod  j 
He  gives  his  fufPring  fervants  reft, 

And  will  be  known  Th'  Ahnighty  God. 

5  Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  who  tafte  his  love, 
People  and  priefts,  exalt  his  name : 
Amongft  his  faints  he  ever  dwells: 
His  church  is  his  Jerufalem. 

Psalm  CXXXV.  2d  Part.  Long  M. 

Ver.  5 — I  a. 

The  works  ^creafiony  prpfvldence^  redemption  ^f  Jfr^^^> 
and  dejiruiiim  of  enemies* 

1  £^  REAT  is  the  Lord,  exalted  high 
VT  Above  aH  powers,  and  ev'ry  thron« : 
Whatever  he  pleafe,  in  earth  or  fea, 

Or  heaven  or  hell,  his  hand  hath  donfi. 

2  At  his  connnand  the  vapburs  rife. 

The  lightnings  flafh^  the  thunders  roar  y 
He  pours  the  rain,  he  brings  the  wind' 
And  tempcft  from  his  airy  ftore.  .  ^ 

3  'Twas  he  thofe  dreadful  tokens  fent, 
O  Egypt^  through  thy  ftubborn  land  j 
When  all  thy  firft-born,  beads  and  men, 
Fell  dead  by  his  avenging  hand.      , 
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4  What  mighty  nations,  mighty  kings. 
He  flew,  and  their  whole  country  gave 
To  Ifrael,  whom  his  hand  redeemed. 
No  more  to  be  proud  Pharaoh^s  fliive ! 

5  His  pow'r  the  fame,  the  fame  his  grace, 
That  faves  us  from  the  hofts  of  hell ; 
-And  heay'n  he  gives  us  to  poflefs, 
Whence  thofe  apoftate  angels  fell. 

Psalm  CXXXV.    Common  Metre. 

Praife  due  to  God^  not  to  idols. 

1  A  WAKE,  ye  faints,  to  praife  your  King, 
jljL  Your  fweet  eft  paffions  raife. 

Your  pious  pleafure,  while  you  fing, 
Increafing  with  the  praife. 

2  Great  is  the  Lord ;  and  works  unknown 

Are  his  divine  employ  : 
But  ftill  his  faints  are  near  his  throne,. 
His  treafure  and  his  joy. 

3  HeiiX'n,  earth  and  fea  confefs  his  hand  j 

He  bids  the  vapours  rife  : 
Lightning  and  ftorm,  at  his  command. 
Sweep  through  the  founding  fides. 

4  All  pow*r,  that  gods  or  kings  have  claimM,. 

Is  found  with  him  alone  ; 
But  heathqn  gods  fliould  ne'er  be  nam'd. 
Where  our  Jehovah's  known. 

5  Which  of  the  ftocks  or  ft.ones  they  truft 

Can  give  them  fhow'rs  of  rain  ? 
In  vain  they  worfhip  glittering  duft,. 
And  pray  to  gold  in  vain. 

6  [Their  gods  have  tongues  that  caofinpt  talk. 

Such  2^  their  makers  gave  :  ' 
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Their  feet  were  ne'er  dcfign'd  to  walk. 
Nor  hands  have  pow'r  to  Tave. 

7  Blind  are  their  eyes,  their  ears  are  deaf. 
Nor  hear  when  mortals  pray  : 
Mortals  that  wait  for  their  relief. 
Are  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

S  Ye  faints,  adore  the  living  God, 
Serve  him  with  faith  and  fear ; 
He  makes  the  churches  his  abode. 

And  claims  your  honours  there. 

•  ,  .    ^ —      ,fc     I  ■  -     I ..  .    I  ■  .-I  I*  I  ■«» ,  1 1 1  ^  II- 

Psalm  CXXXVI.     Common  Met. 

God^s  wonders  of  creation^  providence,  redemption  of 
Ifrael,  andfalvation  of  bis  people. 

1  /^  IVE  thanks  to  Ood,  the  fov'reign  Lord, 
VJT   His  mercies  flill  endure ; 

And  be  the  King  of  kings  adorM, 
His  truth  is  ever  fure,  . 

2  What  wonders  hath  his  wifdom  done  j 

How  mighty  is  his  hand  ! 
Heav'n,  earth  and  fea  he  framed  alone  : 
How  wide  is  his  command  ! 

3  Tlie  fun  fuppHes  the  day  with  light : 

How  bright  his  counfels  Ihine  ! 
The  moon  and  ttars  adorn  the  night : 
His  works  are  all  divine. 

!  4  [He  ftruck  the  fons  of  Egypt  dead  j 
\.         How  dreadful  is  his  rod ! 

And  thence  with  joy  His  people  led : 
How  gracious  is  our  God  ! 
5  He  cleft  the  fwelling  fea  in  two  ; 
His  arm  is  great  in  might : 
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And  gave  the  tribes  a  paffage  through ; 
His  pow'r  an4  g**^^^  unite. 

6  But  Pharaoh's  army  there  he  drown'd ; 

How  glorious  are  his  ways  I 
And  brought  his  faints  through  defert  ground  j 
Eternal  be  his  praife. 

7  Great  monarchs  fell  beneath  his  hand  j 

Viaorious  is  his  fword  ; 
While  Ifr'c^  took  the  pronais'd  land  : 
And  faithful  is  his  word.] 

8  He  faw  the  nations  dead  in  fin  ; 

He  felt  his  pity  move  ; 
How  fed  the  ftate  the  world  was  in  } 
How  boundlefs  was  his  love  ! 

9  He  fent  to  fave  us  from  our  wo  ; 

His  goodnefs  never  fails  ; 
From  death,  and  hell,  and  ev'ry  foe  ; 
And  ftill  his  grace  prevails. 

10  Give  thanks  to  God,  the  heav'nly  King  ;* 

His  mercies  ftiH  endure ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  praifes  fing ; 

His  truth  is  ever  fure.  - 

Psalm  CXXXVI.  Particular  Metre. 

I   f^  IVE  thanks  to  God  moft  high, 
VJjr    The  univerfal  Lord  ; 
Tlie  fov'reign  King  of  kings  j 
And  be  his  grace  ador'd. 

His  pow'r  and  grace 

Are  ftill  the  fame  ; 

And  let  his  name. 

Have  endlefs  praife. 
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2  How  mighty  is  his  bind  ! 
Whi^  wonders  hath  he  done! 
He  fonnM  the  earth' and  tczs^ 
And  fpread  the  heav'ns  sdoncf^ 

Thy  mercy^  Lord, 
Shall  ftiU  endure; 
And  ever  fure 
Abides  thy  word. 

3  l£s  wiidom  framM  the  i!un» 
To  crown  the  day  with  light  j 
The  twoon  and  twitikling  ftar^ 
To  cheer  the  darkfome  night* 

His  powV  and  grace 
Are  fiill  the  fame ; 
And  let  his  name 
Have  cndlefs  praife. 

4  fHe  fmotc  the  firft-born  fons, 
The  flowV  of  Egypt,  dead  : 
And  thettcehis  chofen  tribes 

V  With  joy  and  glory  led* 
Thy  mercy.  Lord, 
Shall  ftill  endure; 
And  ever  furc    ^ 
Abides  thy  word. 

5  His  pow'r  and  lifted /od 
Cleft  the  Red  Sea  in  two, 
And  for  his  people  made 

A  wondrous  paffage  through. 
His  pow'r  and  grace 
Are  ftill  the  {ame  j 
And  let  his  name 
Have  cndlefs  praife. 

\        Bb 
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6  But  cruel  Pharaoh  there 
With  all  his  hoft  he  drownM  ; 
And  brought  his  Ifr'el  fafe 
Through  a  long  ddcrt  ground. 

Thy  mercy,  Lord, 
Shall  ftill  e"ndure ; 
And  ever  fure 
Abides  thy  word. 

P*A  USE. 

7  The  kings  of  Canaan  fell 
Beneath  fiis  dreadful  han^; 
While  his  own  fervants  took 
Pofleffion  of  their  land. 

His  pow'r  and  grace 
Are  ftill  the  fame ; 
And  let  his  name 
Have  endlefs  praife,] 

8  He  faw  the  nations  lie 
All  perifliing  in  fin. 
And  pity*d  the  fad  ftatc 
The  ruin'd  world  was  in. 

Thy  mercy.  Lord, 
Shall  ftill  endure } 
And  ever  fure 
Abides  thy  word. 

9  He  fent  his  only  Son 

To  fave  us  from  our  wo. 
From  Satan,  fin,  and  death. 
And  (cv'ry  hurtful  foe. 

His  pow'r  and  grace 

Are  ftill  the  fame  ; 

And  let  his  name 

Have  endlefs  praife. 


X 
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lo  Give  thanks  aloud  to  God, 
To  God  the  heav'niy  King; 
And  let  the  fpacious  earth 
His  works  and  glories  fing.  ^ 

Thy  mercy,  Lord, 

Shall  ftill  endure  j  4^ 

And  ever  fure 

Abides  thy  word; 

Psalm  CXXXVI.    Abridged.  -  L>  M, 

1  ^^  IVE  to  our  God  rmmortal  praife  f 
\JF  Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways ; 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong. 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

a  Give  to  the  Lord  of  lords  renown. 
The  King  of  kingy  with  glory  crown  j 
His  mercies  ever  ffiall  endure,. 
When  lords  and  kings  are  known  no  more. 

3  He  built  the  earth,  he  fpread  the  Iky, 
And  fix'd  the  Harry  lights  on  high : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong. 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

4  He  fills  the  fun  with  morning-li^ht. 
He  bids  the  moon  diredl  the  night : 
His  mercies  ever  (hall  endure, 

,  When  funs  and  moons  fhall  fhine  no  more, 

5  The  Jews  he  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand. 
And  brought  them  to  the  promised  land : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong. 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

6  He  faw  the  Gentiles  dead  in  fin. 
And  felt  his  pity  work  within : 
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Hi»  mercies  ever  fliall  endure. 

When  death  and  fin  fhall  reign  no  more^ 

7  He  fent  his  Son  with  pow'r  to  fave 
From  guilt,  and  darknef$,  and  the  grave  ^ 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong. 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

8  Through  this  vain  world  he  guiites  our  feet. 
And  leads  us  to  his  heavenly  feat ; 

Hii  mercies  ever  Ihall  endure. 

When  this  vain  world  Ihall  be  no  more. 

Psalm  CXXXVIII.    Long  Metre. 

Re/toring.  and  preferving  grace. 
1  [T'YTITH  all  my  powVs  of  heart  and  tongue, 
VV     I*H  praife  my  Maker  in  my  fong  : 
Angels  fhall  hear  the.  notes  I  raife, 
Approve  the  fong,  and  join  the  praife. 

a  Angels,  that  make  thy  church  thdr  care,     • 
Shall  witnefs  my  devotion  there^ 
While  holy  zeal  dire£ls  my  eyes 
To  thy  fair  temple  in  the  Ikies.] 

3  ril  ling  thy  truth  and  mercy,  Lord  ; 
rU  fmg  the  wonders  of  thy  word  j 
Not  all  thy  works  and  names  below, 
So  much  thy  povv*r  and  glory  Ihow. 

4  To  God  I  cry'd  when  troubles  rofe ;    , 
He  heard  me,  and  fubdu'd  my  foes  j  ^ 
He  did  my  riling  fears  control. 

And  ftrength  diffuisM  through  all  my  foul. 

5  The  God  of  heaven  maintains  his  ftate. 
Frowns  on  the  proud  and  fcorns  the  great  • 
But  from  his  throne  defcends  to  fee     " 
The  fons  of  humble  poverty. 
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Amidft  a  thoufand  fnares  I  ftand. 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand ; 
Thy  words  my  fainting  foul  revive, 
And  keep  my  dying  feith^ive. 

Grace  will  complete  what  grace  begins. 
To  fave  frcmi  forrows  or  from  fins  j 
The  work  that  wifdbm  undertakes^ 
Eternal  mercy  ne^^x  forlakes. 


Psalm  CXXXIX.  l^ParUL,Utt. 

The  all-feeing  G9d. 

I  T    ORD,  thou  haft  fearch'dand  feen  me  thro*  • 
I  J  Thine  eye  commands  with  piercing  view 
My  rifing  and  my  refting  hours. 
My  heart  and  flefli,  with  all  their  powVs. 

2.  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  my  God  diftindly  known  ; 
He  knows  the  wqrds  I  mean  to  fpeafc. 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break. . 

3  Within  thy  circling  pow'r  I  ftand  ; , 
On  ev*i-y  fide  Tfind  thy  hand : 
Awake,  afleep,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  am  fur  rounded  ftill  with  God. 

4  Amazing  knowledge,  vaft  and  great ! 
What  large  extent !  what  lofty  height !  1 
My  foul,  with  all  the  pow'rs  I  boaft. 

Is  in  the  boundlefs  profpcft  loft. 

5  **  O  may  thefe  thoughts  poffefs  my  breaft^ 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  reft  j , 

Nor.  let  my  weaker  paflions  dare 
Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there/' ' 

Be  2. 
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6  Could  I  fo  falfc,  fo  faithlefs  prove. 
To  quit  thy  fervice  and  thy  love. 
Where,  Lord,  could  I  thy  prefence  fhun, 
Or  from  thy  dreadful  glory  run  l 

7  If  up  to  heaven  I  take  my  fiight, 

'Tis  there  thou  dwell'ft  enthroned  in  light; 
Or  dive  to  hell,  there  vengeance  reigns, 
And  Satan  groans  beneath  his  chains. 

S  If,  mounted  on  a  morning  ray, 
I  fly  beyond  the  weftern  fea. 
Thy  fwifter  hand  would  firft  arrive. 
And  there  arreft  thy  fugitive. 

9  Or.lhpuld  I  try  to  fhun  thy  fight, 
Beneath  the  Ipreading  veil  of  night. 
One  glance  of  thine,  one  piercing  ray. 
Would  kindle  darkriefs  into  day. 

10  "  O  may  thefe  thoughts  poffefe  my  breaft, 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  reft ! 

Nor  let  my  weaker  paflions  dare 
Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there." 
P  A  u  s  £  IL 

11  The  veil  of  night  %  no  difguife. 

No  fcreen  from  thy  all-fearchin^  eyes : 
Thy.hand  can  fcize  thy  foes  as  foon 
Through  midnight  ihades  as  blazing  noon. 

la  Midnight  and  noon  in  thk  agree. 
Great  God,  they're  both  alike  to  thee  j 
Not  death  can  hide  what  God  will  fpy, 
And  hell  lies  naked  to  his  eye. 


Psalm  139^  307 

xj  "  O  may  thefe  thoughts  poffefe  my  breafty 
Where'er  I  rove,  wherever  I  reft  I 
Nor  let  my  weaker  paffions  dare 
Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  thtre/^ 

Psalm  CXXXIX.  ^dPart.  LongM- 

The  wmderful  formation  cf  man. 
I  *TnWAS  from  thy  hand,  my  God,  I  came^ 
X    A  work  of  fuch  a  curious  frame  \ 
In  me  thy  fearful  wonders  ihine,        , 
And  each  proclaims  thy  fkill  divine. 

1  Thine  eyes  did  all  my  limbs  furvey. 
Which  yet  in  dark  confufion  lay ;         , 
Thou  faw'fi  the  daily  growth  they  took. 
Formed  by  the  model  of  thy  book. 

3  By  thee  my  growing  parts  were  nam'd, 
Axid  what  thy  fov'reign  counfels  framM, 
(The  breathing  lungs,  the  beating  heart) 
Were  copy'd  with  unerring  art. 

4  At  laft,  to  fhew  my  Maker's  name,     . 
God  ftamp'd  his  image  on  my  frame. 
And  in  forfte  uafejnown  moment  join'd 
The  finilh*d  rbemliers  to  the  mind.  * 

5  There  the  young  leeds  of  thought  began. 
And  all  the  paffions  of  the  man  : 

Great  God,  our  infant  nature  pays 
Immortal  tribute  to  thy  praife. 

Pause. 

6  Lord^  fince  in  iny  advancing  age 
Pve  afted  on  liiFe's  bufy  ftage, 

'thy  thoughts  of  love  to  me  furmount 
The,pow*r  of  numbers  to  recount. 
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7  1  could  furvey  the  ocean  o'er. 

And  count  each  fand  that  makes  the  fhore^ 
Before  my  fwifteft  thoughts  could  trace 
The  num'rous  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

8  Thefe  on  my  heart  are  ftill  imprefe'd,^ 
With  thefe  I  give  mine  eyes  to  reft  j 
And  at  my  v^aking  hour  I  find 

God  and  his  love  poiTefs  my  mind. 

PsalmCXXXIX.  ^d Part.  hongM. 

Sincerity  profe/Jidy  and  grace  tried;  or^  the  hearts 
fearching  God. 

I  TV  if  Y  God,  what  inward  grief  I  feel, 
XS\  When  inxpious  men  tranfgreis  thy  will ! 
I  mourn  to  hear  their  lips  profape 
Take  thy  tremendous  name  in  vain* 

4  Does  not  my  foul  deteft  and  hate 
The  fons  of  malice  and  deceit  ? 
Thofe  that  oppofe  thy  laws  and  thee,. 
I  count  them  enemies  to  me* 

3  Lord,  fearch  my  foul,  try  ev'ry  thought  j. 
Though  mine  own  heart  accufe  me  not 

,.  Of  walking  in  a  falfe  difguife, 
I  beg  the  trial  of  thine  eyes. 

4  Doth  fecret  mifchief  lurk  within  ? 
Do  I  indulge  fome  unknown  fin  ?^ 
O  turn  my  feet  whene'er  I  ftray, 

And  lead  me  in  thy  perfeft  way,. 

# 

Psalm  CXXXIX.  iji  Part,  Com.  M, 

God  is  every  where* 

I.  TN  all  my  vaft  concerns  with  thee, 
'  JL  ^^  vain  my  foul  would  try. 
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To  Ihun  thy  prefence.  Lord,  or  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thine  all-furrounding  fight  ftirveys 

My  rifing  and  my  reft  ; 
My  public  walks,  my  private  ways. 
And  fecrets  of  my  breaft. 

3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord, 

Before  they're  form'd  within  j 
And  ere  thy  lips  pronounce  the  word. 
He  knows  the  fenfe  I  mean. 

^  O  wondrous  knowledge,  deep  and  high ! 
Where  can  a  creature  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 
Befet  on  ev'ry  fide. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  furroiind  me  ftill. 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 
To  guard  my  foul  from  ev*ry  ill. 
Secured  by  fov*^reigh  love. 

.Pause. 

6  Lord,  where  fhall  guilty  fouls  retire. 

Forgotten  and  unknown  ? 
In  hell  they  meet  thy  dreadful  fiire. 
In  heav'n  thy  glorious  throne. 

7  Should  I  fupprefe  my  vital  breath, ' 

To  *fcape  the  wrath  divine, 
Thy  voice  could  break  the  bars  of  death, 
And  make  the  grave  refign. 

8  If,  wing'd  with  beams  of  morning-light, 

I  fly  beyond  the  weft. 
Thy  hand,  which  muft  fupport  my  flight, 
*  Would  foon  betray  my  reft. 
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9  If  o'er  my  fins  I  think  to  draw 

The  curtains  of  the  night, 
Thofe  flaming  eyes  thk  guard  thy  law 
Would  turn  the  fhades  to  light. 

10  The  beams  of  noon,  the  midnight-hour. 

Are  both  alike  to  thee  j 
O  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  pow'r 
From  which  I  cannot  flee. 

Psalm  CXXXIX.  2d  Part.  Com.  M. 

The  wifdom  of  Cod  in  the  formation  of  man. 

1  X'XTHEN  I  with  pleafing  wonder  ftand,- 

VV     And  all  my  frame  fervey, 
Lord,  'tis  thy  work  :  I  own  thy  hand 
Thus  built  my  humble  clay. 

2  Thy  hand  my  heart  and  reins  poflcft. 

Where  unborn  nature  grew  j 
Thy  wifdom  all  my  features  trac'd, 
And  all  my  members  drew. 

3  Thine  eye  with  niceft  care  furvcy'd 

The  growth  of  ev'ry  part. 
Till  the  whole  fcheme  thy  thoughts  had  laid, 
Was  copy'd  by  thine  art. 

4  Heav'n,  earth  and  fea,  and  fire  and  wind. 

Shew  me  thy  wondrous  IkiU  ^ 
But  I.  review  myfelf,  and  find 
Diviner  wonders  ftiU. 

5  Thy  awful  glories  round,  me  fliine, 

My  fle(h  proclaims  thy  praife ; 
Lord,  to  thy  works  of  nature  join 
Thy  miracles  of  grace. 


,,,^-,.-. 
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Psalm  CXXXIX:   3d  Part.  C.  M. 

Ver.  14,  17^  18.  -.  The  mrcies  of  God  innumerable. 

An  evening  Pialm. 
J  T    CTRD,  when  I  count  thy  mercies  o*er, 
%  J  They  ftrike  me  with  furprife ; 
Not  all  the  fands  that  fpread  the  fliore 
To  equal  numbers  rife. 

2  My  flefh  with  fear  and  wonder  ftands,    * 

The  produft  of  thy  Ikill ; 
And  hourly  bleffings  from  thy  hands 
'^Thy  thoughts  of  love  reveal. 

3  Thefe^n  my  heart  by  night  I  keep  j    ' 

How  kind,  how  dear  to  me  ! 
O  may  the  houf^  that  ends  my  fleep. 
Still  find  my  thoughts  with  thee. 

PsALM   CXLI.     Long   Metre. 

Ver.  2—5.  •         " 
Waichfulnefs  and  brotherly  reprt^f. 
A  morning  or  evening  Pfalm. 
i   1^  ATY  God,  accept  my  early  vows, 
XSJl  Like  morning  incenfe  in  thy  houfe 
And  let  my  nightly  worfhip  rife, 
Sweet  as  the  evening  facrifice. 

a  -Watch  o'er  my  lips,  and  guard  them.  Lord, 
From  ev'ry  rafli  and  heedlefs  .word  y 
Nor  let  my  feet  incline  to  tread 
The  guilty  path  where  Cnnerslead. 

3  O  may  the  righteous,  when  I  tfray, 
Smite  and  reprove  my  wandering  way  ! 
Their  gentle  words,  like  ointment,  flied. 
Shall  never  bruife,  but  cheer  my  head. 


/ 
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4  When  i  behold  them  pj'efe'd  with  grief, 
ril  cry  to  Heaven  for  their  relief ; 
And  by  my  warm  pejiitions  prove 
How  much  I  prizcthjeir  £aiithfal  love. 

Psalm  CXLII.    CommonMetre. 

God  is  the  hope  of  the  helpkfs. 

1  nnO  God  I  made  my  forrows  knowni 

X    From  God  I  fought  relief ; 
In  long  complaints  before  his  throne 
I  pour*d  out  all  my  grief. 

2  My  foul  was  overwhelmed  with  woes. 

My  heart  began  to  break ; 
My  God,  who  all  my  burdens  knows. 
He  knows  the  way  I  take. 

3  On  ev'ry  fide  I  caft  mine  eye. 

And  found  my  helpers  gone ; 
While  friends  and  ftrangers  pafs'd  me  by. 
Neglected  and  unknown. 

4  Then  did  I  raife  a  louder  cry. 

And  callM  thy  mercy  near, 
**  Thou  art  my  pgrtion  when  I  die, 
"  Be  thou  my  refuge  here." 

5  Lord,  I  am  brought  exceeding  low ; 

Now  let  thine  ear  attend ; 
And  make  my  foes,  who  vex  me,  know 
Tve^Mi  almighty  Friend. 

6  From  my  fad  prifon  fet  me  free. 

Then  fliall  I  praife  thy  name  j 
And  holy  men  fhall  join  with  mc 
Thy  Ian4ae{s  to  proclaim. 


PsAL);i  143,  313 


Psalm  CXLIII.    Long  Metre, 

Complaint  ofheauy  affii^iom  in  mind  and  body. 
I   TV  ^  Y  righfeous  Judge,  rhy  gracioiis  God, 
I VJL  Hear  when  I  fpfead  my  hands  abroad, 
£pid  cry  for  fuccour  from  thy  thifone, 
CJ  joiake  tl^  truth  and  mercy  known. 

x  Let  judgment  not  againft  me  pafs  ; 
Behold  thy  fervant  pleads  thy  grace : 
Should  juftice  call  us  to  thy  bar. 
No  man  alive  is  guiltlefs  there. 

3  Look  down  in  pity.  Lord,  and  fee 
The  mighty  woes  that  burden  xtoc ; 
Down  to  the  dull  my  fife  is  brought,  ' 
Like  one  long  buryM  and  forgot. 

4  I  dwell  in  darkiiefs  aiid  iinfeen^ 
My  heart  is  defolate  within  5 

lily  thoughts  in  mufing  filence  trace 
The  ancient  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

5  Thence  I  derive  a  glimpfe  of  hope 
To  bear  my  finking  fpirits  up  ; 
Lftretch  my  hands  to  God  again, 
And  thirft,  like  parched  lands,  for  rain. 

6  For  thee  I  thirft,  I  pf ay,  I  mourn  ; 
When  will  thy  finiling  face  return  ? 
Shall  all  my  joys  on  earth  remove  ? 
And  God  forever  hide  his  love  I 

7  My  God,  thy  long  delay  to  fave 
Will  fink  thy  prisoner  to  the  grave ; 

My  heart  grows  faint,  afcd  dim  mine' eye  j 
Makeyiafte  to  help  before  I  disel  ? 

8  The  night  is  witnefs  to  my  tetirs, 
Diftreffing  pains,  diftreflfing^  fears ; 
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O  niight  I  hear  thy  morniag  voice^ 
How  would  my  wcary'd powers  rejoice! 

9  In  thee  I  truft,  to  thee  I  figh. 
And  lift  my  weary  foul  on  high  ^  , 
For  thee  fit  W2Uting  all  the  day. 
And  wear  the  tiretome  hours  away. 

10  Break  off  my  fetters,  Lord,  and  fliow 
Which  is  the  path  my  feet  ihould^o$ 
If  fnares  and  foes  befet  the  road, 

I  flee  to  hide  me  near  my  God. 

11  Teach  me  to  do  thy  holy  will. 
And  lead  me  to  thy  heav'nly  hill ;  * 
Let  the  good  Spirit  of  thy  love 
Condiia  me  to  thy  courts  above. 

12  Then  ihaH  my  foul  no  more  complain. 
The  tempter  then  fhall  Fage  in  vain  ; 
And  flefh,  that  was  my  foe  before. 
Shall  never  vex  my  ^irit  more. 

Psalm  CXLIV.  iji  Part.  Com.  Met 

,.i^^  Ver.  I,  2, 

.  JJt/i-ance  and  viSkry  m  the  fpiritual  warfare 

I  T?OREVERbleffedbetheLord, 
X?    My  Saviour  and  my  Jiueld } 
He  iends  his  SpiritVith  his  word. 
To  arm  me  for  the  field. 
V  When  fill  and  hell  their  foroe  unite. 
He  makes  my  foul  his  care, 
InftruAs  roe  to  the  heav'nly  fight. 
And  guards  me  through  the  wan 
3  A  friend  and  helper  fo  divine     • 
Doth  my  weak  courage  raifc  j 
He  makes  the  glorious  vift'ry  mine. 
And  his  IhaU  be  the  praife.  ' 
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Psalm  CXLIV.  3id  Part.  Com.  Met.. 

Ver*  3—^* 

T&e  vanity  of  man^  and  cmdefcen/ioit  of  GmL    . 

I  T    ORD,  what  is  man^  poor  feeble  mari>, 
1  J  Born  of  the  earth  at  firft ! 
His  life  a  Ihadow,  light  and  vain,, 
Still  hafting  to  the  dixft- 

a  O  what  is  feeble,  dying  man. 
Or  any  of  his  race. 
That  Gk)d  fliould  make  it  his  concern; 
To  vifit  him  with  grace  ?. 

5  That  God,  who  darts  his  lightnings  down;>. 

Who  fliakes  the  worlds  above,  ^  ^ 

And  mountains  treniblfe  at  his  frown, 
How  wondrous  is  his  love  ! 

■'*^—      '  ■!  ■!      I   ^        II  II  I  mi ■nil        |i    ■■  »  I      ■■ 

Psalm  CXLIV.  12-15.  Long  iVku 

Grace  above  riches j  or^  the  happy  nation., 

IB  T  TAPPY  the  city  where  their  fons  I 

X  J.  Like  pillars  round  a  palace  fet,  i 

And  daughters,  bright  as  polifli'd  ftones,  j 
Give  flrength  and  beauty  to  the  fiate» 

a  Happy  the  country  where  the  (heep. 
Cattle  and  corn,  have  large  increafe } 
Where  men  fecurely  work  or  fleep, 
Nor  fons  of  plunder  break  their  peace* 

3  Happy  the  nation  thus  endowed  ; 
But  more  divinely  bleft  are  thofe. 
On  whom  the  aU-fufficient  God 
Uimfdfy  with  all  his  grace  bcftowi 
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Psalm  CXLV.    Long  Metre. 

¥be  greatnefs  of  God.. 

I  TL  yr  Y  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praife 
Xy/X  Shall  fill  the  reoanant  o£  my  days :: 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue. 
Till  death  and  glory  raife  the  fong. 

%  The  wings  of  ev'ry  hour  fliall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear ; 
And  ey'ry  fejttmg  fua  Ihall  fee 
New  works  of  duty  done  for  thee- 

3  Thy  truth  and  juftice  Pil  proclaim  ; 
Thy  bounty  flows,  an  endlefs  ftrisam  j. 
Thy  mercy  fwift ;  thiiie  anger  flow, 
But  dreadful  to  the  ftubborn  foe. 

4  Thy  works  with  fov'reign  glory  Ihine,. 
And  fpeak  thy  majefty  divine  j. 

Let  "  ev'ry  realm  with  joy**  proclaim. 
The  found  and  honour  of  thy  name. 

5  Let  diftaqt  times  and  nations  raife 
The  long  fucceflion  of  thy  praife ; 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  fong 
The  joy  and  labour  of  their  tongue* 

6  But  who  can  fpeak.  thy  wondrous  deeds  ? 
Thy  greatnefs  all  our  thoughts  exceeds ; 
Vaft  and  unfearchable  thy  ways  ; 

Vaft  and  immortal  be  thy  praife  !. 

Psalm  CXLV-   iJlPart.QomMtt. 

Ver.  1—7,  ii—ij* 
The  greatnefs  of  God. 

I  T    ONG  as  I  live  rU  blefs  thy  name>, 
Jul  My  King,  my  God  of  love,  j, 
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My  work  and  joy  ihall  be  the  fame 
In  the  bright  world  above. 

;  Great  is  the  Lord,  his  pow'r  unknown^^ 
And  let  his  praife  be  great ;. 
1^11  fing  the  honours  of  thy  throne,. 
Thy  works  of  grace  repeat. 

Thy  grace  &all  dwell  upon  my  tongue^ 

And,  while  my  lip^  rejoice,^ 
The  men  that  hear  my  ucred  fong 

Shall  join  their  cheerful  voice. 

Fathers  to  fons  (hall  teach  thy  name,.  . 

And  children  learn  thy  ways  i^ 
Ages  to  come  thy  truth  proclaim^ 

And  nations  found  thy  praife. 

Thy  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  date 
Shall  through  the  world  be  known  : 

Thine  arm  of  pow'r,  thy  heavenly  ftate,. 
With  public  fplendour  ihown. 

The  world  is  managM  by  thy  hands  ;. 

Thy  faints  are  rul'd  by  love ; 
And  thine  eternal  kingdom  Aands,, 

Though  rocks  and  hills  remove. 


FsalmCXLV.  2d  Part  Com.  Met. 

Ver.  7,  &c. 
Tbe  goodnejs  of  God. 
u  Q«WEET  is  the  memory  of  thy  grace, 
^  My  God,  my^  heav'nly  King  j 
Let  age  to  age  thy  righteoufeels 
In  tongs  o?  glory  firig,  " 
A;  God  reigns  on  high^but  ne'er  confines 
His  goodnefs  to  the  Ikies } 
Cc  a> 
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Through  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  fluncs^^ 
And  ev'ry  want  fupplies.. 

3  With,  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  waifc 

On  thee  for  daily  food  :• 
Thy  liberal  hand  provides  their  meat. 
And  fills  their  mouths  with  good* 

4  Row  kind  are  thy  compaffions.  Lord  1: 

How  flow  thine  anger  moves  ! 
But  foon  he  fends. his  pard'ning  wordi 
To  cheer  the  fouls  he  loves. 

5  Greatures,  with  all  their  endlefs  race,. 

Thy  pow*r  and  praifepKKlaim  y 
But  faints,  that  tafte  thy  richer  grace,. 
Delight,  to  blefe  thy  name« 

Psai^mCXLV*   ^dFarL  ConuMtt. 

Ver.  14,  17,  &c., 

,  Mercy  to /ufferers  ;  or^  God  hearing  prayer.. 
Is  T    ET  ev'ry  tongue  thy-goodnefs  fpeak, 
1  J  Thou  fov'reign  Lord  of  all ; 
Thy  ftrength'ning  hands  uphold  thc^  weak,, 
And  raife  the  poor,  that  fall. 

a:  When  forrow  bows  the  (pirit  down, 
Or  virtue  lies  diftrefs'd 
Beneath  fome  proud  oppreffor's  frown, . 
Thou  giv'ft  the  mourners  reft. 

3  The  Lord  fupports  our  tott'ring  days, , 
And  guides  our  giddy  youth : 
Holy  and  juft  are  all  his  ways, 
And  all  his  words  are  truth. 

4>  He  knows  the  pain  his  fervants  feel,. 
He  hears  his  children  cry. 
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Andi  their  beft  wiflies  to  f ul^,: 
Ips  grace  is  ever  nigh.  ^ 

5.  His  mercy  never  fhall  remove 
From  men  of  heart  finGerc : 
He  faves  the  fouls>  whofe  humble  love: 
Is  joined  with  holy  fear. 

6  [His  ftubborn  foes- his  fword  flxaH  flay,. 

And  pierce  their  hearts  with  pain  ; 
But  none  that  ferve  the  Lord  fhall  fay,, 
"  They  fought  his  aid  in  vain/*] 

7  [My  lips  (hall  dwell  upon  llis  praile. 

And  fpread  his  fame  abroad  j. 
Let  aU  the  f<^ns  of  Adam  raife 
The  honours  of  their  pod.]. 

'  '    ■■       I   ■  i    «■■■■      I      ;      .1  M  I    .1  I     ,1       1.  ■  ■■      ■  ■  I    Ml     I  I        I.. II. 

FsALM  CXLVL.     Long  Metre.. 

Prat/e  id  God  for  his  g^odnefs  and  truth. 

i:  T)  RAISE  ye  the  Lord  ;  my  heart  fhall  joii\< 
1      In  works  fo  plcafaiit,  fo  divine  j 
Now  while  the  flefli  is  mine  abode, 
And  when  my  foul  afcends  to  God. 

2  Pfaife  fhall  employ  my  nobleftpow'rs,; 
While  immortality  endures  : 
My  days  of  praife  fhall  ne -er  be  pafl:, 
While  life  and  thought  and,  being  laft,- 

5  Why  fhould  I  make  a  man  my  trufl  ? 
Princes  muft;  die  and  turn  to  duft  ; 
Their  breath  departs,  their,  pomp  and  pow'r,^    - 
And  thoughts  all  vanifh  in  an  hour, 

4  Happy  the  man,  whofe  hopes,  rely 
On  Ifraers  God :  he  made  thdfky, 
And  ei^rth,  and  fes^,  with  all  their  traifif 
nd  none  fhall  find  his  promife  vain* 
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5  His  truth  forever  ihinds  fccure  :  v 
He  feves  th'  oppre&'d,  he  feeds  the  poor  j:  * 
He  fends  the  lab'ring,  confcience  peace,.  . 

And  grants  the  prisoner  fwcet  releafe. 

6  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind  ;. 
The  Lord  fupports  the  unking  nund ; 
He  helps  the  ilranger  in  diftrefs. 

The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs.. 

7  He  loves  his  faints,  he  knows  them  wellj. 
But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell: 
Thy  God^.  O  Zion  !  ever  reigns  j- 
Praife  him  in  everlafiing  ftrains^. 

Psalm  CXLVI,    Particular  Metre- 

Prai/e  to  God  for  bis  goodnefs  and  truth. 

t  T'LL  praife  my  Maker  with  my  breath  ;> 
j[  And  when  my  voice  islofl  ia  death, 

^     Prsdfe  (hall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs : 
My  days  of  praife  (hall  ne^r  be  paft. 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  laft. 
Or  immortality  endures*. 

a  Why  fliould  I  make  a  man  my  truft  ? 
Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  duft : 

Vain  is  tlie  help  of  flefli  and  blood  ; 
Their  breath  departs,  their  pomp  and  pow'rj. 
And  thoughts  all  vanifh  in  an  hour  ; 

Nor  can  they  make  their  promifegood. 

J  Happy  the  man  whofe  hopes  rely 
On  Ilraers  God :  he  made  the  fky^ 

And  earth,  and  feas,  with  all  their  train  j- 
His  truth  forever  ftands  fecure : 
He  faves  th'  opprefsM,  he  feeds  the  poor  j 
And  none  wall  find  his  promife  vain*. 
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4  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind  j 
The  Lord  fupport«  the  unking  mind ; 

He  fends  the  laboring  confcience  peace  i. 
He  helps  the  ftranger  in  diftrefe, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs. 

And  grants  the  prisoner  fweet  rejeafe. 

5  He  loves  his  faints,  he  knows  them  well^ . 
But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell : 

,  Thy  God,  O.  Zion,  ever  reigns  y 
Let  ev*ry  tongue,  let  ev'ry  age. 
In  this  exalted  work  engage  ; 
Praife  him  in  everlafting  ftrains. 

6  rU  praife  him  while* he  lends  me  breathy. 
And  when  my  voice  is  loft  in  death, 

Praife  fliall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs : 
My  days  of  praife  fliall  ne'er  be  paft, 
-  While  life,  an^  thought,  and  being  laft. 

Or  immortality  endures;  ^ 

PsalmCXLVIL   iji  ParU  Long  M? 

The  Divine  Nature^  Providence  and  Grace* 
I  T) RAISE  ye  the  Lord  v  tis  good  to  raife 
'  JL      Our  hearts  anj^  voices  in  his  praife  : 
His  nature  and  his  works  invite  , 
To  make  this  duty  our  delights 

«  The  Lord  builds  up  Jerufalem, 
And  gathers  nations  to  his  name ; 
His  mercy  melts  the  ftubborn  foul. 
And  makes  the  broken  fpirit  whole-. 

3  He  formed  the  ftars,  thofe  heav*nly  flames ;, 
He  counts  their  numbers,  calls  their  names  j. 
His  wifdom's  vaft,  and  knows  no  bound, 
A.  deep  where  all  our  thoughts  aredrown'd*. 
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4  Great  is  our  Lord$  and  great  his  might ; 
And  all  his  glories'infinite  : 

He  crowns  the  meek,  rewards  the  juft^ 
And  treads  the  wicked  to  the  dufc 

Pa  IT  BE. 

5  Sing  to  tl&e  Lord,  exalt  him  high^ 

Who  fpreads  his  clouds  all  round  the  Iky  j; 
There  he  prepares  the  fruilful  rain, 
Nor  kts  the  drops  defcend  in  vainv 

6  He  makes  the  grafs  the  hills,  adorn, 
And  clothes  the  fmiling  fields  with  corn : 
The  beafts  with  food  his  hands  fupply. 
And  the  young^ravens.  when  they  cry* 

7  Whjat  is  the  creature's  fkall  or  force  ?. 
The  fprightly  man,  the  \tarlike  horfe,.. 
The  nimble  wit,  the  a<flive  limb  ? 

All  are  too  mean  delights  for  him* 

8  But  faints  are  lovely  in  his  fight : 

He  views  his  children  with  delight :  ^ 
He  fees  their  hope,  he  knows  their  fear,. 
And  Jpoks  anU  loves  his  image  there. 

Psalm  CXLVII.:  i^  Fart.  Long  E- 

^    '    :        Summer  and  Winter^^ 
I  ««  T    feT  Zion"  praife  the  mighty  God, 

I  i  And  make  his  honours  known  abroad}, 
**  For  fweet  the  joy,,  our  fongs  to  raife, 
*'  And  glorious  is  the  work  of  praife/* 

a?  Qur  children  are  fecure  andl)left ;. 
Our  fliores  ha^e  peace,  our  cities  reft  y    ^  / 
He  feeds  our  fons  with  fineft  wheat,,  ' 

And  adds  his  blefling  to  their  meat.. 
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3  The  changing  feafons  he  ordaias. 
Hie  early  and  the  latter  rains ; 

His  flakes  of  fnow  like  wool  he  fends. 
And  thus  the  fpringing  corn  defends. 

4  With  hoary  froft  he  ftrw^  the  ground  j 
His  hail  deicends  with  clattering  found  ^ 
Where  is  the  man  fo  vainly  bold. 
That  dares  defy  his  dreadful  cold  ? 

5  He  bids  the  fouthern  Iweezes  blow  j      * 
The  ice  diffoLves,  the  waters  flow  : 
But  he  hath  nobler  works  and  ways 
To  call  his  people  to  his  praife* 

IS  To  all  oar  xealm  his  laws  areJhown, 
His  go^l  Chcpugh  the  nati^known  ^ 
He  hath  not  thus  reyeal'd  his  word 
To  ev^ry  land  :— ^Praife  ye  the  Lord ! 

Psalm  CXLVII.    Common  M^tre^ 

Ver.  7—9,  1 3 —  1 8. 
The  feafons  of  the  year. 
I  ^TKT'^TH  fofigs  and  honours  founding  loudt 
VV     Addrefs  the^J^ord  on  high  j   ' 
Over  the  heav'ns  h#fpreads  his  clo^d, , 
And  waters  veil  the  fkj. 

a  He  fends  his  ihow'rs  of  bleffings  do^n    y 
To  cheer  the  plains  betow ; 
He  makes  the  grafs  the  mouj^tains  crown,  , 
And  corn  in  valKcs  grow. 

3  He  gives  the  grazi^  ox  his  meat  ^ 

He  hesMTs  the  ravens  cry  f 
^t  man,  who  taftes  his  fined  wheat, 
Should  ralfe  his  honours  high* 

4  His  fteady  counfels  change  the  face 

Of  the  declining  year  j 


324  Psalm  147,  14«. 

Ill  ■  I  '  I"  > 

He  bids  the  fun  cut  fbo/t  his  race, 
—     And  wintVy  days  appcan 

5  His  hoary  froft,  hi&  fleecy  fnow^ 
Defcend  and  clothe  the  ground; 
The  liquid  ftreaiiis  forbear  to  fldw^ 
In  icy  fetters  bound. 

€  When  from  his  dreadfuiftores  on  high 
He^ours  the  rattling  hail, 
The  wretch  that  dares  this  God  defy 
Sliall  find  his  courage  fail. 

7  He  fends  his  word,  jmd  thdts  the  fhow, 

The  fields  no  longer  mourn  j 
He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow. 
And  bids  the  fpring  return. 

8  The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloudy 

Obey  his  mighty  word : 
With  fongs  and  honours  founding  loud^ 
Praife  ye  the  fov'reign  Lord.  , 

Psalm  CXLVIIL  Particular  Metre* 

Fraife  to  God  from  all  creatures. 
X  "^ILT^E  tribes  of  Adam,  join 

X     With  heav*n,  and  earth,  and  feas, 
And  offer  notes  divine 
To  your 'Creator's  praife. 
Ye  holy  throng 
Of  angels  bright. 
In  worlds  of  light, 
Begin  the  fongn 

2  Thou  fun,  with  dazzling  rays, 
And  moon,  that  rules  the  night, 
Shine  to  your  Maker's  praife. 
With  ftars  of  twinkling  light. 
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His  powV  declare^ 
Te  floods  on  high, 
iind  clouds  that  fly 
In  empty  ain 

I  The  fiiiniog  worlck  above 
In  glorious  order  ftaud^ 
Or  m  fwift  courfes  move^ 
By  his  fupreme  comQian4* 

He  fpake  the  word. 

And  all  their  frame 

From  nothing  came 

To  praife  the  Lord. 

He  mov*d  their  mighty  wheels 
In  unknown  ages  paft  : 
And  each  his'word  fjalfils 
While  time  and  nature  laft* 

In  diflPrent  ways 

His  works  prodaim 

His  wondrous  name. 

And  fpeak  his  praife. 

P  A  u  s  £t 
Let  all  the  earth-born  race. 
And  monfters  of  the  deep. 
The  fifli  that  cleave  the  feas. 
Or  in  their  bofom  fleep  j 

Frogi  fea  and  fliore 

Their  tribute  pay. 

And  ftill  difplay 

Their  Maker's  poVn 

Ye  vapours,  hail,  and  fhow, 
Praife  ye  th*  Almighty  Lord, 
And  ftormy  winds  that  blow,  - 
To  execute  his  word. 
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When  lightnings  fliiqe, 
Or  thunders  roar. 
Let  earth  adore 
His  hand  divine. 

7  Te  mountains  near  the  fldcs, 
With  lofty  cedars  there, 
And  trees  of  humbler  fize. 
That  fruit  in  plenty  bear  } 

Beads  wild  and  tame. 
Birds,  flies,  and  worms. 
In  various  forms. 
Exalt  his  name. 

8  Ye  kings,  and  judges,  fear 
The  Lord,  the  fov'reign  King ; 
And  while  you  rule  us  here, 
His  heavenly  honours  ling. 

Nor  let  the  dream 
Of  pow'r  andftate. 
Make  you  forget 
His  pow'r  fupreme. 

9  Virgins,  and  youths,  engage 
To  fouind  his  praife  divine. 
While  infancy  and  age 
Their  feebler  voices  join. 

Wide  as  he  reigns 
His  name  be  fung 
By  ev'ry  tongue 
In  endle&  ftrainst 

io  Let  all  the  nations  fear 
The  God  that  rules  above ; 
He  brings  his  people  near, 
Aad  msuEcs  tl^m  tafte  his  lovc^ 
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While  earth  and  iky 
Attempt  his  praife. 
His  faints  ihall  raife 
His  honours  high. 


Psalm  CXLVIII.     Long  Metre. 

Paraphrafed.    Univerfal  praxis  to  G^d. 

1  T    OUD  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord 

1  ^  From  diftant  worlds  where  creatures  dwell ; 
Let  heav*n  begin  the  folemn  word, 
And  found  it  dreadful  down  to  hell. 

Note*     T^u  ffalm  may  htfung  U  a  dlgennt  metre,  hy  oMnjr  tht  iwifii^ 
Istvlng  lines  to  every  fianzot  viz. 

Each  of  its  works  his  name  difplays^ 
But  iiey  can  neUr  fulfil  his  praife. 

2  The  Lord  !  how  abfolute  he  reigns  I 
Let  evVy  angel  bend  the  knee  i 
Sing  of  his  love  in  heavenly  ftrains^ 
And  fpeak  how  fierce  his  terrors  be. 

3  High  on  a  throne  his  glories  dwell. 
An  awful  throne  of  Ihining  blifs ; 

Fly  through  the  worl^,  O  iun,  and  tell 
How  dark  thy  beams  compared  to  his. 

4  Awake,  ye  tempefts,  and  his  fame 
In  founds  of  dreadful  praife  declare  ; 
And  the  fweet  whifper  of  his  name 
HU  ev*ry  gentler  breeze  of  air. 

5  Let  clouds,  and  winds,  and  wave$  a^yce 
To  join  their  praife  with  blazing  fire :  ^ 
Let  the  firm  earth  and  rolling  fea, 

In  this  eternal  fong  confpire. 

6  Ye  flow'ry  plains,  proclaim  his  fkill  \ 
Vallics,  lie  low  before  his  eye }   • 
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And  let  his  praife  from  ev*ry  hill 
^  Rife  tuneful  to  the  neighboring  ftp 
7  "YSb  ftubborn  oaks,  and  ftately  pines. 
Bend  your  high  brancheis,  arid  adore ; 
Praife  him,  ye  beafts,  in  diflPr^l^  ftrains  j 
The  lamb  mufi  bleat  j  the  Hon  roar.  ^ 
S  Birds,  ye'  muft  make  hrspi'aife  yotrr  theme  j 
Nature  demands  a  fong  ttom  you  : 
While  the  dumb  fifh  that  alt  the  ftretmy 
Leap  up  and  m^n  his  praifes  too. 
9  Mortals,  can  you  refrain  your  tongue, 
When  nature  all  around  ydu  ffngSf 
O  for  a  Ihout  from  old  and  young. 
From  humble  fwains,  arid  lofty  kmg^i 
iQ  Wide  as  his  vaft  dominion  lies,  < 

Make  the  Cf eator*s  ftafrTfe  be  knOv^n  ;  ' 
I>ouda$  his  thunder  ihotit  his  pfaife. 
And  found  it  Idfty  is  his  thrdrie. 

1 1  Jehovah  !  'tis  a  glorious  word ! 
O  may  it  dwell  on  ev'fy  tongue  ! 

But  faUits,  who  beft  have  known  the  Lord^ 
Are  bound  to  raife  the  nobleft  fong. 

1 2  Speak  of  the  wonders  of  that  love 
Which  Gabriel  plays  oh  ey'ry  choifd  * 
From  all  below,  and  all  above, 
Loud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CXLVHL    Short  M^tre^ 

Uriiverjhl  praife. 
*    '  T    ET  ev Vy  creature  join 

JLJk  To  praife  th*  eternalGod  j 
Ye  heav'niy  hofts,  the  fottg  begin. 
And  found  hii  name  abroad. 
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ft  Thou  fun  with  golden  beams. 
And  naoon  with  paler  rays, 
Ye  ftarry  lights,  ye  twinkling  flames, 
Shine  t;o  your  Maker's  praife. 

3  He  built  thofe  worlds  above, 

And  fix'd  their  wondrotis  frame ; 
By  his  command  they  ftand  or  move, 
And  ever  fpeak  his  name* 

4  Ye  vapours,  when  ye  rife. 

Or  fall  in  ihow'rs  of  fnow. 
Ye  thunders,  murm'ring  round  the  ikies^ 
His  pow'r  and  glory  mow. 

5  Wind,  hail,  and  flalhiog  fire, 

Agree  to  praife  the  Lord, 
When  ye  in  dreadful  ftorms  confpire 
To  execute  his  word, 

6  By  all  his  works  above 

His  honours  be  expreft ; 
But  faints  that  tafte  his  laving  love    . 
Should  fing  his  praifes  beft. 

Paush  I. 

7  Let  earth  and  ocean  know 

They  owe  their  Maker  praife ; 
Praife  him,  ye  wat'ry  worlds  below, 
And  monfters  of  the  feas. 

8  From  mountains  near  the  iky 

Let  his  high  praife  refound. 
From  humble  flirubs  and  cedars  high, 
And  vales  and  fields  around« 

9  Ye  fiofls  of  the  wood,' 

And  tamer  beafts  that  graze, 

D  D  2 
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Ye  live  upon  his  daily  food. 
And  he  cxpefla  yout  ^ralfe;     - 

10  Ye  bii'ds  of  lofty  wihg. 

On  high  hi^  pfz\&^  beat. 
Or  fit  on  flowVy  boughs,^  ^iid  fiflg 
Youi?  Mafcer'4  glwy  thitt.         • 

1 1  Ye  citejping  ants  and  wof  itls. 

His  various  wifdom  fhow ; 
And  flies,  in  all  y6Uf  (hi^kig^fwatim^ 
Praife  him  that  dreft  yoti  lb. 

12  By  all  th6,earth.bofn  t^cd, 

His  honour^  be  axpreft  ; 
But  faints,  that  kndW  hfe  hWV'Bly  ^im. 
Should  learn  to  pifalfe  hittl  beft« 

Pause    n*  '^ 

13  Monarchs  of  wide  command, 

Praife  ye  th*  eternal  King  ; 
Judges,  adore  that  f6V*reign  kind. 
Whence  all  your  honours  fpring* 

14  Let  vigorous  youth  engage 

To  found  his  praifes  high  ; 
While  growing  babes  and  with'ting  age 
Their  feebler  voices  try. 

15  United  zeal  be  fhown 

His  wondrous  fame  to  raife ; 
God  is  the  Lord  ;  his  name  alofte 
Deferves  our.endlefs  praife* 

16  Let  niture  join  with  art. 

And  all  pronounce  him  bleft ; 
But  faints,  that  dwell  fo  tieir  his  heirt j 
Should  fing  his  praifes  beft. 
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Psalm  CXLIX..     Cbxnmon  Metre. 

Prai/e  God^  wM  bis  JhkUs  ;  cr^  thm  fcmU  judging  the 

vmtld^   .    , 
i    \^  LL  ye  that  love  lY^e  Lord,^  rejoice, 

^  Amidft  tba  church  with  cheerful  vmce 
His  later  wonderi§  (hew. 

2  The  Jews,  the  peofde  of  hk  graqsg 

Shall  their^edeen^  iin^; 
And  Gentile  nations  join  the  pj^aife. 
While  Zion  owns  her  King. 

3  The  Lord  taW  pleafore  in  th^  juit. 

Whom  finffers  ur^t  with  feora  ; 
The  meek,  that  lie  defpis'd  in  duft, 

Salvation  (hall  adorn.  •  ^ 

4  Saints  lliould  be  joyful  in  their  Kli©g^ 

E'en  oa  a^  dying  bed  j 
And  like  the  fouls  in  glory  fixig, 
!^0f  God  fhall  raiie  the  dead. 

5  n^en  hi§  high  j^raife  (hall  fill  theif  toagtieSy^ 

Their  hand  fliall  wield  the  fword : 
And  vengeance  Ihall  attend  their  fongs,   '^ 
The  vengeaiice  of  the  Lord* 

6  Wheti  Chf  ift  his  judgment-feat  afcends. 

And  bids  the  world  appear, 
Thrones  are  prepared  for  all  his  friends 
Who  humbly  lov*d  him  here, 

7  Then  IhaU  they  rule  with  iron  rod 

Nations  that  dat'd,  rebel  j 
And  join  the  fentence  of  their  God,  '   ' 

On  tyrants  dgi^n'd  to  holL 
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8  The  royal  finners,  bound  in  chaiosy 
New  triumphs  ihall  afford  ; 
Such  honour  for  the  faints  remauM  ; 
Praife  ye,  and  love  the^Lord. 

Psalm  Ch*     Common  Metre. 

Ver.  I,  2,  6.     J  Jing  of  praife^ 

'  TN  God's  own  houfe  pronounce  his  praife  j 
X  His  grace  he  there  reveals  ; 
To  heav'n  your  joy  and  wonder  raife. 
For  there  his  glory  dwells. 

2  Let  all  your  facred  paffions  move. 

While  you  rehearfe  his  deeds  : 
But  the  great  work  of  faving  love 
Your  higbtft  prai^  exceeds. 

3  All  that  have  motion,  life  and  breath. 

Proclaim  your  Maker  bleft  ; 
Yet  when  niy  voice  expires  in  death, 
My  foul  flxall  praife  him  beft. 


Tht  Christian  DOXOLOGY. 

Long  Metre. 

TO  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  honour,  praife,  and  glory  giv'n. 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 


Common  Metre. 

LET  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  kaow0, 
Or  faints  to  love  the  Lordt 
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Common  Metre. 

Where  the  turn  includes  twojianzas. 

I. 

THE  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd 
Who  calls  our  fouU  from  death. 
Who  faves  by  his  redeeming  word. 
And  new-creating  breath* 
X  II. 

To  praife  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  all  divine,  ^ 

The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
Let  faints  and  angels  join. 

Short  Metre* 

Y£  angds  round  the  throne. 
And  faints  that  dw^ll  below, 
Worfliip  the  Father,  praife  the  Son, 
And  bleis  the  Spirit  too. 

Particular  Metre. 

NOW  to  the  great  and  facred  Three, 
The  Father,  Son  and  Spirit,  be. 
Eternal  praife  and  glory  giv*n, " 
Through  ail  the  worlds  where  God  is  known. 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne, 

And  all  the  faints  in  earth  and  heav'n. 

Particular  Metre. 

TO  God  the  Father's  throne 
Perpetual  honours  raife  | 
Glory  to  God  the  Son, 
Ta  God  the  Spirit,  praife  : 
With  all  our  powers. 
Eternal  King, 
Thy  name  we  fing. 
While  faith  adores* 


HYMNS 

AND 

SPIRITUAL     SONGS. 

In    three    books. 

L    CoUeded  from  the  SckiPTUnis. 
II.    Compofcd  on  Divine  Subjects. 
IIL    Flpepared  for  the  Lord's  SurrSK. 
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A    T  A  B  L  E, 

To  find  any  Hymn  by  the  firft  Line. 

Fctt.    The  kcten  a,  t,  e,  denote  die  Fkil,  Second,  and  Thinl  Book  j  the 
FigiA'es  dired  to  the  Hymst 
___ 

ADORE  aii^d  ti^embk,  for  our  God  » 

Alas  1  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed 
All  glory  to  thy  wondrous  name 
All  mortal  vanities  be  gone        .  •  • 

And  are  we  wretches  yet  alive 
And  muft  this  body  die  »  *  * 

And  now  the  fcales  have  left  mine  eyes 
Arife,  my  Ibul^  my  joyful  pow'rs  »  • 

As  new-bom  babes  deiire  the  bread 
At  thy  command,  our  deareft  Lord        «  ' 
Attend  while  God's  exalted  Son 
Awake»  ray  heart,  arife^  my  tongue 
Awake,  otur  fouls,  away  our  fears  • 

Away  from  every  mortal  care  •  • 

B. 

BACKWARD  with  humble  fhame  we  look 
Begin,  my  tongue,  fome  heav'nly  theme 
Behold  how  fmners  difagree 
Behold  the  blind  their  fight  receive  » 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb  -  -        f 

Behold  the  grace  appears  ••  • 

Behold  the  potter  and  the  clay  *         -*         " 

Behold  ^e  Rofe  of  Shar(»i  here 
Behold  the  woman's  promised  feed 
Behold  the  wretch  whofe  luft  and  wine 
Behold  what^  wondrous  grace  * 

Blefs'd  are  the  humble  fouls  that  fee 
Blefs'd  be  the  everlafting  God 
BleisM  be  the  Father  and  his  love 
Blefs'd  morning,  whofe  young  dawning  rays  • 

Blefs'd  with  the  joys  of  innocence 
Blood  has  a  voice  to  pierce  the  fkies  -  ■ 

Brigl^  King  of  glory,  dreadful  God 
Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death  * 

Bury*d  in  fhadows  of  the  night  *  •♦ 

But  few  ainox^  the  carnal  wife  * 
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C. 

CAN  creatures  to  pertcdtion  find 
Chrift  and  his  crofs  are  all  our  theme 
Come,  all  harmonious  tongues 
Come,  deareft  Lord,  defeend  and  dwell 
Come,  happy  fouls,  approach  your  God 
Come  hither,  all  ye  weary  fouls 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove 
Come,  let  us  join  a  joyful  tune 
Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  fongs  • 

Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 
Come,  let  »s  lift  our  voices  high  *  • 

Come,  we  tliat  love  the  Lord  ^  *■ 

DAUGHTERS  of  SIoii,  come,  behold 
Dear  Lord,  behold  our  fore  diftrefs  - 

Deareft  of  all  the  names  above      ^       -  • 

Death  cannot  make  our  fouls  afraid 
Death  may  diflblve  my  body  now  * 

Death  !  'tis  a  melancholy  day  -  * 

Deceived  by  fubtle  fnares  of  hell        .    *  ♦ 

Deep  in  the  duft  before  thy  throne 
Defeend  from  heav'n,  inimortal  Dove 
Do  we  not  know  that  folemn  word 
Down  headlpng  from  their  native  ikies 
Dread  Sov'reign,  let  my  eV  ning  fong 

E* 

ERE  the  blue  heav*tis  were  ftretchM  abroad 
Eternal  Sovereign  of  the  fky 
E  ternal  Spirit,  we  confefs  *  * 

FAITH  is  the brightcft  evidence  * 

-Far  from  my  thoughts  vain  world  be  gotte 
Father,  I  long,  I  faint,  to  fee  -  • 

.     Father,  we  wait  to  feel  thy  grace  * 

Firm  and  unmov'd  are  they  -  - 

-  Firm  as  the  earth  thy  gofpel  ftands  i 

From  heav*n  the  finning  angels  fell  ■ 
From  thee,  my  God,  my  joys  (hall  rife 
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Table.  5 

a 

GENTILES  by  nature,  we  belong          -  -       «  1 1 4 

Give  me  the  wtn^s  of  faith  to  rife         '  -             ^  140 

Give  to  the  Father  praife            -            -       &  *           ^37 

Glory  to  God  the  Trinity             -             -  -           f    ^9 

Glery  to  God  who  walks  the  iky             -  -          *    59 

Glory  to  God  the  Father's  name            -  -            ^    27 

God  is  a  Spirit  juft  and  wife             -             -  -       «  1 3^ 

God  of  the  morning,  at  whofe  voice          -  -          ^79 

— God  ofthefeas,  thy  thund'ring  voice            -  -         3    70  — - 

God,  the  eternal  awful  name            -       ,   -  -         ^27 

God,,  who  in  various  methods  told            -  -         «    53 

Go  preach  my  gofpel,  faith  the  Lord            -  -      «  1 2  8 

Go,  worfhip  at  Immanuel's  feet            -  -             a  1^6 

Great  God,  how  infinite  art  thou             •  -            b    6j 

Great  God,  I  own  the  fentence  juft            -  •        a      6 

Great  God,  thy  glories  ihall  employ            -  -        *  167 

Great  God,  to  what  a  glorious  height              •  ^112 

Great  King  of  glory  and  of  grace             -  ^          ^  ^59 

Great  was  the  day,  the  joy  was  great             -  •      *  ^  4  4 

H. 

HAD  I  the  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jews  -        tf  1 34 

Happy  the  church,  thou  facrcd  place  -        *    64 

Happy  the  heart  where  graces  reign            •  •      ^    3^ 

Happy  the  man  whofe  cautious  feet            -  '  •  f    ^* 

Hark  I  fix>m  the  tombs  a  doleful  found  •        ^06$ 

Hark  !  the  Redeemer  from  on  high            •  •       a    70 

Hear  what  the  voice  from  heav'n  proclaims  -^       a    18 

Hence  from  myfoul  fad  thoughts  be  gone  -        *    73 

Here  at  thy  crofs,  my  dying  God            -  "           t     ^ 

High  as  the  heav'ns  above  the  ground  -              ^115 

High  on  a  hill  of  dazzlinglight            -  •             ^18 

Honour  to  the  Almighty  T&ec             -      .  -              ^35 

Hofanna,  &c.        .    -             .            -  -         c  42-45 

Hofanna  to  our  conquering  King          -  *            1    ^? 

H(»(aana  to  the  Prince  of  bght             -  'a 

Hoianna  to  the  royal  Son            -            -  •          ^    ^ 
Hofanna  witih  a  cheerful  found              •        ,     -  ^          IS 

How  are  thy  glories  here  difplay'd    .        *  -         ^    *5 

Hq3W  beauteous  are  their  feet            -            -  -          f    *^ 

How  can  I  fink  with  fuch  a  prop            •  -            6110 

How  coodcfceading  and  how  kind           -  •         c     4 
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How  fall  of  anguiih  is  the  thougbt 
How  heavy  is  the  night  -  • 

How  honourable  is  the  place  •  • 

'  How  large  the  promife,  hovr  diyme 
How  oft  have  fm  and  Satan  ftrove 
How  rich  are  thy  provifions,  Lord 
How  fad  our  ftate  by  nature  is  - 

How  Ihall  I  praife  th*  eternal  God 
How  Ihort  alud  hafty  is  our  life 
How  (hould  the  fons  of  Adam^s  race 
How  ftrong  thine  arm  is,  mighty  God 
How  fweet  and  awful  is  the  place 
How  vain  are  all  things  htH  below 
How  wondrous  great>  how  glorkms  Wight 

'  I. 

I   Cannot  bear  thine  abfence^  Lord 
I  give  immortal  praiie  -  .  • 

I  hr^te  the  ttmpter  and  his  charms  * 

i  liftmy  banner,- faith  the  Lord 
I  love  the  windows  of  thy  grace 
I'm  not  afliam'd  to  own  my  Loi*d 
I  fen^  the  Joys  of  earth  away 
I  iin^  my  Saviour*^  wondrous  death 
Jehovsih  fpeaks,  let  Ifrael  hear 
Jehovah  reigns,  his  throne  is  high 
JcfuS*,  in  thee  our  eyes  btjhold 
JefuS'invifes  his  faints 
Jefus  is  g<rfie  abovd  the  fkia 
'  Jefus;  the  Inan  of  cbnftant  grief 
Jefu$,  we  blefs  thy  Fatber^s  name" - 
Jefus,  we  bow"before  thy  ftet  -  . 

Jefus,  with  aH  thy  faints  above 
in  GabriePs  hanS  a  mighty  flonc  • 

In  thine  own  ways,  O  God  of  love        "    * 
In  vain  the  wealthy  mortals  toil 
In  vain  we  lavilh  out  Our  lives  '  - 

Infinite  grief !   amazing  wo"  * 

Join  all  the  glorious  names 
Join  all  the  names  of  love  and  power 
Is  there  ambition  in  my  heart 
Is  this  the  khid  return  -  *      ' 
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'  Kind  is  tbefpeech  of  Chwft  our  Lord  -           -    4    75 

LADEN  with  guilt,  and  full  of  fears  -            i  r  19 

Let  all  our  tongues  be  one  -            -            ^9 

Let  cverlafting  glories  crown            -  -            -^131 

Let  ev'ry  mortal  ear  attend            •  «            •       «      7 

Let  God  the  Father  live            -  -            w            c    iB 

Let  God  the  Maker*s  name            -  •            •       tf    3 1 

Let  htm  embrace  my  foul,  and  pro^e  -c            -      n    66 

Let  me  but  h<ar  my  Saviour  iky  •            «            «    15 

Let  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  ling  .            -        a   gS^ 

Let  others  boaft  how  ftrong  they  be  -            -       ^    19 

Lot  Pharifees  of  high  eftcem            -  -             -      ^  ^33 

Let  the  old  heathens  tune  their  fong»  «            -^21 

Let  the  feVnth  angel  found  on  high  m-'          ^      a    65 

Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  lie  -            .          '99 

Let  the  wSd  leopards  of  the  wood  -            .         ^160 

Let  them  negled  thy  glory.  Lord  -            *          ^    35 

Let  us  adore  th*  eternal  Word             -  •              ^5 

Life  and  immortal  joy  tare  giv'U'  -              -»          i  125 

Life  is  the  tim«  to  ferve  the  Lord  -            -          a    88 

Lift  up  your  eyes  to  th'  heavenly  feat  -          .     ■    *    37 

Like  fheep  we  went  aftray             -  -            «          a  142 

Lo  the  young  tribes  of  Adam  rffe  -            -          a    90 

Lo,  what  a  glorious  fight  appear*  -            -           a    zi 

Lo,  what  an  entertainmg  fight            •  •              ^44- 

Lo,  the  deftroying  angel  flies              •  •               h  1$^ 

Long  have  I  fat  &neath  the  found  -            •       ^165 

Lord,  at  thy  temple  We  appear              •  -             a    \(j 

Lord,  how  divine  thy  comforts  are  •            .         c    11 

Lord>  how  fecure  aiid  bleft  are  they  -             •      ^    SI 

Lord,  how  fecure  my  confcience  was  •         -            a  1 15 

Lord,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand  •            -        c    zo 

Lord,  we  adore  thy  vaft  defigns            -  .          ^109 

Lord,  we  are  blind,  poor  mortals  blind  -              B    26 

Lord,  we  confefs  our  numerous  faults  -    *        •am 

Lor  J>  what  a  feeble  piece            -  •            •           «    37 

Lord,  what  a  heav'n  of  faving  grace  •            -      3    16 

Lord^  what  a  thoughtlefs  wretch  was  I  -             ^36 
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Lord,  what  a  wretched  land  is  this            -  .         -       h  ^$ 

Lord»  when  my  thoughts  with  wonder  roU  -       b    S 

Loud  hallelujahs  to  Uie  Lord            .  -              «  -46 

M. 

MAU  has  a  foul  of  vaft  defires            -  -       ^  146 

Miftaken  f^uls  that  dream  of  heav'n  *^      a  140 

My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord            -  -         i  159 

My  drowfy  powers,  why  fleep  ye  fo        .,   ^  ^        h  2  J 

My  God,  how  endlefs  is  thy  love            -  .           tf  81 

My  God,  my  life,,  my  love            -            .  -       i   93 

My  God,  my  portion,  and  my  lovo            -  -        ^  94 

My  God,  permit  m«  not  to  be            -  •           -  ^  121 

My  Grod,  thefpringrof  all  myjoys            -  ,         i  54 

My  God,  what  enudlcfs  pleafures  dwell  .          -    ^  4 J 

My  heart,  how  dreadful  hard  it  ii             *  -         I  9$ 

My  Saviour  God,  my  fov'feign  Prince  -          *      i  141 

My  {6uU  come  meditate  the  day            .  -           k  6t 

My  foul  foriakes  her  vain  delight             -  •           *  10 

My  foul,  how  lovely  is  the  place            -  .           4  38 

My  tlioughtsx)n  awful  fubje<as  roll             -»  •     •        k    i 

My  thoughts  furmount  thefe  lower  ftje^  .            ]  i6t 

■N. 

'  AKED  as  from  the  earth  we  came  -           <^    5 

_    ,    Nature  with  all  her  powers  fhall-fing'  -       ^     * 

Nature  with  open  volume  Hands            -  •          £  lO 

No,  1*11  repine  at  death  no^nore            -  -          ^  roj 

No  !  I  fhall  envy  them  no  more            -  ,           i  56 

No  more,  my  God,  I  boaft  no  more          -  .       a  to^ 

Nor  eye  hath  feen,  nor  ear  has  heard           -  -        irioj 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beafts            .            .  -       -         3 14^ 

Not  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth          *  .        ^95 

Not  different  food  nor  different  drefs           -  .         tf  126 

Not  from  the  duft  affiidon  grows            -  -        '  a  S$ 

Not  the  malicious  or  profane           -           .  -          at  104 

Not  to  condemn  the  fons  of  men            .  ^           a  100 

Not  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord           .           -  .       i  152 

Not  with  OUT  mortal  eyes            .             •  .           #108 

Now  be  the  God  of  Ifrael  bleft             .  .             a  S^ 

Now  by  the  bowels  of  my  God              -  .            tf  130 

Now  for  a  tune  of  lofty  praife           .           -  .         i   43 

Now  have  our  hearts  embrae'd  our  God  -            *    »4 

Now  in  the  galleries  of  his  grace            .  .           0  11 
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Now  in  the  heatof  youthful  blood 
Now  let  a  fpacious  world  artfe 
Now  let  our  pains  be  all  forgot 
Now  let  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Now  let  the  Lord  my  Saviour  fmiTe 
Now  Satati  comes  with  dfeadful  roaf 
Now  (hall  my  inward  joys  strife 
Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  fong 
Now  to  the  Lord  that  make&  lis  kacfw 
Now  to  the  power  of  God  fuprestiEe 

o. 

OFOR  an  overcomrag  faith 
.  Oh  I  if  my  foul  was  formed  for'  \^6 
Oh  I  the  almighty  Lord  -    ,        -.  * 

Oh  the  delightSj  the  heav'niy  joys 
Often  I  fcek  my  Lord  by  night  - 

Once  more,  niy  foul,  the  ridng'day 
Our  days,  alas  !  our  mortal  days  - 

Our  God,  how  firm  his  promife  (lands 
Our  fins,  alas  !  how  ftrong  they  be 
Our  fouls  fliall  magnify  the  Lord 
Our  ipirits  join  t*  adore  the  Lamb 

R 

PLUNG'D  in  a  gulph  of  dark  deipair 
Praife,  everiarfting  praife,  be  paid 

T^  AlSE  thee,  my  foul,  fly  up  and  run 
X\^    Raife  your  triumphant  fongs 
Rife,  rife,  my  foul,  and  leave  the  ground 

a 

SAINTS,  at  your  heav'nly  Fatlier's  word 
Solvation !  O  the  joyful  fbund 
Sec  where  the  great  incarnate  God  -  ;  * 

8hall  the  vile  race  of  flefh  and  blood 
S^all  we  goon  to  fin  *  - 

ShAll  '^'ifdom  cry  alotrd  -  -        .. 

Sliout  to  die  Lord,  and  let  our  joy»  -   ^' 

Sin  ha^  a  thotdiHsui  treacherous  arts 
Sir  like  a  venomous  difeafe 
Saitg  *o  the  I^rd  who  hvnk  the  ikicn 
Sing  to  th€  Lord  with  joyful  voice 
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Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  heav'nly  hofts 
Sitting  around  our  Father's  board 
So  did  the  Hebrew  prophet  raife 
^.  So  let  our  Irps  and  hVes  exprefs 
Stand  up,  my  fouK  fliake  aff  thy  fears 
Stoop  dowij,  my  thoughts,  that  ufe  t«  rift 
Strait  i»  the  way,  the  door  is  ftrait 

T. 

TERRIBLE  God,  who  reien*ft  on  high 
That  awful  day  will  forefy  eome 
Thee  we  adore,  Eternal  Name 
The  glories  of  my  Maker,  God 
The  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd 
The  King  of  glory  fends  his  Son 
The  lands  that  long  in  darknefs  lay 
The  law  by  Mpfes  came 
The  kw  commands  and  makes  us  know 
The  Lord  declares  his  will 
The  Lord  defcendmg  from  above 
The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns 
The  Lord  on-  high  proclaims 
The  majefty  of  Solomon  -  -       . 

The  mem'ry  of  our  dying  Lord 
The  promife  of  my  Father's  love 
The  pramife  was  divmely  free 
The  true  Meffiah  now  appears^ 
The  voice  of  nay  Beloved  founds 
The  W)nd'ring  world  inquires  to  know 
There  is  a  houfe  not  made  with  hands 
There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 
There  was  an  Iiour  when  Cnrift  rejoic'd 
Thefe  glorious  minds  how  brieht  they  fhine 
This  is  the  word  o£  truth  and  love- 
Thou,  whom  my  foul  admires  above 
Thus  did  die  fons  of  Abrah'm  pafs 
Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on 
Thus  faith  the  firft,  the  great  command' 
Thus  faith  the  high  and  lofty  One 
Thus  faith  the  Ruler  of  the  fkies  ^ 

Thus  faith  the  merpy  of  the  Lord 
Thus  faith  the  wifdom  of  the  Lord* 
Thy  favours,  Lord>  furprife  our  fouls 
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*ninc,  what  an  empty  vapour  'tis 

*Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 

*Tis  from  the  treafures  of  his  ^ord 

Tis  hot  the  few  of  ten  commands 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son 

To  God  the  only  wife 

To  God  the  Father's  thrdne 

To  him  who  chofe  ns  firft  • 

To  our  eternal  God  -  -  . 

*Twa«  by  aiT  order  ftom  the  Lord 

»Tw3*s  on  that  dark,  that  dolefiil  night 

'Twas  the  commiffion  of  our  Lord 

•••.  V.' 

VAIN  afe  the  hopes  the  fons  of  men 
Vain  are  tlie  hopes  that  tebels  place 
Unftaken  as  the  facred  hill 
Up  to  the  fields  where  angels  He 
Up  to  the  Lord  who  reigns  on  high 

w. 

WE  are  a  garden  wallM  around 
We  blefs  the  prophet  of  the  Lord 
We  fing  th*  amazing  deeds 
We  iing  the  glories  of  thy  love 
Welcome,  fwect  day  of  reft 
Well,  the  Redeemer's  gone 
What  different  pow'rs  of  grac^.  and  lin 
What  equal  honours  fhall  we  bring 
What  happy  men  or  angels  tliefc 
What  mighty  man,  or  mighty  God  -i 

Whence  do  our  mournful  thoughts  arife 
When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
When  in  the  light  of  faith  divine 
When  I  furvey  the  wondrous  crofs 
When  we  are  rais'd  from  deep  diftrefs 
When  ftrangers  ftand  and  hear  me  tell 
When  the  firft  parents  of  our  race 
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BOOK    L 

COLLfitTED  FROM  THE  HOLY  SCRIPTURES^  , 

Hymn   L     Common  Metre. 

A  new  Song  to  the  Ldmb  that  was  Jlairii 
Rev.  T.  ^\  8,  9 — 1«.  ' 

I  TOEHOLD  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
J3  Amidft  his  Father*s  throne  : 
Prepare  new  honours  for  liis  name^ 
And  longs  before  unknown. 

4  Let  elders  w^orfhip  at  his  feet^ 
The  church  adore  around. 
With  vials  full  of  odours  fweetj 
And  harps  of  fweeter  found* 

3  Thofe  ire  the  prayers  of  all  the  faintsj 

And  thefe  the  hymns  they  raife  i 
Jefus  is  kind  to  our  complaints. 
He  loves  to  hear  our  praife. 

4  [Eternal  Father,  who  fhall  look 

Into  thy  fecret  will  ? 
Who  but  thfeSon  Ihall  take  that  booki 
And^'j^lHkv^ry  feal  ? 


14 Hymn  1,  g,  K  1. 

5  He  fliall  fulfil  thy  great  decrees. 

The  Son  deferves  it  well ; 
Lo,  in  his  hand  the  fov*reign  keys 
Of  hcav'n,  and  de^th,  and  hell  IJ 

6  Now  to  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  flain^ 

Be  endlefe  bkifings  paid  ; 
Salvition,  glory,  joy  remain 
Forever  on  thy  head.     . 

7  Thou  haft  redeemed  our  fouls  with  bloody 

Haft  fet  the  prisoners  free  j 
Haft  made  us  kings  and  pri^s  to  God> 
And  wc  ihall  r^ign  with  thee. 

8  The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 

Are  put  beneath  thy  pow'r  j 
Then  ftiorten  thefe  delaying  days, 
And  bring  the  promised  hour. 

Hymn  II.     Long  Metre. 

The  Deity  and  Humanity  of  Cbrift. 
John  I.  1,3, 14.  Col  i.  16.  and  Eph.  iii.  9,  lo. 

1  T7*  RE  the  blue  heav'ns  were  ftretch'd  abroad^ 
l/j  From  everlafting  was  the  Word  : 
With  God  he  was ;  the  Word  was  God, 
And  muft  divinely  be  adorM. 

t  By  his  own  pow'r  were  all  things  made  $ 
By  him  fupported,  all  things  ftand  j 
He  is  the  whole  creation's  head. 
And  angels  fly  at  his  command. 

3  Ere  fin  was  born,  or  Satan  fell. 
He  led  the  hoft  of  movning  ftars  ; 
(Thy  generation  who  can  tell. 
Or  count  the  number  of  thy  ycac^) 
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4  But  lo,  he  leaves  tho&  heavenly  fortns ; 
The  Word  defcends  and  dw^eUs  in  day. 
That  he  may  l^old  convorfe  with  woirott;^ 
Drefs'd  in  fuch  feeble  ficih  as  thcy« 

5  Mortals  with  joy  beheld  his  fiu:e, 
Th'  eternal  Father's  only  Son  S 

How  full  of  truth  1  how  fuU  pf  grace! 
When  through  his  fleih  the  Godli^ad  ihont ! 

6  Archangels  U»re  their  high  ^bode. 
To  learn  new  myft'ries  here,  nnd  tell 
The  love  of  our  defcending  God, 

The  glories  ^f  ImmanueL 

■'  ■'■"  I  ■ » 11  11. ..1.,       ^„f   >  1 1  f  ■<■ 

Hymn  IIL     Short  Metre* 

The  Nativity  of  Chrifi.    Luke  it  30,  &c.«^ii,  i  o,  &c. 

1  TJ  EHOLD  the  grace  appears, 
JLJ  The  promife  is  fulfili'd  j 

Mary  the  wondrous  virspin  bears^ 
And  Jefus  is*  the  child. 

2  [The  Lord,  the  higheft  God, 
Calls  him  lus  only  Son  ; 

He  bids  him  rule  the  lands  abroad, 
An;l  gives  him  David^s  throne. 

3  O'er  Jacob  fliall  he  reiign 
With  a  peculiar  fway  j 

The  nations  Ihall  his  grace  obt^in^ 
His  kingdom  ne'er  decay.3 

4  To  bring  the  glorious  news, 
A  heay'nly  form  appears  j 

He  tells  the  ftiepherds  of  their  joys, 

And  banifhes  their  fears. 

.  # 

5  **  Go,  hamUe  fwains,"  Aud  he»  ' 
*♦  To  David's  city  fly  i 

Ff 
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^^  The  promised  infant,  born  to-day, 
^*  Doth  in  a  manger  lie. 

6  *•  With  looks  and  heart  ierene, 
^  Go  vifit  Chrift  your  King  ;" 

And  ftraight  a  flaming  troop  was  (een ; 
The  ihepherds  heard  them  fing,   * 

7  «  Glory  to  God  on  high  i 

**  And  heavenly  peace  on  earth, 
"  Good-will  to. men,  to  angels  joy, 
«  At  the  Redeemer's  birth." 

8  [In  worfhip  fo  divine. 

Let  faints  employ  their  tbnguoi^ 
With  the  celellial  hofts  we  join. 
And  loud  repeat  their  fongs : 

9  **  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 

**  And  heav'nly  peace  on  earth, 
••  Good-will  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 
,   "  At  our  Redeemer's  birth."] 

Hymn  IV.  Referred  to  the  2d  Pfalm. 
Hymn  V.     Common  Metre. 

^         Submiffion  to  affliilive  providences. 
Job.  i.  21. 

I .  T^TAKED  as  from  the  earth  we  came,  * 
X^    And  crept  to  life  at  firft. 
We  to  the  earth  return  again. 
And  mingle  with  our  duft. 

2  The  dear  delights  we  here  enjoy/ 

And  fondly  call  our  own. 
Are  but  fliort  favours  borrow -d  now. 
To  be  repaid  anon. 

3  *Tis  God  that  lifts  our  comforts  high. 

Or  finks  them  in  the  grave ; 
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He  gives,  and  (bleffed  be  his  name  !) 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 

4  Peace,  all  our  angry  paffions,  then ; 

Let  each  rebellious  figh 
Be  filent  at  his  fov'reign  will. 
And  ev*ry  murmur  die, 

5  If  fmilin^  mercy  crown  our  lives. 

Its  praifes  (hall  be  (pread. 
And  we'll  adore  the  juiHce  too 
That  ftrikes  our  coniforts  dead. 

Hymn  VI. .    Common  Metre, 

Triumph  over  death.     Job  xix.  25,  26,  2 7* 
I  f^  REAT  God,  I  own  the  fentence  juft, 
\JF  And  nature  muft  decay  j 
I  yield  my  body  to  the  duft, 
To  dwell  with  fellow-clay. 

ft  Yet  faith  may  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
And  trample  on  the  tombs'; 
My  Jefus,  my  Redeemer  lives. 
My  God,  my  Saviour  comes. 

3  The  mighty  Conqu'ror  (hall  appear 

High  on  a^oyal  feat. 
And  death,  the  laft  of  all  his  foes, 
*   Lie  vanquiih'd  at  his  feet. 

4  Though  greedy  worms  devour  my  (kin, 

And  gnaw  my  wafting  flefh. 
When  God  Chall  build  my  bones  agaiii, 
He'll  clothe  them^  all  atrefli. 

5  Theh  fcall  I  fee  thy  Jbvely  face 

With  ftrong  immc^tal  eyes. 
And  feaft  upon  thy  ^jmiknown  grace 
Witli  pleafure  andt  furprife. 
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Hymn  VII.     Common  Metre* 

The  invitation  of  the  gojfel;  or^  fpiritual  food  snd 
clothing.    Ha.  Iv.  i,  2^  &c 

1  T    ET  ev'ry  mortal  ear  attend, 
1  1  And  cv'ry  heart  rgoice ; 

The  trumpet  of  the  gofpel  founds 
With  an  inviting  voice. 

2  Ho !  all  ye  hungry,  flarving  fouls, 

That  reed  upon  the  wind. 
And  vainly  flrive  with  earthly  toys 
To  fill  an  empty  mind  : 

3  Eternal  WUdom  has  prepared 

A  foul-reviving  feaft. 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 
The  rich  provifion  talle. 

4  Ho  I  ye  that  pant  for  living  ftreams, 

And  pine  away,  and  die  j 
^  Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirft 
With  fprings  that  never  dry. 

5  Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  join  j 
Salvation  in  abundance  flows, 
Like£oods  of  milk  and  wine* 
<5  [Ye  perifliing  and  naked  poor. 
Who  wotk  with  mighty  pain 
To  weave  a  garment  of  your  own. 
That  will  not  hide  your  fin  j 

7  Come  naked,  and  adorn  your  fouls 

In  robes  prepared  by  Goci, 
Wrought  by  the  labours  of  his  Son, 
And  dy'd  in  his  own  blood.] 

8  Dear  God  {  the  trcafures  of  thy  love 

Are  everlafting  mines. 
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Dcqp  as  our  helplefs  mis'ries  arc. 

And  boundlds  as  our  fins ! 
9  The  happy  gates  of  gofpel  grace 

Stand  open  night  and  day  : 
Lord,  we  are  come  to  feek  fupplies, 

And  drive  our  wants  away^ 


Hymn  VIII.     Common  Metre. 

Tbefafety  andfroteBim  cftbe  Cburcb. 
Ifa.  MvL  1—6.' 
I  T  TOW  honourable  is  the  place 
JlX    Where  we  adoring  ftand  ; 
Zion,  the  glory  of  the  earth. 
And  beauty  of  the  land ! 

d  Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 
The  city  where  we  dwell ; 
The  walls^  of  ftrong  falvation  made. 
Defy  th'  aflaults  of  hell. 

3  Lift  up  the  everlafting  gates. 

The  doors  wide  open  fling ; 
Enter,  ye  nations  that  obey 
The  ftatutes  of  our  King. 

4  Here  Ihall  you  tafte  unmingled  joys^ 

And  live  in  perfeft  peace  ;~ 
You  that  have  known  Jeho^h's  ham^, 
•  And  ventured  on  his  grace. 

5  Truft  in  the  Lord,  forever  truft, 

And  banifii  all  your  fears  : 
Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwdls. 
Eternal  as  his  years. 

6  What  though  the  rebels  dwell  on  high. 

His  arm  (hall  bring  them  low  : 
Low  as  the  caverns  of  the  grave 
Their  lofty  heads  ihall  bow, 

F  F  2 
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7  On  Babylon  our  feet  Ihall  tread 
In  that  rejoicing  hour  ; 
The  ruins  of  her  walls  fhall  fpread 
A  pavement  for  the  poor. 

Hymn  IX.     Common  Metre. 

The  prontifes  of  the  covenant  of  grace.    Ifa.  Iv.  i,  2. 
Zech.  xms^.  Mic.  vii.  19.  Ezck.  xxzvi.  25,  &c. 

1  TN  vain  we  laviih  out  our  lives 
JL  To  gather  empty  wind  j 

The  choiceft  blefEngs  earth  can  yield 
Will  ftarve  a  hungry  mind. 

2  Ck)me,  and  the  Lord  fhall  feed  our  fouls 

With  more  fubftantial  meat, "' 
With  fuch  as  faints  in  glory  love, 
With  fuch  as  angels  eat. 

3  Our  God  will  ev*ry  want  fupply, 
^         And  fill  our  hearts  with  peace ; 

He  gives  by  covenant  and  by  oath 
The  riches  of  his  grace. 

4  Come,  and  he*U  cleanfe  our  fpotted  foub,  '^ 

And  wafli  away  our  fiains. 
In  the  dear  fountain  that  his  Son 
-  Pbur*d  from  his  dying  veins. 

5  [Our  guilt  fliall  vanifh  all  away, 

Thougk  black  as  hell  before  ; 

Our  fin  ih^Il  fink  beneath  the  fea. 

And  ihall  be  found  no  more. 

6  And  left  pollution  fhould  o'erfprcad 

Our  inward  powers  again, 
His  Spirit  fliall  bedew  our  fouls 
Like  purifying  rain^j 
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7  Our  heart,  that  flinty,  ftubborn  thing. 

That  terrors  cannot  move, 
That  ftars  no  threat'nings  of  his  wrath^ 
'     Shall  be  diflblv'd  by  love. 

8  Or  he  can  take  the  flint  away^ 

That  would  not  be  refin'd. 
And  from  the  treafures  of  his  grace» 
Beftow  a  foftei:  mind. 

9  There  fiiall  his  facred  Spirit  dwell. 

And  deep  engrave  his  law  ; 
And  ev'ry  motion  of  our  fouk 
To  fwift  obedience  draw. 

10  Thus  will  he  pour  falvation  down. 

And  we  fbiA.  render  praife  ; 
We  the  dear  people  of  his  love,  ' 
And  he  our  God  of  grace. 

Hymn  X^     Short  Metre. 

Tke  bleffedne/s  of  go/pel  times  ;   or,  the  revelation  of 
Chrift  to  Jews  and  Gentiles,     lia*  v.  2,  7,  8,  9, 10; 
Matt.  xiii.  16,  17. 
I     T  TOW  beauteous  are  their  feet 
JtX  Whoftand  on  Zion's  hill ! 
Who  bring  falvation  on  their  tongues. 
And  words  of  peace  jreveal. 
a       How  charming  is  their  voice  ! 
How  fwect  the  tidings  are  ! 
^'  Zion,  .behold  thy  Saviour  King, 
**  He  reigns  and  triumphs  here.** 

3       How  happy  are  our  ears. 

That  hear  this  joyful  found. 
Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  fought,  but  never  found ! 
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4  How  bicffcd  arc  our  eyes. 

That  fee  this  heav'nly  light  J     ^    ;  r 
Prophets  and  kings  de&*d  it  long^     %" 
But  dy'd  without  the  fight  ! 

5  The  watchmen  join  their  voice. 
And  tuneful  notes  employ  j 

Jerufalem  breaks  forth  in  fongs, 
And  deferts  learn  the  joy. 

6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 
Through  all  the  earth  abr;oad  } 

Let  ev'ry  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 

Hymn  XL     Long  Metre^ 

The  humble  enlightened^  and  earnal  reajbn  bumhkd  ; 
or^  the  fevereignty  of  grace.    Luke  x.  di,  22. 

1  TpHERE  was  an  hour  when  Chrift  rgoic'd, 

X    And  fpoke  his  joy  in  words  of  pratfe ; 
"  Father,  I  thank  thee,  mighty  God,  - 
*^  Lord  of  the  earth,  and  heav'i^,  and  feas. 

2  "  I  thank  thy  fovVeign  pow'r  and  love, 

"  That  crowns  my  dodrine  with  fuccefe  ;  » 

^^  And  makes  the  babes  in  knowledge  learn    - 
*^  The  heights,  and  breadths,  and  lengths  of  grace. 

3  *'  But  all  this  glory  lie*  concealed 

''  From  men  of  prudence  and  of  might ; 
"  The  prince  of  darknefs  blinds  their  eyes> 
<<  And  their  o^n  pride  refills  the  Ught;^ 

4  "  Father,  'tis  thus,  becaufe  thy  Will 

"  Chofe  and  ordain'd  it  ihould  be  fo  ; 
«  'Tis  thy  delight  t'  abafe  the  proud, 
^  And  lay  the  haughty  fcoraer  low. 
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5  **  There's  none  can  know  the  Father  righl:, 
**  Btit  thofb  who  learn  it  from  the  Son  ; 

**  Nor  can  the  Son  be  weU  received,  ^ 

^^  But  where  the  Father  makes  him  fai}ownt 

6  **  Then  let  our  fouls  adore  our  God, 
^  That  d»ls  his  graces  as  he  {^eafe  ; 
**  Nor  gives  to  mortals  an  account 

*•  Or  of  his  actions,  or  decrees." 

Hymn  XII*     Common  Metrct 

Free  grace  in  reveakng  Cbrj^    Luke  x.  %u 

1  TESUS,  the  man  of  conftant  grieft 
Jf  A  mourner  all  his  dayt ; 

His  fpirit  once  rejoic'd  alqud^ 
And  turned  his  joy  to  praiife  : 

2  **  Father,  I  thank  thy  wondrous  love, 

«  That  hath  rcveal*d  thy  Son  * 

<*  To  men  unlearned  j  ^nd  to  babes 
•*  Has  made  thy  gofpel  known* 

3  <*  The  myft'ries  of  redeeming  grace 

•*  Ate  hidden  from  the  wife  : 
*•  While  pride  and  carnal  reas'nings  jpin 
«  To  fwell  and  blind  their  eyes.'' 

4  Thus  doth  the  Lord  of  heav'ri  and  earth 

His  great  decrees  fulfil, 
And  orders  all  Kis  works  of  grace 
By  his  own  fov'reign  ^ill*  [ 

Hymn  XllL     Long  Metre. 

The  Son  of  God  Incarnate  ;    cr^  the  titles  and  the 
kingdom  of  Cbrtft.     Ifa.  ix.  2,  6,  7. 

1  np'HE  lands  that  long  in  darkneis  lay,^ 
X  Now  have  beheld  a  hcav'nly  l^ht  j 
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Nations  that  fat  in  death's  cold  fliade. 
Arc  blefs'd  with  beams  divinely  bright. 
1  The  virgin's  promised  Son  is  born  j 
Behold  th*  cxpefted  Child  appear  ! 
What  (hall  his  names  or  titles  be  ? 
•*  The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor  !*' 

3  [This  Infant  is  the  mighty  God, 
Come  to  be  fuckled  and  adof'd  j 
Th'  eternal  Father,  Prince  of  Peace, 
The  Son  of  X)avid,  and  his'Lord.3 

4  The  government  of  earth  and  fcas 
Upon  his  fhoulders  fhall  be  laid  ; 
His  wide  dominions  Ihall  increa^,     - 
And  honours  to  his  name  be  paid. 

5  Jefus,  the  holy  Child,  fliall  fit 
High  on  his  father  David's  throne  ; 

,  Sh»ll  crufti  his  foes  beneath  his  feet. 
And  reign  to  ages  yet  unknown. 

^    Hymn  XIV.     Long  Metre.  ^ 

7be  triumph  of  faith  ;   cr^  Chri/i^s  unchangeable  Uve. 

Rom,  viii.  33,  &c. 
X  "\X7"HO  fhall  the  Lord's  eleft  condemn  ? 
VV    'Tis  God  that  iuftifies  their  fouls. 

And  mercy,  like  a  m%hty  ftream, 
^  O'er  all  their  fins  divinely  rolls* 
a  Who  Ikall  adjudge  the  faints  to  hell  ? 

' Tis^^hrift  that  fofFerM  in  their  ftcad  j 

And,  the  falvation  to  fulfil. 

Behold  him  rifing  from  the  dead  ! ' 
3  He  lives  !  he  lives  !  and  fits  above. 

Forever  intercedmg  there  1 

Who  Ihall  divide  us  from  his  love. 

Or  what  fliould  tempt  us  to  dcfpair  ? 


B,  L  Hymn  14,  15> ^5 

4  Shall  perfecution,  or  diftreisy 
Famine,  or  fwqrd,  or  nakednefs  ? 

He  that  hath  lovM  us  bears  us  through. 
And  makes  us  more  than  conqu'rors  too. 

5  Faith  hath  an  overcoming  pow*r  j 
It  triumphs  in  the  dying  hour  :  - 
Chrift  is  our  life,  our  joy,  our  hope. 
Nor  can  we  fink  with  fuch  a  prop* 

6  Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  do. 
Nor  powers  on  high,  nor  pow'rs  below, 
Shall  caufe  his  mercy  to  remove. 

Or  wean  our  hearts  from  Chrift  our  love. 

Hymn  XV.     L5ng  Metre. 

Our  own  weaknefsy  and  Chrifi  our  Jlren^b.     2  Con 
xii.  7,  9,  lo. 

1  T    ET  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  fay, 

1  J  "  Strength  Ihall  be  equal  to  the  day,'* 
Then  Vl\  rejoice  in  deep  diftrefe. 
Leaning  on  all-fuffijcient  grace, 

2  I  glory  in  infirmity. 

That  Chrift's  own  pow'r  may  reft  on  me  j 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  ftroqg, 
Grace  is  my  ftiield,  and  Chrift  my  fong. 

3  I  can  do  all  things,  or  can  bear  , 
All  fuflPrinffS,  if  my  Lord  be  there  i 
Sweet  plealures  mingle  with  the  pains. 
While  his  left  hspd  my  head  fuftains, 

4  But  if  tfie  Lord  be  once  withdrawn, 
An4  we  attempt  the  work  alone. 
When  new  temptations  fpring  and  rife. 
We  fis4  how  great  our  weaknefe  is. 


26 Hymn  16,  17.  B.  L 

5  So  Satnfon,  when  his  hair  was  loft. 
Met  the  Philiftines  to  his  eoft  ; 
Shook  his  vain  Krabs  with  fad  furprife. 
Made  feeble  fight,  and  loft  his  eyes. 

Hymn  XVL     Common  Metre* 

Hofanna  to  Cbrift.   Matt.  ^xL  9.  Lufce  adx.  58, 40* 
I  T  T  OS  ANN  A  to  the  royal  Son 

JTl  Of  David's  ancient  Knc  1 

His  natures  two,  his  perfon  one, 
Myfterious  and  divine*    .- 

ft  The  Root  of  DavicJ  here,  we  find, 
And  Offspring  is  the  fame ; 
Eternity  and  time  are  joined 
In  oui;  Immanoers  name* 

3  Bleis'd  he  that  comes  to  wretched  men 

With  peaceful  news  from  heav'n  \ 
Hofannaa  of  the  higheft  firain 
To  Chrift  the  Lord  be  giv'n  i 

4  Let  mortals  ne'er  refufe  to  take 

Th*  hofanna  on  theiif  tongUies, 
Left  rocks  and  ftones  fliould  rife,  and  break 
Their  filence  into  fongs. 

Hymn  XVH.     Cornihon  Metre. 

Vi£lory  over  deaths     i  Cor.  xv,  55,  &c» 
X  /^  IPOR  an  overcoming  faith 
V-r    To  cheer  my  dying  hours. 
To  triumph  o'er  the  monfter,  death, 
And  an  his  frightful  pow'rs* 
^  J9yful,  with  all  the  ftrength  I  have. 
My  quiv'ring  Kps  feould  fing, 
"Where  is  thy  boaftcd  viA'ry,  grave  ? 
"  And'  where  the  monfter's  fting  V 


^"^ 


R  L  Hymn  18,  19.       ^       27 

3  If  fin  be  pardon'd,  Fm  fecure  ^ 

Death  hath  no  fting  befide  : 
The  law  gives  fin  its  damning  pow'r  ; 
♦    /  But  Chrift,  my  ranfom,  dy'd. 

4  Now  to  the  God  of  victory 

Immortal  thanks  be  paid. 
Who  makes  us  conquerors,  while  we  die 
Through  Chrift  our  living  head. 

Hymn  XVHL      Common  Metre. 

iBleffed  are  the  dead  thai  die  in  the  Lord.  Rev.  xiv.  13. 
:j   T  TEAR  whatthe  voice  from  heav'n  proclaims 

JfjL  For  all  the  pious  dead  ; 

Sweet  is  the  favour  of  their  names. 
And  foft  their  fleeping  bed. 

2  They  die  in  Jefus,.and  are  blefsM:; 
'    How  kind  their  flumbers  are  ! 
From  fuff^rings  and  from  fins  released. 

And  freed  from  evVy  fnare. 

3  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  ftrife^ 

They're  prefent  with  the  Lord  j 
The  labours  of  their  mortal  life 
End  in  a  large  reward. 

Hymn  XIX.       Common  Metre, 

^he  Song  of  Simeon;  or,  tUath  made  defir^hle.     X.uke  ii.  ^7,  &C« 

J   T    ORD,  at  thy  temple  we  appear, 
I  J  As  happy  Simeon  came. 
And  hope  to  meet  our  Saviour*  here ; 
O  make  our  joys  the  fame  ! 
'1  With  what  divine  and  vaft  delight 
1? he  good  old  man  was  fiU'd, 
When  fondly  in  his  withered  arms 
Heckfp^dtheholyChUdt 
Go 


gg       ^      Htmn  I9,  20.  B,  L 

3  "  Now  I  can  leave  this  world/'  he  cry'd  j 

'"  Behold  thy  fervant  dies  ; 
**  Tvc  feen  thy  great  falvation,  Lord^ 
*'  And  clofe  my  peaceful  eyes. 

4  **  This  is  the  Light  pr^par'd  to  fhinc 

"  Upon  the  Gentile  lands  ; 
**  Thine  IfraeFs  ^ory,  and  their  hopc^ 
"  To  break  their  flavifli  bands." 

5  C J^^^*  •  ^^^  vifion  of  thy  face 

Hath  overpowering  charms  i 
Scarce  ihall  I  feel  death's  cold  embrace. 
If  Chrifl:  be  in  my  arms* 

6  Then,  while  ye  hear  my  heart-ft rings  breaks 

How  fweet  my  minutes  roll  { 
A  mortal  palenefs  on  my  cheek, 
And  glory  in  my  foul.] 

Hymn  XX*     Common  Metre. 

Spiritual  apparel  ;  namely ^  the  robe  of  righteoufmfi^ 

and  garments  cffalvation.  Ifa.  Ixi.  10. 
I      A  WAKE,  my  heart,  arife,  my  tongue, 
JtjL  Prepare  a  tuneful  voice  ; 
In  God,  the  life  of  all  my  joys. 
Aloud  will  I  rejoice. 

a  *Tis  he  adorn'd  my  naked  foul. 
And  made  falvation  mine ; 
Upon  a  poor  polluted  worm 
He  makes  his  graces  ihiq^. 

3  And  left  the  fliadow  of  a  fpot 

Should  on  my  foulbe  found. 
He  took  the  robe  the  Saviour  wrought 
And  caft  it  all  around. 

4  How  far  the  heav'nly  robe  exceeds 

What  earthly  princes  w»r  ! 


B,  L  Hymn  2a,  21  >  g» 

Thefe  ornaments,  how  bright  they  fliine  ! 
liow  white  the  garments  are  ! 
5  The  Spirit  wrought  my  faith  and  love  t 
And  hope,  and  ev'ry  grace  ; 
Biit  Jiefus  fpent  his  life  to  work 
The  robe  of  righteoufnefi. 
^  Strangely,  my  foul,  art  thou  array 'd 
By  the  great  £u:red  Three  ! 
In  fweeteft  harmony  of  praifc 
Let  all  thy  pow'rs  agree; 

Hymn  XXL      Comtnan  Metre. 

jS  vifton  of  the  kingdom  cf  Chrifi  among  men.    Rev*' 

xxi.  I — 4. 
*  T    O,  what  a  glorious  fight  appears 
I  J  To  our  beueving  eyes  ! 
The  eamkand  feas  are  pafs^daway, 
And  the  old  rolling  ikies. 

a  From  the  third  heav'n,  where  God  reiides. 
That  holy,  happy  place. 
The  new  Jerulalem  comes  down^ 
Adorn'd  with  Ihining  grace. 
5  Attending  angels  fliout  for  joy. 
And  the  bright  armies  fing, 
**  Mortalsy  behold  the  facred  feat 
"  Of  your  defcending  Kirfg. 

4  "  The  God  of  glory  down  to  mctt 

"  Removes  his  blefs'd  abode  j 
«  Men,  the  dear  objefts  of  his  grace, 
"  An<J  he  the  loving  God.^ 

5  **  His  own  foft  hand  fhall  wipe  the  tears 

"  From  ev*ry  weeping  eye  ; 
"  And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fears, 
«  And  death  itfelf  flxall  die." 


6  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long  I 
Shall  tnis  bright  hour  delay  ? 
Fly  fwifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time^. 
And  bring  the  welcome  day. 

Hymns  XXII,  XXIII,  referred  to  the  125M  ^fainL, 

Hymn  XXIV.      Long  Metre. 

The  rich  Jinner  dying.      Pfalm  xlix.  6,  9.      Ecclet 

viii.  8.     Job,  iii.  14,  15. 
i  TN  vain  the  wealthy  mortals  toH, 
'  X  A^^d  heap  their  mining  dull  in  vain  ; 
Look  down  and  fcocn  the  humble  poor^ 
And  boaft  their  lofty  hills  of  gain, 

Q,  Their  golden  cordials  cannot  eafe 
Their  pained  hearts  or  aching  heads^ 
Nor  fright,  nor  bribe,  approaching  deaths 
From  glittering  roofs  and  downy  beds.. 
3  Their  lingMng,  their  unwilling  fouls,. 
The  difmal  fummons  muft  obey. 
And  bid  a  long,  a- fad  farewel 
To  the  pale  lump  of  lifelefs  clay. 
•4  Thence  they  are  huddled  to  the  grave. 

Where  kings  and  flaves  have  equal  thrones  ;; 
Their  bones  without  diftinftion  lie 
Amongft-  the  heaps  of  meaner  bones. 
The  reft  referred  to  the.  4.gth  Pfalm.- 

Hymn  XXV.      Long  Metre. 

A  Vijion  of  the  Lamb*     Rev.  v.  6—9. 
I      A  LL  mortal  vanities  be  gone^ 
Jt\,  Nor  tempt  ray  eyes,  mor  tire  my  ears  ;j 
Behold  amidft  th'  eternal  throne 
A  vifian.  of  the  Lamb  appears., 
I 


B.  1.  Hymn  2  5.  31 

2  [Glory  his  fleecy  robe  adorns, 
Mark'd  with  the  bloody  deatli  he  bore  ;: 
Sev'n  arc  his  eyes,  andfev'n  his  horns^ 
To  fpeak  his  wifiiom  and  his  pow'r*^ 

3  Lo,  he  receives  a  fealed  book' ,  ^ 
From  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne  ; 

Jefus,  my  Lord,  prevails  to  look 

On  dark  decrees,  and  things  unknown.J^ 

4  All  the  aflembling  faints  around 
Fall  worfhipping  before  the  Lamb, 
And  in  new  fongs  of  gofpel  found 
Addrefs  their  honours  to  his  name, 

5  [^The  joy,  the  fliout,  the  hartjiony 
'  Flies  o'er  the  everlafting  hills ; 

«*  Worthy  ait  thou  alone,"  tiey  cry, 
**^To  read  the  book,  to  loofe  the  feals.*^' 

6  Our  voices  join  the  heav'nly  ftrain, 
And  with  tranfporting,  ples^fure  fing, 

*•  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  flain>< 
**  To  be  our  teacher  and  our  king  !*' 

y:  His  words  of  prophecy  reveal 
Eternal  counfels,.  deep  dcfigns  ;• 
His  grace  and  vengeance  mall  fulfil- 
The  peaceful  and  the  dreadful  lines. 

8  Thou  hafl:  redeemed  our  fouls  from  hcH^ 
With  thine  invaluable  blood  j 
And  wretches,  that  did  once  rebel. 
Are  nowmadefav'riteS' of  their  God. 

9,  Worthy  forever  is  the  Lord, 

That  dy'd  for  Ifrcafons  not  his  own, 

By  ev*ry  tongue  to  be  ador'd. 

And  dwell  upon  hi^  Father's  throne !:    ' 

G  GZ^ 
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Hymn  XXVL.     Common  Metre.. 

Hope  ofbiaven  by  the.  refurre^ion  rf  Chrj/i.. 
I  Pet.  L  2n  4^  5> 
I.  ¥5  LESST>  be  the  everlafting  God, 
J3  The  Father  of  bur  Lord  ; 
Be  his  abounding  mercy  prais'd^ 
His  majefty  ador*d; 
2  When  from  the  dead  he  rais'd  his  Son^, 
And  caird  him  to  the  ffcy. 
He  gave  our  fouls  a  lively  hop^, 
That  they  fliouid  never  die. 
3-  What  though  our  inbred  fins  requirc-r 
Our  flefh  to  fee  the  duft^ 
Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  rofe,^ 
So  all  his  followers  muft* 

4  There's  an  inheritance  divine, 

Referv'd  againft  that  day  ; . 
*Tis  uiicorrupted,  undefil'd. 
And  cannot  wafie  away. 

5  Saints  by  the  pow'f  of  God  are  kept: 

Till  the  falvation  come ; 
We  walk  by  faith,  as  ftrangefs  here,. 
Till  Chrift  {hall  call  us  home. 

Hymn  XXVIL      Common   Metres- 

Affurance.of  bBa%)en.;  or^  it  faint  prepared  to  xHe^- 
2  Tim.  iv,  6,  7i  8^  18.. 

1  [TNEATH  may  diffoFvc  my  b^dy  now^, 
JL/  And  bear  my  fpirit  home ; 
Why  do  my  minutes  move  fo  flow, . 
Nor  my  falvation  come  ? 

a  With  heav'nly  weapons  I  have  fought : 
Xhc  battles  of  the  I*ord>. 


B,  i;  Hymn  27,  28,  3^3^ 

Finiih'd  my  cGurfe,  and  kept  the  faith. 
And  wait  the  fure  reward.] 

3  God  has  laid  up  in  heav*h  for  me 

A  crown  which  cannot  fade  ;. 
The  righteous  Judge,  at  that  great  day,^ 
Shall  place  it  on  my  head. 

4  Nor  hath  the  King  of  Grace  decreed! 

This  prize  for  me  alone ;: 
But  all  that  love  and  long  to  fee 
Th*  appearance  of  his  Son. 

5  Jefus,  the  Lord,  fhall  guard  me  fafe. 

From  ev*ry  ill  defign  ; 
And  to  his  heavenly  kingdom  take; 
This  feeble  foul  of  mine; 

S  God  is  my  everlafting  aid, 

And  hrfl  Ihall  rage  in  vain  ;: 
To  him  be  higheft  glory  paid^ 
And  endlels  praife.    Amen.. 

Hymn  XXVIIL     Common  Metirc,. 

The  triumph  of  Chri^oyer  iha  enemies  ef,  the.  churclk- 
Ha.  Ixiii.  iv,  2,  3,  &c. 

p  "TX  7"HAT  mighty  man,  or  mighty  God^ 
W     Comes  travelling  in  ftate 
Along  the  Idumean  road^ 
Away  from  Boa^aH's  gate  H 
%  TTie  glory  of  his  robes  proclaim 
*Tis  fome  viftorious  king : 
«*Tis  I,  the  juft,th*  Almighty  One,^ 
That  your  ftlvation  bring." 
3  Why,  mighty  Lord,  thy  faints  inquire^. 
Why  thine  apparel  red  ?r 
And  all  thy  vefture  ftain^!  like  thofe 
WhoiiLthe  wine-rprefs  tread  I 


54; HYMhT  28,  29. KI 

4  "  I,  by  myfelf,  have  trod  the  prefs^ 

"  And  crufli'd  my  foes  alone  ; 
"  My  wrath  has  ftruck  the  rebels  dead^ 
"  My  fury  ftamp'd  them  down. 

5  "'Tis  Edom?s  blood  that  dyes  my  robes* 

**  With  joyful  fcarlet  ftains.; 
"  The  triumph  that  my  raiment  wears^ 
"  Sprung  from  their  bleeding  veinsw^     ' 

6  "  Thus  fliall  the  nations  be  deftroy'd 

**  That  dare  infult  my  faints  ;- 
*'  I  have  an  arm  t*  avenge  their  wrongs,. 
**  An  ear  for  their  complaints.*' 

Hymn  XXIX.     Common  Metre.. 

Tbe  triumph  of  Chri/i  /    or^  the  ruin  of  antichri/h 
Ifa.  Ixiii.  4 — 7. 

1  «  T  LIFT  my  banner/*  faith  the  Lord,, 

J,  "  Wher^  antichrift  has  ftood  j* 
**  The  city  of  hiy  gofpel  foe& 
"  Shall  be  a  field  o£  bloods 

2  **  My  heart  has  ftudy^d  juft  revcnge^» 

**  And  now  the  day  appears, 
"  The  day  of  my  redeemed  is  come,  ^ 
"To  wipe  away  their  tears.. 

3  "  Quite  weary  is  my  patience  grown^, 

«*  And  bids  my  fury  go : 
**  Swift  as  the  lightnings  it  {hall  move, . 
"  And  be  as  fatal  too. 

4  **  I  call  for  helpers,  but  m  vain  v. 

"  Then  Has  my  gofpel  none  ? 
"  Well,  mine  own  arm  has  might  enou]^- 
"  To  crufti  my  foes  nlone. 
5-  "Slaughter,  and  my  devouring  fwordi, 
"  Shall  walk  the  ftrcetp  around,. 


B,  r.  Hymn  29,  30; ^Si 

«  Babel  fliall  reel  beneath  my  ffroke, 

"  And  ftaggcr  to  the  ground/* 
fe  Thine  honours,  O  vrftorious  King ! 

Thine  own  right  hand  Ihall  raife. 
While  we  thine  awful  vengeance  fing. 

And  our  deliverer  praife. 

Hymn  XXX.     Long  Metre. 

Prayer  for  deliverance  anfwered.     Ifa.  xxvi.  8— aoi. 
J  TN  thine  own  wayj^^  O  God  of  love^ 

Jl  We  wait  the  vifits  of  thy  grace  j 

Our  fouls'  defire  is  to  thy  name, 

And  the  remembrance  of  thy  face. 

2  My  thoughts  are  fearching.  Lord,  for  thee, 
'Mongft  the  black  fliades  of  lonefome  night  y. 
My  earned  cries  falute  the  fkies 

Before  the  dawn  reftores  the  light. 

3  Look  how  rebellious  men  deride 
The  tender  patience  of  my  God ;; 
But  they  (hall  fee  thy  lifted  hand,. 
And  feel  the  fcourges  of  thy  rod* 

4  Hark !  the  Eternal  rends  the  fky, 
A  mighty  voice  before  him  goes, 
A  voice  of  mufic  to  his  friends, 
But  tbreat'riing  thunder  to  his  foes. 

5  Come,. children,  to  your  Father's  arms. 
Hide  in  the  chambers  of  my  grace. 
Till  the  fierce  ftorms  be  overblown. 
And  my  revenging  fury,  ceafe. 

6  My  fword  ihall  boaft  it6  thoufands  flain,. 
And  drink  the  blood  of  haughty  kings,. 
While  heav'nly  peace  around  my  flock: 
Stretches  itafofc  and  {hady  wings. 


36  Hymn  32,  3^9;  B.L 

Hyi^n  XXXL     Referred  to  ths  ijl  Pfdm. 

Hymn  XXXH*      Common  Metre, 

Strength  from  heaven.    Ifa.  xl.  2jr— 30. 

*  'XJUT"^^'^^^  ^o  our  mournful  thoughts  arifc  I 

W     And  whereas  our  course  fled  ? 
Has  reftlefe  fin,  and  raging  hell, 

Struck 2dl  our  comforts  dead? 
^  Have  we  forgot  th*  Almighty  Name 

That  formed  the  earth  and  fea  ? 
And  can  an  all-creating  arm^ 

Grow  weary  or  decay  ? 
3  Treafures  of  everlafting  might 

In  our  Jehovah  dwell ; 
He  gives  the  conqueft  to  the  weak, 

And  treads  their  foes  to  hell. 
4:  Mere  mortal  pow'r  fhall  fade  and  die,. 

And  youthful  vigour  ceafe  j.       \ 
But  we  that  wait  upon  the  Lord, 

Shall  feel  our  ftrength  increafe. 
5  The  faints  fhall  mount  on  eagles'  wings^ 

And  tafte  the  promised  blifs,,- 
-  ,Till  their  unwearied  feet  arrive 

Where  perfect  pleafure  is. 

Hymns  XXXIII,  XXXIV,  XXXV,  XXXVfr 
XXXVII,  XXXVIIL  'Refirned:to  Pfalms  nh 
^34^.  67,  73,  90,  and  84.     • _^ 

Hymn  XXXIX.      Common  Metre. 

God's  tender  care  of  his  church.      Ifa.  xlix.  13,*^ 

*  l^f^^  ^^^l  ™y  inward  joys  arife, 
XX    And  burft  into  a  fong  ; 
Almighty  love  infpires  my  heart. 
And  pleafure  tunes  my  tongue.^ 


B.h  Hymn  39,  40. ^7 

a  God,  on  :his  thirfty  Sion  hill, 

Some  mercy  drops  has  thrown. 
And  folemn  oaths  have  bound  his  love 
To  fhow'r  ialvation  down. 

3  Why  do  we  then  indulge  our  fears, 

Sufpicions  and  complamts  ? 

Is  he  a  God,  and  (hall  his  grace 

Grow  weary  of  his  faints^ 

4  Can  a  kind  woman  e'er  forget 

The  infant  of  her  womb. 
And,  'nlongft  a  thoufand  tender  thoughts. 
Her  fuckling  have  no  room  ? 

5  ^*  Yet,  faith  the  Lord,  &onId  nature  change, 

**  And  mothers  tnonftcrs  prove, 
"  Sion  ftill  dwells  upon  the  heart 
*'  .Of  everiaffing  love. 

6  "  Deep  on  the  palms  of  botli  my  hands, 

*'  I  have  engraved  her  name  j 
^*  My  hand  fhall  raife  her  ruin'd  walls, 
"  And  build  her  broken  frame.** 

Hymii  XL.     Long  Metre/ 

The  bu/me/s  and  Uejfednefs  iif  glorified  faints.     Rev^ 
vii.  13,  &c. 

I  **  XXTHAT  happy  mien,  or  angels  thefe, 

VV    That  all  their  robes  are  i^otlefs  white  i 
*•  Whence  did  this  glorious  troop  arrive 
**  At  the  pure  realms  of  hcav*nly  light  V* 

a  From  tort'ring  racks,  and  burning  fires. 
Through  feas  of  their  own  blood  they  came : 
But  nobler  blood  has  waih'd  their  robes. 
Flowing  from  Chrift  the  dying  Lamb. 

3  Now  they  approach  th'  Almighty  Throne 
With  loud  hoiaxmas  night  and  day  f 


3S  Hymtj  4X),  4i>  B,L 

Sweet  anthems,  to  the  great  Three-One, 
Meafure  their  bleft  eternity. 

^  No  more  fliall  hunger  pain  their  ibuls^; 
He  bids  their  parching  thirft  be  gone  ; 
And  fpreads  the  fhadow  of  his  wings 
To  fcreen  them  from  the  fcorching  fun. 

5  The  Lamb,  that  fills  the  middle  throne. 
Shall  fhed  around  bis  milder  beams  ;- 
There  Ihall  they  feaft  on  his  rich  love. 
And  drink  full  joys  from  living  ftreams, 

t6  Thus  ihall  their  mighty  bKls  renew 
Through  tlie  vaft  round  of  endlefs  years. 
And  tlie  foft  hand  of  fov'reign  grace 
Heals  all  their  wounds  and  wipes  their  te^s. 

Hymn  XLL     Common  Metre. 

The  fame :;  otythe  martyrs  ghrified.    Rev.  vii.  1 3,  &c 
«  "  TpHESE  glorioTO  minds,  how  bright  they 

"  Whence  all  their  wTiite  array  ? 
**  How  came  they  to  the  happy  feats 
"Ofeverlaftingdayr^ 

:a  From  torturing  pains  to  endlefe  joys. 
On  fiery  wheels  they  rode. 
And  ftrange!/  wafli'd  their  raiment  v^hito 
In  Jefus'  dying  blood. 

3  Now  they  approach  a  fpotlefs  tSod, 

And  bow  before  his  throne  ; 
Their  warbling  harps  and  iacredfongs 
Adore  the  Holy  One. 

4  The  unveird  glories  of  his  face 

Amongft  his  iaints  xefido. 


^^^ 


B/I.  HvMfJ  41,  42.  39 

While  the  rich  treafure  of  his  grace 
Sees jll  their  wants  fupply'd. 

5  Tormeming  thirft  ihair  leave  their  fouls^ 
And  hunger  flee  as  faft  ;  .^ 

The  fruit  of  life's '  immortal  tree 
Shall  be  t*httr  fweet  V'epatt. 
^6  The  Limb  fliall  lead  his  heav'nry  flock 
Where  living  fountains  rife. 
And  love  divine  fliall  wipe  away 
The  forrows  of  their  eyes. 

Hymn  XLIl.   Comihon  Metre. . 

Divine  wrath  and  mercy  ;  from  Nahuin  i.  i,  &c. 
'I      A  DORE  and  tremble,  for  bur  God 
XX.  Is  ^  ddn/uming^rej* 
His  jealou&  eyes  his  wrath  inflame^ 
And  raife  his  vengeance  higher. 
^  Almighty  vengeance,  htfw  k  burns  ! 
How  bright  tkis  fury  glb^s  ! 
Vaft  magazines  oif  plagttes  and  fl;ornii 

Lie  treafur*d  for  his  foes.  • 

•3  Thofe  heaps  of  wrath  by  flow  degrees 
Are  forc'd  into  a  flamc^ 
But  kindled,  dh!  Iiow  fi*ce  theyblaze-l 
And  rend  all  nature's  frame. 
-4  At  his  approach  the  mountains  flee, 
Andfeek  a  wat'ry  grave  ; 
The  frighted  fea  makes  hafte  away. 
And  flifinks  up  ev*ry/wavc. 
5  Through  the  wide  air  the  weighty  iod& 
AreTwift  as  hail  ftones  hurl*d  : 
^ho  dares  engs^ge  his  fiery  rage. 
That  ihakes  the  folid  world? 

•  Heb/xii.  Qt^ 


40  Hymn.  42,  45. B.  I. 

y    et;  mighty  God !  thy  fbv'reign  grace 
Sits  regent  oh  the  throne. 
The  refuge  of  thy  chofen  race  *■ 

When  wrath  comes  ruihing  down. 
7  Thy  hand  fli^I  on  rebellious  idngs 
A  fiery  tempeft  pour. 
While  we,  beneath  thy  fhelt'ring  wings,     .     . 
Thy  juft  revenge  adore. 


Hymn  XLIIL.  ^ Referred  to  the  looth  Pfalm, 
Hymn  XLIV.     Referred  to  the  issd" Pfalm, 

Hymn  XLV.    Common  Metre. 

The  Iq^  Judgment.      Rev.  xjd.  5 — S, 
I   C«  EE  where  the  great  incarnate  God 
j3  Fills  a  majeftic  thrwie. 

While  fromHhe  &ies  his  awful  voi<» 
Bears  the  laft  judgment  down. 

a  [« I  am  the  firft,  and  I  the  laft, 

«  Through  endlefe  years  the  fame ; 
« I  AM  i&  my  memorial  ftill, 
"And  my  eternal  name, 
3  «  Such  favours  as  a  God  can  give, 
«  My  royal  grace  beftows  ; 
«  Ye  thirfty  fouls,  come  tafte  the  ftrea^jai 
•      ««  Where  life  Mxd  pleafure  Hows,  j 
4.,[«The  faini  that  triumphs  o'er  his  fins, 
*'  ril  own  him  for  a  fon  ; 
««  The  whole  creation  ihall  reward 
«  The  conquefts  he  has  won. 
5  «  But  bloody  hands  and  hearts  unclean., 
"  And  all  tBe  lying  race, 
•«  The  faithlefeand  the  fcoffing  crew 
•*  That  fpurn  at  offered  grace  j 


B,  L  ,  Hymn  4S>  41 

6  «  They  fhall  be  taken  from  my  fight, 

"  Bound  faft  in  iron  chains, 
"  And  headlong  plung'd  into  the  lake 
**  Where  fire  and  darknefe  reigns/'3 

7  O  may  I  ftand  before  the  Lamb 

When  earth  Ind  feas  are  fled  ! 
And  hear  the  Judge  pronounce  my  name 
With  blefllngs  on  my  head. 

8  May  I  with  thofe  forever  dwell. 

Who  here  were  my  delight, 
While  finiiers,  banifli*d  down  to  hell, 
No  more  offend  my  fight. 

Hymns  XL VI,  and  XLVIL    Referred  to  P/alm  148, 
and  P/alm  3. 

Hymn  XLVIII.    Long  Metre. 

The  Cbrijiian  race.     Ifa.  xl.  28 — 31. 

1  \  WAKE,  our  fouls,  (away  our  fears, 
x\.  Let  ev'ry  trembling  thought  be  gone) 
Awake,  and  run  the  heavenly  race. 

And  put  a  cheerful  cdui^age  on. 

2  True,  'tis  a  ftrait  and  thorny  road. 
And  mortal  fpirits  tire  and  faint  ; 
But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 
That  feeds  the  ftrength  of  ev'ry  faint. 

3  The  mighty  God,  whofe  matchlefs  pow'r 
Is  ever  new  and  ever  young. 

And  firm  endures,  while  endlefs  years 
^  Their  everlafting  circles  run. 

4  From  thee,  the  overflowing  fpring, 
Our  fouls  fliall  drink  a  frem  fupply. 
While  fuch  as  truft  their  native  ftrength 
Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 


42^  Hymn  48,  ^..  B.  L 

.5  Swift  as  an  earie  cuts  the  air,. 
We'll  mount  aloft,  to  thine  abode ;; 
On  wings  of  love  our  fouls  fhall  fly,. 
Nor  tire  amidil  the  heav'nly  rpad.. 

Hymn  XLIX    Common  Metre. 

The 'Works  of,  Mofes  and  the  Lamh^   Rcv>  xy^  ^ 

i\  T  TOW  ftrong  t^ipe  arm  is,  mighty  GodJl 
XjL  Who  would*  not  fear  thy  name? 
J^fus,  how  fweet  thy  graces  are ! 
Who  would  not  love  the:  Lamb  ? 

a  He  has  done  more  than- Mofes  did,, 
Our  Prophet  and  our  King  j 
From  bonds  of  hell  he  freed  our  fouls,, 
And  taught  our  lips,  to  fing.. 

3  In  the  RpdSea,  by  Mofcs'  hand;. 

Th'  Egyptian  hoft  was  drown'd  ; : 
But  his  own  blood  hides  all  our  fins,. 
And  guilt  no  more  is  found. . 

4  When  through  the  defert  Ifrael  went^. 

With  manna  they  were  fed  ; 
Our  Lord  invites  lis  to  his  flefli,,  ' 
And  caHs  it  living  bread. 

5  Mofes  beheld -the  promised  land, , 

Yet  never  reached  the  place ; . 
But  Chrift  fljaU  bring  hia^foU'wers  home,^ 
To  fee-his  Father^s  face. 

6  Then  Iball  our  love  and  joy*  be  full. 

And  feel  a  warmer  flame. 
And  fweetcr  voices  tune  the  fong;^ 
Qf  Mofes  and  theXamb^. . 


B.  L Hymn  50.  43^ 

Hymn  L.     Common  Metre* 

Tbe  fong  tf  Zachanas^  and  the  meffagt  of  John  the 
BaptJ/i  ;  br,  light  and  falvation  hy  Jefus  Cbrift* 
Luke  i.  68,  &c.  John  i.  29,  32, 

1  ^JOW  be  the  God  of  Ifrael  blcfs'd, 
X^    Who  makes  his  tnnh  appear  j 
His  mighty  hand  fulfils  his  word, 

And  all  the  oaths  be  fvfare. 

2  Now  he  bedews  old  David's  root, 

With  bleffings  from  the  fkies  ; 
He  makes  the  branch  of  promife  grow. 
The  promised  horn  arife. 

3  [John  was  the  prophet  of  the  Lord, 

To  go  before  his  face  j 
The  herald  which  our  Saviour  God 
Sent  to  prepare  his  ways. 

4  He  makes  the  great  falvation  known. 

He  fpeaks  of  pardon'd  fins  ; 
While  grace  diviae,  and  heavenly  love. 
In  its  own  glory  firines. 

5  "  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God/'  he  crie^^ 

**  That  takes  our  guilt  away  : 
•*  I  (aw  the  Spirit  o^r  his  head 

•*  On  hia  baptizing  day.3  q 

6  "  Be  ev'ry  vale  exalted  high, 

•*  Sink  ev'ry  mountain  Tow  *f 
*  The  proud  muft  ftoop,  and  humble  foub 
•*  Shall  his  falvation  know.  *      " 

7  "The  heathen  realms  with  Tfraers  land 

•*  Shall  join  in  fweet  accord  ; 
••  And  all  that's  born  of  man  fhall  Use 
^  Tie  glory  of  the  Lord,. 
H  H  a. 


44  Hymn  51,  5^^  B:  It. 

8-."  Behold  the  Morning  SUr  arifa, . 
"Ye  that  in  darknefs  fit ; 
**^He  marks  the  path  that  leads  to  peace, 
**  And  guides  our  doubtful  feet." 

Hymn  LL-  Short  Metre. 

Preferving  gmte.     Jude249  25*« 
]  *     npO  God  the  only  wife, 

X    Our  Saviouj  and  our  King f  ^ 
Let  all  the  faints  below  the  ikies 
Their  humble  pfaifes  brings 

O:.     *Tis  his  almighty  Jove, 
His  counfel  and  his  care. 
Prefer ves  us  fafe  from  fin  and  deathj^, 
And  ev^y  hurtful  fnare.  „ 
3      He  will  prefcnt  our  fouls 
Unblemifh'd  and  complete. 
Before  the  glqry  of  his  face, 
With  joys  divinely  gr^at. . 
4.      Then  all  the  chofen  feed    . 

Shall  tneet  around  the  throne, . 
Slfiill  blefs  the  condud  ^f  his  grace^  ^       . 
And  niake  his  wonders  known. . 
5.;     To  our  Redeemer  God 

Wifdomand  pow'r  belongs,.. 
InJ^ortal  crowns  of  majefty,.. 
And  everlafiing  fongs. , 

HymnLII..   t:ong  Metre. . 

Bapiifn^.    Matt,  xxviii.  19.;   Ads  ii.  38. 
»>*TnWAS  the  commiifion  of  our  Lord,;  - 

X     *'  ClOj  teach  the  jiatipns  and  baptize."" 
i    The  nations  have  received  the  word . 
I    Since  hfeafcended  to  the  ikies*.. 


B.T.  Hymn'  52,   53; 4^. 

^  He  fits  upon  the  eternal  hills, , 

With  grace  and  pjirdon  in  his  hands^ . 
And  fends  his  covenant  with  the  feals^ 
To  blefs  thetdarkfome  Gentile  lands. 

3  «  Repent;  .and  be.baptiz -d,"  he  faith,.. 
*'  For  the  remiffion  of  your  fins  ;'**' 
And  thus  our  fenfe  aflifts^our  faith, 
And  (hews  us  what  his  gofpel  meansv     . 

4;  Our  fouh  he  wafties  in  hrs  blood,' 
As  water  makes  the  body  clean  ; 
And  the  good  Spirit  from  our  God; 
Defcends  like  purifying  rain. ; 

5  Thus  we  engage  ourfelves  to  thee. 
And  feal  our  cov'riant  with  the  Lord  j 
O  may  the  great  Eternal  Three 
In  heav'n  our  folemn  vows  record  ! 

Hymn^  Lliii     Long  Metre. 

TljcMoly  Scriptures.     Heb.  i.  i. .  a^Tim^  iii.  15, 16'.., 
Pfaliii  cxlvii.  193.20. 

u  /^  OD,  .who  in  various  methods  told 
\jr  His  mind  and  will  tp  faints  of  old. 
Sent  his  own  Son.  with  truth  and  grace, . 
To  teack.us  in  thefe  latter  days. 

2  Our  nation  reads. the. written  word, 
That  book  of  life,  that  fure  record : . 
The  bright  inheritance  of  heav'a 
Is  by  the  fweet  coaveyance  giv'n. 

3,. God's  Jondcft  thoughts  are  here  expre&^dr 
Able  to  make  us  wife  and  blefs'd  ^ 
The  dodtrines  are  divinely  true, 
Kt  ior>  reproof  and  comfort  too. 


45  Hymn  54,  55.  B.I. 

1 -  -  -   -     ■  •  "^ — " — ^ 

4  Ye  people  ail,  who  read  his  love 
In  long  epiftles  from  above, 
(He  hath  «ot  fent  his  facred  word 

To  ev'ry  land)  pvaife  ye  the  Lordv 

— I        -  11 

Hymn  LIV.     Long  Metre, 

Ele^ing  grace ;  or  ^faints  Mcved  in  Chriji/ 
Eph^  i.  3,  &€• 

r  TESUS,  we  blefs  thy  Father^s  name  ; 
J.  Thy  God  and  our's  arc  both  the  &me;^ 
What  heav'nly  bleffings  from  his  throne 
Flow  down  to  finners  through  his  Son  I 

a  «  Chrift  be  my  firft  eleft,**  he  faid  j 
Then  chofe  our  fouls  in  Chrift  our  heaci. 
Before  he  gave  the  mountains  birth. 
Or  laid  foundations  for  the  earth. 

3  Thus  did  eternal  love  begin. 

To  raife  us  up  from  death  and  fin  j: 
Our  charafters  were  then  decreed,. 
**  Blamelefs  in  love,  a  holy  feed." 

4  Predcftinated  Jo  be  fons. 

Born  by  degrees,  but  chofe  at  oricc  j 

A  new  regenerated  race. 

To  praifc  the  glory  of  hfe  grace,. 

5  With  Chrift,  our  Lord,  we  fliare  a  pari 
In  the  afFeftions  df  his  hieart ; 

Nor  fhair  our  fouls  be  thence  remov'dy 
Till  he  forgets  his  Firft-belov'd. 
■  ■■■■  ■...*■- ,.  >  »* .Ill    I  I  - 

Hymr  LV*.    Common  Metre-. 

Hexekiab's/ong  ;  or^  Jcknefs  and  recovery    I/a^ 
acxxviii.  9,  &c. 
1  "XXT^HEN  we  are  rais'd  from  deep  diftrcfe:^ 
VV     Our  God  defervcs  a.  fong^^ 


B;  L  Hymn  55,  56.  ,  fT 

We  take  the  pattern  of  our  praife. 
From  Hezekiah's  tongue.. 
a.  The  g^teaof  the  deviouring  grave: 
Are  open'd  wide  in  vain. 
If  he  that  holds  the  keys  of  death. 
Commajids  them  taft.  again.. 

3  Pains  of  the  flefh.  are  wont  t?^  abufe  - 

Our  minds  with  flavi(h»fears  ; 
"Our  days  are  paft,  and.  we  (hall  lofe: 
^^  The  remnant  of  our  years." 

4  We  chatter  with  ar^f wallow's  voice^. 

Or  like  a  dove  we  mourn. 
With  bitternefsinftead  of  joys, 
A£Bicled: and  forlorn. 
5-  Jehovah  fpeaks  the  healing  word,. 
And  no  difeafe  wit hftands ; 
Fevers  and  plagues  obey  the  Lord,. 
And  fly  at  his  commands. 

6  If.half  the  ftrings  of  life  fliould  break,. 
He  can  our  frame  reftorc^ 
He  cafts  our  lins  behind  his  back,; 
And  they  are  found  no  more. 

Hymn  LVI.    Common  Metre* 

TJbe/ong  of  Mo/es  and.tha.Lamh  ;  or^  Babyjon  falling*^ 

Rev.  XV.  3,  xvi.  19,  and  xvii.  6. 
I:  'W  T^E  -fing  the  glories  of  thy  love, 
VV     ^e  found  thy  dreadful  name ; 
The  Chriftian  church  unites  the  fongs 
Of  Mofes  and  the  Lambv. 

fc  Great  God  !  how,  wondrous  are  thy  works . 
Of  vengeance,  and  of  grace  ! 
TJlou  King  of  Saints,  Almighty  Lord^^, 
How  jpaft .  and  true  thy  ways  ! . 


48  Hymi^  56,  6^.  B.  L 
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3  Who  dares  refufe  to  fear  thy  tiaine^ 

Or  worfhip^t  thy  throne  1 
Thy  judgments  fpeak  thy  hofinefs 
Through  all  x]jie  nations  known. 

4  Great  Babylon,  that  rules  the  earthy 

Drunk  with  tHc  martyrs'  blood, 
Her  crimes  fliall  fpeedily  awake 
The  fury  of  our  God. 

5  The  cup  of  wrath  is  ready  tnix^d, 

And  fhe  muft  drink  the  dregs; 
Strong  is  the  Lord,  her  fov'reign  Judge, 
And  fhall  fulfil  the  plagues.. 

Hymn  LVIL    Common  Metre. 

Original  Jin  ;   or^  ihefirjl  and  fecond  Adam.     Rom^ 
V.  1 2,  &c.    Pfal.  li.  5.    Job  xiv*  4. 

1  T>  ACKWARD  with  humble  fliaipc  we  look 
J3    On  our  original  \ 
How  is  our  nature  dafhM  and  broke 
In  our  firft  father's  fall ! 
%  To  all  that*^  good,  a:verfe  and  blind, 
But  prone  to  all  that's  ill ; 
What  dreadful  darknefs  veils  out  mind  l 
How  obftinate  our  will  1 

3  Conceived  in  fin  (O  wretched  ftate) 

Before  we  draw  our  breath. 
The  firft  young  pulfe  begins  to  beat 
Iniquity  and  death. 

4  How  ftrong  in  our  degenerate  blood 

The  old  corruption  reigns. 
And,  mingling  with  the  crooked  floo<^ 
Wanders  through  all  our  veiijs  ! 

5  [[Wild  and  unwholefome  as  the  root 

Will  all  the  branches  be  j^ 


i.  I.  Hymn  57,  .58.      49 

How  can  we  hope  for  living  fruit 
From  fuch  a  deadly  tree  ? 
;  What  mortal  pow'r,  from  things  unclean. 
Can  pure  produdions  bring  ? 
Who  can  comnianid  a  vital  ftream 
Frona  an  infected  fprin^^j 
J  Yet,  mighty  God,  thy  wondrous  love 
Can  make  our  nature  clean. 
While  Chrift  and  grace  prevail  above 
The  tempter,  death,  and  fin. 

S  The  fecond  Adam  Ihall  rcftore 
The  ruins  o^  the  firft ; 
Hofanna  to  that  fov'reign  Pow'i: 
That  new-creates  our  duft.l 

Hymn  LVIII.    Long  Metre. 

The  devil  vanquijhed ;   or^  MkbaePs  war  with  ihi 
dragon^,    Rey.  xii.  7. 

1  T    ET  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  fing 

M.  i  The  wars  of  heav'n,  when  Michael  flood 
Chief  general  of  th*  eternal  King, 
And  fought  the  battles  of  our  God» 

2  Againft  the  dragon  and  his  hoft 
The  armies  of  the  Lord  prevail ; 

In  vain  they  rage,  in  vain  they  boaft,  ' 
Their  courage  finks,  their  weapons  fail. 

3  Down  to  the  earth  was  Satan  thrown, 
Down  to  the  earth  his  legions  fell ; 
Then  was  the  trump  of  triumph  blown. 
And  {hook  the  dreadful  deeps  of  heH« 

1 4  Now  is  theJiour  of  darknefs  paft, 
I     Chrift  has  affumM  his  reigning  pow'r  i; 
I     Behold  the  great  accufer  caft  >  v 

I    Down  from  the  fkies,  to  rUe  no  more. 
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5  'Twasby  thy  blood,  immortal  Lamb» 
ThjBc  armies  trod  the  tempter  down  ; 
*Twas  by  thy  word  and  powerful  name 
They  gained  the  battle  and  renown. 

^6  Reioice,7e  heav'ns  ;  let<»v'ryibr 
Shme  with  new  glories  round  the  fky; 
Saints,  while  ye  ling  Ae  heavenly  war, 
Haifcyour  Deliv*r<;r's  name  on  high. 

Hymn  LIX.     Long  Metre. 

Babylm  fallen.     Rev.  xviii.  20,  ti. 

ti  TN  Gabfiers  hand  a  mighty  ftone 
X  Lies,  a  fair' type  ojf 'B2S)yloh  : 
"  Prophets  rejoice,  and  all  ye  faints, 
^'  God  fliall  ftvenge  your  long  complaints*^ 
.  ^  He  faid,  and  dreadful  as  he  flood, 
'He  furik  tlie  mill-flonfe  in  the  flood  t 
«  Thus  terribly  fliall  Babel  fall, 

*'  Thus  and  no  more  be  found  ^t  !sdl.'' 

_.    •  -  -         -       • — tt..  „• — -     ••  -      ^    -^ 

Hymn  LX.    Long  Metre. 

The  Ttrgin  MUrfs  fong  ;    or^  the  pronijfed  M^jpi^ 
born*     Luke^l.  46,  &c. 

%  '/^UR  fouls  fliall  magnify  the  Lord  j 

V^  In  God  the  Saviour  we  rejoice  :. 

While  we  repeat  the  Virgin's  fong, . 

May  the  feme  Spirit  tune  our  voice.  ^ 
^  [The  Hi^hefl  faw  her  low  eflate. 

And  mfghty  things  Tiis  hand  hath  done  | 

His  overfhadowing.pow'r  and  grace 

Makes  her  the  mother  of  his  Son. 
^  Let  ev'ry  nation  call  her  blefs'd,  • 

And  endlefs  years  prolong  hef  feme  ^ 


!B>  1.     [  -  Hymn  60^  61^,  ^ 51 

But  God  alone  muft  be  adorM  ? 
Holy  and  revVend  is  his  name.] 

4  To  thofe  that  fear  and  truft  the  Lord, 
His  mercy  ftands  forever  fure  :  * 
From  age  to  age  his  promife  lives, 
And  the  performance  is  fecure. 

5  He  ipaike  to  Abraham  and  his  feed, 

^  In  thee  fliall  all  the  earth  be  blefs'd  :*^ 
'  The  mtm^xy  of  that  ancient  word 
Lay  long  in  his  eternal  breaft. 
^  But  how  no  more  flialMfrael  wait, 
No  more  the  Gentiles  lie  forlorn  j 
Lo,  the  Defire  of  Nations  comes  j 
Behold  the  promised  feed  is  born  I 

r: : » 1— 

Hymn  LXI.     Long  Metre. 

Chri/i  our  High  Priejl  and  King  ;  and  Chriji  coming 

io  judgment.     Rev.  i.  5—7. 
J   TWTOW  to  the  Lord,  that  makes  us  know 

X^    The  wonders  of  his  dying  love, 

Be  humble  honours  paid  below^ 

And  ftrains  of  nobler  praife  above. 

2  *Twas  he  that  cleansed  our  fouleft  fins. 
And  wafh*d  us  in  his  richeft  blood  ;* 
*Tis  he  that  m^kes  us  jpriefts  and  kings. 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  To  Jefus,  our  atoning  Prieft^ 
To  Jefus,  our  fuperior  King, 
Be  everlafting  pow*r  confefs'd^ 
And  ev'ry  tongue  his  glory  fing. 

4  Behold  !  on  flying  clouds  he  comes^ 
And  ev'ry  eye  fliall  fee  him  move  J 
Though  with  our  fins  we  pierc'd  him  orice, 
Now  he  difplays  his  pard'&izig  lgve» 

\i 
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5  The  unbelieving  world  fhall  waii^ 
While  we  rejoice  to  fee  the  day  : 
Come,  Lord ;  nor  let  thy  promife  fail. 
Nor  let  thy  chariots  long  delay. 

Hymn  LXII.   Common  Metre. 

Chri/i  Je/us^  the  Lamb  of  God^  worjhipfed  by  all  tie 

creation.     Rev.  v.  ii*— 13. 
I  /^OME,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  fongs 
V>l    With  angeb  round  the  throne  ; 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  arc  their  tongues. 
But  all  their  joys  arc  one. 

a  **  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  dy'd/*^  they  cry, 
«  To  be  exalted  thus  : 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,'*  our  lips  reply, 
*'  For  he  was  flain  for  us/* 

3  Jefos  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  pow'r  divine  ; 
And  bleffings  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  forever  thine. 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  Iky, 

And  air,  and  earth,  and  &as, 

Gonfpire  to  raife  thy  glories  high, 

And  fpeak  thine  endlefs  praife. 

5  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  blefi  the  iacred  name 
Of  him  thgLt  fits  upon  the  throne. 

And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

» — , 

Hymn  LXIIL    Long  Metre. 

ChrlJ's  humiliatwn  and  cMltatm*     Rev.  v.  i  a. 

«  "IXT^^^"^  ^^^^  honours  Ihall  we  bring 
V  Y     To  thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb, 
When  all  the  notes  that  angels  fing 
Are  far  infcriw  to  thy  name  ? 


B.  L Hymn  63/64, 53 

2  Worthy  is  he  that  once  was  flain, 

The  Prince  of  Life,  that  groan'd  and  dy'd  } 
Worthy  to  rife,  and  live,  arid  reiga 
At  his  almighty  Father's  fide. 

3  Pow'r  and  dominion  are  his  due. 
Who  ftood  condemn*d  at  Pilate's  bar  : 
Wifdom  belongs  to  Jefus  too. 

Though  he  was  charg'd  with  madnelk  there* 

4  All  riches  are  his  native  right. 
Yet  he  fuftain'd  amazing  lofs ; 
To  him  afcribe  eternal  might. 
Who  left  his  weaknefs  on  the  crofi. 

5  Honour  immortal  mud  be  paid, 
Inftead  of  fcandal  and  of  fcorn ; 
While  glory  ihines  around  his  head. 
And  a  bright  crown  without  a  thorn. 

6  Bleffings  forever  on  the  Lamb, 

Who  bore  the  curfe  for  wretched  men : 
Let  angels  found  his  facred  name^ 
And  ev'ry  creature  fay.  Amen. 

Hymn  LXIV.    Short  Metre^ 

Adoption,     i  John  iii.  i,  &c«    Gal.  iv.  6. 

1       T>  EHOLD,  what  wbndrous  grace 

Xj  The  Father  hath  beftow'd 
On  finners  of  a  mortal  race, 

To  call  them  fons  of  God !  ^ 

^      *Tis  no  furprifing  thing, 

That  we  (hould  be  unknown  ; 
The  Jewifh  world  knew  not  their  King, 

God's  everlaftihg  Son. 
3      Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 

How  great  we  muft  be  made  ; 
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But  when  we  fee  our  Saviour  her?, 

We  fliall  be  like  our  Head. 
J.      A  hope  fo  much  divine 

May  trials  well  endure. 
May  purge  pur  fouls  from  fenfe  and  fin,  ^ 

As  Chrift  the  Lord  is  pure. 

5  If  in  my  Father's  love 

I  fhare  a  filial  part,  \:. 

Send  down  thy  Spirit  like  a  dove 
To  reft  upon  my  heart. 

6  We  would  no  longer  lie, 

Like  flaves  beneath  the  throne  j 
Our  faith  fliall  Abba  Father  cry. 
And  thou  the  yndred  own,. 

Hymn  LXV,     Long  Metre, 

The  kingdoms  of  the  world  become  the  kingdoms  of  th^ 
Lord ;  or^  the  day  of  judgment.     Rev.  xi.  i^.    ' 

1  T    ET  the  feventh  angel  found  on  high, 

i  J  Let  fliouts  be  heard  through  all  the  Iky  y 
Kings  of  the  earth,  with  glad  accord. 
Give  up  your  kingdoms  to  the  Lord* 

2  Almighty  God,  thy  pow'r  affume. 
Who  waft,  and  art,  and  art  to  come : 
Jefus  the  Lamb,  who  once  was  flain. 
Forever  live,  forever  reign  I 

3  The  angry  nations  fret  and  roar. 
That  theyxan  flay  the  faints  no  more  j 
On  wings  of  vengeance  flies  our  God, 
To  pay  the  long  arrears  of  blood. 

4  Now  muft  the  rifing  dead  appear  ; 
Now  the  decifive  fentence  hear ; 
Now  the  dear  martyrs  of  the  Lord 
Receive  an  infinite  reward* 


B,  I.  Hymn  66,  55 

u  '  ' 

Hymn  LXVL     Long  Metre. 

Cbr{^  the  King  at  bis  table.     Solomon's  Song, 
i.i2— 5, 12,  13,  1 7. 

S  T    ET  him  embrace  my  foul,  and  prove 
1  I  Mine  int'reft  in  his  hcav'nly  love : 
The  voice  that  tells  me,  ♦*  Tl^ou  art  mine,** 
Exceeds  the  bkflings  of  the  vine. 

d  Qq  thee  th**  anointing  Spirit  came. 
And  fpr^  the  &vour  of  thy  name ; 
That  oil  of  gladne&  and  of  grace 
Draws  virgin  fouls  ta  meet  thy  face. 

3  Jefus,  allure  me  by  thy  charms ; 
My  foul  fhall  fly  into  thine  arms  : 
Qur  wand'ring  feet  tliy  favours  bring 
To  the  fmr  chambers  of  the  King.  . 

4  rWonder  and  pleafure  tune  our  voice 
To  ^ak  thy  praifes  and  our  joys ; 
Our  mem'ry  keeps  this  love  of  thine 
Beyond  the  tafte  of  richeft  wine,  j 

5  Though  in  ourfelves  deformed  we  arc, 
And  black  as  Kedar's  tents  appear. 
Yet  when  we  put  thy  beauties  on, 
Fahr  as  the  courts  of  Solomon. 

<  [While  at  his  table  fits  the  King, 
He  loves  to  fee  us  fmile  and  iing ; 
Our  graces  su^e  our  ^eil  perfume. 
And  breathe  like  ipikenard  round  the  room.]} 

7  As  mjnh  new4)lee(fing  from  the  tree. 
Such  is  a  dying  Chrift  to  me : 
And  while  he  makes  my  foul  his  gucft^ 
My  iKdbm,  Lord,  fliali  be  thy  reft. 

lid 
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8  [No  beams  o£  cedar  or  of  fir 

Can  with  thy  courts  on  earth  compare  ; 
And  here  we  wait  until  thy  love 
Raife  us  to  nobler  feats  abovei} 

Hymn  LXVII.    Long  Metre. 

Seeking  thepajlures  of  Chri/i  the  Shepherd.    Solo- 
mon's  Song,  i.  y. 

1  nr^HOU,  whom  niy  foul  admires  above 

JL     All  earthly  joy  and  earthly  loye. 
Tell  me,  dear  Shepherd,  let  me  know 
Where  dp  thy  fweeteft  paftures  grow  ? 

2  Where  is  the  Ihadow  of  that  rock. 
That  from  the  fun  defei;ids  thy  flpck  ? 
Fain  would  I  feed  among  thy  fheep,, 
Anwng  them  reft,  among  them  fleep. 

3  Why  Ifrould  thy  bride  appear  like  one 
That  turns  afide  to  paths  unknown  ? 
My  conftant  feet  would  never  rovCj, 
Would  never  feek  another  love^ 

4  f  The  footfteps  of  thy  flock  I  fee  ;: 
Thy  fweeteft  paftures  here  they  be  j 
A  wondrous  feaft  thy  love  prepares. 
Bought  wkh  thy  wounds  and  groans  and  tears*. 

5  His  deareft  flefli,  he  makes  my  food. 
And  bids  me  drink  his  richeft  bjood  j 
Here  to  thefe  hills  my  foul  will  come, 
^Till  my  Beloved  lead  me  home.] 

Hymn  LXVIII.    LongMctre^ 

^he  banquet  of  love.     Solomon's  Song,  ii.  1—7^ 
J  TOEHOLD  the  Rofe  of  Sharori  here, 
XJ  TheHly  which  the  vallies  bear  j. 
Behold  the  tree  of  life,.that  gives 
Refrefliing  fruit  and  healing  leaves^  ^ 


B.  t Hymn  68,  69.  5T 

■■■'  '. '      "        "■  "■■■■'      '■'  ■       ■  II   llWIII—i— ^ff^^MIIWI   !■!     I   111  HI 

a  Amongft  the  thorns  fo  lilies  fhine, 
Amongft  wild  gourds  the  noble  vine  j. 
So  in  mine^yes  my  Saviour  proves,, 
Amidft  a  thoufand  ipeaner  loves*. 

3  Beneath  his  cooling  fliade  I  fat| 

To  fhield  me  from  the  burning  heat  j. 
Of  heavenly  fruU  he  fpreads  a  feaft, 
To  feed  ipy  eyes,  ajid  pleafe  my  tafte., 

4  [Kindly  he  brpught  me  to  the  place 
Where  ftpod  the  banquet  of  his  grace }; 
He  faw  me  faint,  and  o*er  my  head 
The  banner  of  hi3  love  he  fpread. 

5  With  liying  bread. and  generous  wine. 
He  cheers  this  finking  heart  of  mine  ; 
And  opening  hi$  own  ^  heart  to  me. 

He  Ihows  his  thoughts,  how  kind, they  be.^ 

6  O  never  let  my  Lprd  depart ;, 
Lie  down  and  reift  iipon  my  heart : 
I  charge  my  fins^not  once, to  move. 
Nor  ftir,  nor  wake,  nor  grieve  my  love, 

..  ■  ■  .  .     ■  .,  ..I  ,  "  ■    "  >      w 

Hymn  LXIX,     Long  Metre. 

Chri^  appearing  to  his  churchy  atidfeeking  her  comf>any^^. 
Solomon's  Song,  ii.  8 — 13. 

I  np'HE  voice  of  my  Beloved  founds 
X     t)ver  the  ^ocks  and  rifing  grounds  j 

O'er  hills  of  guilt,  and  feas  of  grief. 

He  leaps,  he  flies  to  my  relief. 
a  Ngyi?  through  the  veil  of  flelh  I  fee. 

With  eyes  of  love  he.  looks  at  me  j 

Now  in  the  gofpci's  ckareft  glafs 

He  Ihows  the  beamies  of  his  face. 
3  Gently  he  draws  my  heart  along, 

Spth  with  his  beauties  and  his  tongue  j; 
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^  Rife,"  iaith  my  Lord,  ^^  make  hafte  away  ^ 
"  No  mortal  joys  arc  worth  thy  ftay. 

4  «  The  Jcwi(h  wintry  ftate  is  gone, 
•  "  The  mifta  are  fled,  the  fprirtg  comes  on  j 

"  The  facred  turtle-dove  we  hear 
**  Proclaim  the  new,  the  joyful  year. 

5  "  Th^  immcMTtal  vine  of  heavenly  root 
^^  Bloflbms  and  buds,  and  nves  her  fruit*'' 
Lo,  we  are  come  to  tafte  tne  wine ; 
Our  fouls  rejoice  and  ble&  the  vme^ 

6  And  when  we  hear  our  Jefus  fay, 
^^  Rife  up,  my  love,  make  hafte  away  !^' 
Our  hearts  would  fun  outfly  the  wind,^ 
And  leave  all  earthly  loves  behind. 

Hymn  LXX.     Long  Metre. 

Cbfj^  invitmg^  and  the  church  anfwering  the  im^a^ 
turn*    Solomon's  Song,  ii.  14,^  16,  ij. 

'ARK  I  the  Redeemer  from  on  high 

.  Sweetly  invites  his  fav*rites  nigh  j 

From  caves  of  darknefs  and  of  doubt, 
fie  gently  i^aks  and  calls  us  out. 

a  *\  My  dove,  who  hided  in  the  rock, 
*•  Thine  heart  almoft  with  forrow  broke-,, 
^  Lift  up  thy  face,  forget  thy  fcar^ 
^^  And  let  thy  voice  ddight  mine  ear* 

5  ^*  Thy  vcHce  to  me  founds^  ever  ^sveet  f 
^^  My  graces  in  thy  countenance  meet ; 
^^  Though  the  vain  world  thy  fitce  cbi[»&^ 
•*  'Tis  bright  and  comely  in  mine  eyes.*'         • 

4,  Dear  Lord»  our  thawikful  heart  received 
The  hope  thine  invitation  gives  ^ 
To  thee  our  Joyful  lips  Ihall  raife 
The  iioka  ot  prayer  and  tlu^  of  praifc* 


H 
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^  P  am  my  Love's,  and  he  is  mine  ; 

Our  hearts,  our  hopesj,  our  paflions  join  j, 

Nor  let  a  motion,  nor  a  word. 

Nor  thought  arife  to  grieve  my  Lord* 

6  My  foul  to  paftures  fair  he  leads, 
Amongtt  the  lilies  where  he  feeds  ;  V 
Amongft  the  faints  (whofe  robes  are  white,^ 
Wafli'd  iu  his  blood)  is  his,  delight* 

J  Till  the  day  break,  and  fliadows  fleej^ 
Till  the  fweet  dawning  light  I  fee^ 
Thine  eyes  to  me-ward  often  turn>, 
Nor4et  my  foul  in  darkneis  nK>urn«. 

8  Be  like  a  hart  on  mountains  green,. 
Leap  o'er  the  hills  of  fear  and  fin  ;^ 
Nor  guilt,  nor  unbelief  divide 
My  love,  my  Savipur„  from  my  fide.] 
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Hymn  LXXI.     Lohg  Metre. 

Chriftfiundinthejlreet^  and  brought  to  the  cburthf- 
Solomon's  Song,  iii.  i — 5. 

I    ^^FTEN  I  feek  my  Lord  by  night ; 
V>r  Jefus,  my  love,  my  fouFs  delight  j. 
With  warm  defire  and  reftlefs  thought. 
I  feek  him  oft,  but  find  hini  noti, 

^  Then  I  arife  and  fearch  the  ftreet. 
Till  I  my  Lord,  my  Saviour  meet  j 
I  alk  the  watchmi^n  of  th.q  nighty 
*>  Where  did  you  fee  my  foul^s  delight  ?**  ,    ^ 

a  Sometimes  I  find  him  in  my  way, 
Direfted  by  a  heav'nly  ray  ; 
I  leap  for  joy  to  fee  his  face, 
Aad.  hold  him  faft  in  min&  embr^e^ 
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4  [I  bring  him  to  my  mother's  home  ; 
Nor  docs  my  Lord  refufe  to  come 
To  Sion's  iacred  chambers,  where 
My  foul  firft  drew  the  vital  air. 

5  He  gives  me  there  his  bleeding  heart, 
Kerc'd  for  my  fake  with  deadly  fmart  ; 
I  give  my  foul  to  him,  and  there 

Our  loves  their  mutuahtokens  fliare.]} 

6  I  charge  you  all,  ye  earthly  toys. 
Approach  not  to  difturb  my  joys  ; 
Nor  fin,  nor  heU  come  near  my  heart, 
Nor  caufe  my  Saviour  to  depart. 

Hymn  LXXIL     Long  Metre* 

The  certmation  of  Cbrift^  and  efpot^ak  of  tbe  tbunb. 
Sdbmon'a  Song,  iii*  x  x* 

1  T\AUGHTERS  of  Sion,  come,  behold 

I  3  The  erown  of  honour  and  of  gold. 
Which  the  glad  church,  with  joys  unk&owji^ 
Plac'd  on  the  head  of  Solomon, 

2  Jefus,  thou  everlafting  Kinj^, 
Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring  ; 
Accept  the  well-defervM  renown^ 
And  wear  our  praifes  as  thy  crown. 

3  Let  ey'ry  aft  of  worfliip  be 

Like  our  efpoufals.  Lord,  to  thee  ; 
Like  the  dear  hour,  when  from  above 
We  firft  received  thy  pledge  of  love. 

4  The*gladnefs  of  that  happy  day  J  ^ 
Our  hearts  would  wifh  it  Icmg  to  fby  ; 

Nor  let  our  faith  forfake  its  hoW, 
Nor  comfort  fink,  nor  love  groir  coW. 

5  O  !  let  each  minute,  as  it  flies, 
locreaib  thy  prauiiey  improve  our  joys  j 
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Tin  we  arc  raised  to  fing  thy  name. 
At  the  great  fupper  of  the  Lamb* 

5  O  that  the  months  would  roll  away» 
And  bring  that  coronation-day  I 
The  King  of  grace  fball  fill  the  throne^ 
With  all  his  Father^s  glories  on. 

Hymn  LXXIH.     Long  Metre. 

The  Churches  beauty  in  the  eyes  of  Cbrifi^     Solo- 
mon's Song,  iv.  I,  lo,  II,  7,  8,  9. 
I   TT"  IND  is  the  fpeech  of  Chrift  our  Lord, 

J^  Affection  founds  in  ev*ry  word ; 

*^  Lo,  thou  art  fair,  my  love,"  he  cries  ; 

**  Not  the  young  doves  have  fweeter  eyes* 
a  [^**  Sweet  are  thy  lips,  thy  pleafing  voice 

**  Salutes  mine  ear  with  fccret  joys  ; 

<*  No  fpice  fo  much  delights  the  fmell,  ^ 

**  Nor  milk  nor  honey  taftes  fo  welK3 

3  **  Thou  art  all  fair,  my  bride,  to  me ; 
**  I  will  behold  no  fpot  in  thee.** 
Wliat  mighty  wonders  love  performs. 
And  puts  a  comelinefs  on  worms  ! 

4  Defil'd  and  loathfome  as  we  are. 

He  makes  us  white,  and  calls  us  fair  ; 
Adorns  us  with  that  heavenly  dreis, 
His  graces  and  his  righteoufnefs. 

5  **  My  fitter  and  my  fpoufe,**  he  cries, 
^^  Bound  to  my  heart  by  various  ties, 
**  Thy  powerful  love  my  heart  retains 

^^  In  ftrong  delight  and  pleafing  chains/' 

6  He  calls  me  from  the  leopard's  dcn^ 
From  this  wild  world  of  beafb  and  m^a. 
To  Zion,  where  his  glories  are  j 

Not  Lebanon  is  half  (b  f;^r. 


6'2     .        Hymn  73,  74.  B.  L 

7  Nor  dens  of  prey,  nor  flow'ry  plains. 
Nor  earthly  joys,  nor  earthly  pains, 
Shall  hold  my  feet,  or  force  my  ftay^ 
When  Chrift  invites  my  foul  away. 

Hymn  LXXIV.     Long  Metre. 

^he  church  the  garden  of  Cbriji.     Solomon's  Song^ 
iv.  12,  13,  15,  and  v.  i» 

I  *\TrT-''^  ^^^  ^  garden  walPd  around, 

W^    Chofen  and  made  peculiar  groiind  j 
A  little  fpot,  inclosM  by  grace, 
Out  of  the  worlds  wide  wildernefs. 

d  Like  trees  of  myrrh  and  fpice  we  ftand^ 
Planted  by  God  the  Father's  hand  j 
And  all  his  fprings  in  Sion  flow. 
To  make  the  young  plantation  grow, 

^  Awake,  O  heav'nly  wind,  and  come. 
Blow  on  this  garden  of  perfume  ; 
Spirit  divine,  defcend  aiwl  breathe 
A  gracious  gale  on  plants  beneath. 

4  Make  our  beft  fpices  flow  abroad^ 
To  entertain  our  Saviour  God : 
And  faith,  and  love,  and  joy  appear^ 
And  ev'ry  grace  be  aftive  here. 

5  [Let  my  Beloved  come  and  taftd 
His  plealant  fruits  at  his  own  feaft  j 

**  I  come,  my  fpoufe,  I  come,'*  he  cries^ 
With  love  and  pleafuf  e  in  his  eyes. 

6  Our  Lord  into  his  garden  comes, 

WeH  pleas'd  to  fmell  our  poor  perfumes^ 
And  calls  us  to  a  feaft  divine. 
Sweeter  than  honey,  milk  or  wine^ 

7  «  Eat  of  the  tree  of  life,  my  friends^ 

.   «« The  bleffings  that  toy  Father  fends  j 


B.  I.     •        Hymn  74,  75.  63 
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*'  Your  tafte  fhall  all  my  dainties  prove, 
*>  And  drink  abundance  of  my  love>** 
8  Jefus,  we  will  frequent  thy  board. 
And  fing  the  boufttks  of  our  Lord  : 
But  the  rich  food  on  which  we  live 
Demands  more  pmfe  than  tongue  can  give.]] 

Hymn  LXXV.     Long  Metre. 

The  defcription  of  Ghrj/i  the  Beloved.      Solomon's 

Song,  v.  9—12,  i4--*i6. 
I  np'HE  wond'ring  world  inquires  to  "know 
X    Why  I  fliould  love  my  Jefus  fo : 

^*  What  are  his  charms,  fay  they,  above 

^«  The  objeSs  of  a  mortal  love  ?'* 
a  Yes,  my  Beloved  to  my  fight 

Shews  a  fweet  mixture,  red  and  white  : 

All  human  beauties,  all  divine^^ 

In  my  Beloved  meet  and  fliine. 

3  White  is  his  foul,  from  blemifh  free  ; 
Red  with  the  blood  he  fhed  for  me  j 
The  faireft  of  ten  thoufand  fairs  j 

A  fun  amotigft  ten  thoufand  ftars. 

4  [His  head  the.  fineft  gold  excels  ;  , 
There  wifdom  in  perfeftion  dwells, 

And  glory  like  a  crown  adorns 
Thofe  temples  once  befet  with  thorns* 

5  Compaffions  in  his  heart  are  found,  •    \ 
Clofe  by  the  fignals  of  his  wound  : 

His  fiicred  fide  no  more.ihall  bear 
The  cruel  fcourge,  the  pierdng  fpear.] 

6  [His  hands  are  fairer  to  behold 
Than  diamonds  fet  in  rings  of  gold  ; 
Thofe  heavenly  hands,  that  on  the  tree 
Were  naU'd,  and  torn,  apd  bled  for  mc» 

K  K 


64 Hymn  7  5,  76.  B.I. 

7  Though  once  he  bow'd  his  feeble  knees. 
Loaded  with  fins  and  agonies. 

Now,  on  the  throne  of  his  command. 
His  legs  like  marble  pillars  ftand.] 

8  [His  eyes  are  majefty  and  lave. 
The  eagle  tempered  with  the  dove  ; 
No  more  fliall  tricklii?^  forrows  roll 

^  Through  thofe  dear  windows  of  his  fouL]| 

9  His  mouth,  that  pour*d  out  lon^  complaints. 
Now  fn^iles,  and  cheers  his  fainting  faints  i 
His  countenance  more  graceful  is 

Than  Lebanon  with  all  its  trees. 

10  All  over  glorious  is  my  Lord, 
Muft  be  belovM,  and  yet  ador'd  ; 
His  worth  if  all  the  nations  knew, 

Sure  the  whole  earth  would  love  him  too. 

Hymn  LXXVL     Long  Metre, 

WZ/>  in  heaven^  but  vifits  on  earths     Solo* 
mon's  Song,  vi.  i,  2,  3,  la. 

HEN  ftrangers  ftand  and  hear  me  tell 
What  beauties  in  my  Saviour  dwell ; 
Where  he  is  gone  they  fain  would  know. 
That  they  may  feek  and  love  him  too. 
My  beft  Beloved  keeps  his  throne 
On  hills  of  light,  in  worlds  unknown  ; 
But  he  defcends  and  fliows  his  face 
In  the  young  gardens  of  his  grace. 
[In  vineyards  planted  by  his  hand. 
Where  fruitful  trees  in  order  ftand  ; 
He  feeds  among  the  fpicy  beds. 
Where  lilies  fhovv  th^ir  fpotlels  heads. 


B.  L  Hymn   76,   77.  65 

4  He  has  engrofs'd  my  warmcft  love. 
No  earthly  charms  my  foul  can  move : 
I  have  a  raanfion  in  his  hearty 

Nor  death  nor  hell  fhall  make  us  part.] 

5  [He  takes  my  foul  ere  Tm  aware, 

•  f-^BJ  fliows  me  where  his  glories  are  ^ 
p^fth^^chariot  of  Amminadib 

1  The  h£?iav*nty  rapture  can  defcribe. 

6  O  may  my  fpirit  daily  rife 

On  wings  of  faith  above  the  fkies. 
Till  deatn  fliall  make  my  laft  remove^ 
To  dwcH  forever  with  my  love.3 

Hymn  LXXVII.    Long  Metre. 

The  love  of  Chrijl  to  the  churchy  in  his  language  i& 
hevy  and  proviftons  for  her.  Solomon's  Song, 
vii.  5>  6,  9>^2,  13. 

1  "VTOW,  in  the  gaU'ries  of  his  grace, 
X\l    Appears  the  King,  and  thus  he  fays,  . 
**  How  fair  my  faints  are  in  my  fight, 

•"  My  love  ho^v  pleafant  for  delight  I** 

2  Kind  is  thy  language,  fov'reign  Lord, 
There's  heavenly  grace  in  ev'ry  word  j 
From  that  dear  mouth  a  ftream  divine 
Flows  fvveeter  than  the  choiceft  wine. 

3  Such  wondrous  love  awakes  the  lip 
Of  faints  that  were  almoft  afleep. 
To  fpeak  the  praifes  of  thy  name, 
And  make  our  cold  stfeftions  flame. 

4  Thefe  are  the  joys  he  lets  us  know 
In  fields  and  villages  below  : 
Gives  us  a  relilh  of  his  love. 

But  keeps  his  nobleft  feaft  above. 


66  Hymn  77,  7».  B.  L 
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5  In  paradife,  within  the  gates. 
An  higher  entertainment  waits  ; 
Fruits  new  and  old,  laid  up  in  ftore. 
Where  we  Ihall  feed  but  thirft  no  more. 

Hymn  LXXVIII.     Lang  Metre.^ 

The  Jlrength  of  Chri/Vs  lave^  and  the  fouVs  jealoujj-  • 
of  her  own.     Solomon's  Song,  viii.  5—7,  13, 14^ 

1  \\ THO  is  this  fair  one  in  diftrefs, 

VV     That  travels  from  the  wildernefs, 
And  prels'd  with  forrows  and  with  fins. 
On  her  beloved  Lord  (he  leans  ?   • 

2  This  is  the  fpoufe  of  Chrift  our  God,  • 
Bought  with  the  treafures  of  his  blood  j 
And  her  requeft,  and  her  complaint. 

Is  but  the  voice  of  ev'ry  faint. 

3  "  O  let  my  name  engraven  (land 

"  Both  on  thy  heart  and  on  thy  hand  j 
"  Seal  me  upon  thine  arm,  and  wear 
''  That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

4  "  Stronger  than  death  thy  love  is  known, 
"Which  floods  of  wrath  could  never  drown  j 
"  And  hell  and  earth  in  vain  combine 

"  To  quench  a  fire  fo  much  divine. 

5  **  But  I  am  jealous  of  my  heart, 

"  Left  it  fhould  once  from  thee  depart ; 
"  Then  let  thy  name  be  well  impreis'd 
"  As  a  fair  fignet  on  my  breaft* 

6  «  Till  thou  haft  brought  me  to  thy  home,. 
"  Where  fears  and  doubts  can  never  come^ 
"  Thy  countenance  let  me  often  fee, 

"  And  tJften  thou  fhdt  hear  from  me.^ 


B.  L  Hymn   78,  79. 67 

7  "  Come,  my  Beloved,  hafte  away, 
**  Cut  fliort  the  hours  of  thy  delay  ; 
*^  Fly  like  a  youthful  hart  or  roe 
*^  Over  the  hills  where  fpices  grow/' 

Hymn  LXXIX.     Long  Metre. 

A  morning  hymn.   Pfalm  xix.  5,  8.  and  Ixxiii.  34, 25. 

1  /^  OD  of  the  morning,  at  whofe  voice 
VJT  The  cheerful  fun  makes  hafte  to  rife, 
And  like  a  giant  doth  rejoice    . 

To  run  his  journey  through  the  fkies  j 

2  From  the  fair  chambers  of  the  eaft 
The  circuit  of  his  race  begins. 
And,  without  wearinefs  or  reft. 

Round  the  whole  earth  he  flies  and  Ihines* 

3  Oh,  like  the  fun  may  I  fulfil 
Th'  appointed  duties  of  the  day  ^ 
With  ready  mind  and  aftive  will 
March  on- and  keep  my  heav'nly  way. 

4  [But  Ifliall  rove  and lofe  the  race. 
If  God,  my  fun,  fhould  difappear. 

And  leave  me  in  this  world's  wild  maze. 
To  follow  evVy  wand'ring  ftar.] 

5  Lord,  thy  commands  are  clean  and  pure, 
Enlightening  our  beclouded  eyes ; 

Thy  threat'nings  juft,  thy  promife  furc  j 
Thy  gofpel  makes  the  Ample  wife. 

6  Give,  me  thy  counfel  for  my  guide. 
And  then  receive  me  to  thy  blifs  \ 
All  my  defires  and  hopes  befidc 
Are  faint  and  cold,  compared  with  this* 


68  Hymn  80,  81>  B.  L 

Hymn  LXXX-     Long  Metre. 

An  evening  hymn*    Pfo.  iv.  8»  &  Hi.  5,  6.  &  cxliii.  &» 

1  »TnHUS  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on, 

X     Thus  far  his  pow'r  prolongs  my  days^ 
And  ev^^ry  evening  (hall  make  known 
Some  frefti  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  wafte. 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home  ;; 
But  he  forgives  my  follies  paft,  • 

He  gives  me  ftrength  for  days  to.  come* 

3  Flay  my  body  down  to*  lleep  ^ 
Peace  is  the  pillow  fit>r*iny  head  j 
While  well-appointed  amgels  keep' 
Their  watchftd  ftations  round  my  bed:. 

4  In  vain  the  fons  of  earth  or  hell 
Tell  me  a  thoufand  frightful  things  •;, 
My  God  in  fafety  makes  me  dwell 
Beneath  the  fhadow  of  his  wings. 

5  [Faith  in  his  name  forbids  my  fear  i 
O  may  thy  prefence  ne'er  depart ! 
And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindnefs  of  thy  heart. 

6  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  fball  come^ 
My  flefli  fhall  reft  beneath  the  ground. 
And  wait  thy  voice  to  rou£e  my  tomb^ 
With  fweet  falvation  in  the  fouad^3 

Hymn  LXXXL    Long  Metre. 

-^  Jong  for  morning  or  evening,     tam.  iii.  23.     Ifa. 
xlv.  7. 

>  TV/T^-  God,  how  endlefs  is  thy  love! 
XVX  Thy  gifts  are  ev'ry  evening  new  j 
And  morning  mercies,  from  above, 
Gently  diftil  like  early  dew. 


B.  h  Hymn  81,  82, 69 

a.  Thou  fpreadft  the  curtains^  of  the  nighty 
Great  Guardian  of  my  fleeping  hours  ;. 
Thy  fov^reign  word  reftores  the  light. 
And  quickens  all  my  drowfy  powVs. 

3  I  yield  my  pow'rs  to  thy  command  ;; 
To  thee  I  confecrate  my  days  ; 
Perpetual  bleffings  from  thine  hand 
Demand  perpetual  ibngs  of  praife^ 

**" ————————— ^ M  ■  ^  1 1   ■   II  I  » r 

Hymn  LXXXIL     Long  Metre, 

Gud  far  above   all  creatures  /   <?r,  man  vain  and 
mortaL    Job  Iv.  17 — 21.. 

1  O  HALL  the  vile  race  of  flefli  and  blood     ^ 
l^  Contend  with  their  Creator,  God  ? 
Shall  mortal  worms  prefumc  to  be 

More  hoXjy  wife,  or  juft  than  he  I 

2  Behold  he  puts  his  truft  in  none 
Of  all  the  fpirits  round  his  throne  j 
Their  natures,  when  compared  with  his^ 
Are  neither  holy,  j,uft,  nor  wife. 

J  But  how  much  meaner  things  are  they 
Who  fpring  from  duft  and  dwell  in  clay  1 
Touched  by  the  finger  of  thy  wrath,. 
We  faint  and  periih  like  the  moth, 

4  From  night  to  day,,  from  day  to  night,, 
We  die  by  thoufands  in  thy  fight  i 
Bury'd  in  duft  whole  nations  lie> 
Like  a  forgotten  vanity, 

5  Almighty  Pow'r,  to  thee  we  bow  t 

How  frail  are  we,  how.  glorious  thou  I  t 

No  more  the  fons  of  earth  (hall  dare 
With  an  eternal  God  compare^ 


79 Hymn  83,  84; B.  L 

Hymn  LXXXHL    Common  Metre. 

Affll^wm  and  death  under  providence,     ]^h  v.  fi — 8* 

1  "VJOT  from  the  duft  afflidlion  grows, 
^^    Nor  troubles  rife  by  chance  ; 
Yet  we  are  bom  to  cares'  and  woes  ; 

A  lad  inheritance ! 

2  As  fparks  break  out  from  burnfng  coals,,  . 

And  ftill  arc  upwards  borne  j 
So  grief  is  rooted  in  our  fouls. 
And  man  grows  up  to  mourn. 

3  Yet  with  my  God  I  leave  my  caufcy 

And  truft  his  promised  grace  : 
Tie  rules^tne  by  his  well-known  laws 
Of  love  and  righteoufnefs. 

4  Not  all  the  pains  that  e'er  I  bore 

Shall  fpoil  my  future  peace  ;: 
For  death  and  hell  can  do  more 
'*Sfa^n  what  my  Father  pleafe. 

HymnLXXXIV.   LongMetreJ^ 

Salvation,,  rigpteoufne/sy  and  Jirength  in  Chrifi.     £&• 
xlv..  21 — 25. 

I   JEHOVAH  fpeafcs,  let  Hrael  hear, 
J    Let  all  the  earth  rejoice  and  fear, 
While  God's  eternal  Son  proclaims 
His  fov'reign  honours  and  his  names. 

z  -"  I  am  the  Laft,  and  I  the  Firft, 
"  The  Saviour  God,  and  God  the  Juft  ; 
**  There's  none  befide  pretends  to  flxew 
"  Such  juftrce  and  falvation  too. 

3  «  [Ye  that  in  fhades  of  darknefs  dwell, 
^*  Juft  on  the  verge  of  death  and  hell, 
«  Look  up  to  me  from  diftant  lands,.  '^ 
**^iight,  life,,  and  heav'n  are  in  my  hands. 


B.I.  Hymn  84,  85.  71 
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4.  **  I  by  my  holy  Name  have  fworn, 
**  Nor  Ihall  the  word  in  vain  return, 
"  To  me  fliall  all  things  bend  the  knee, 
"  And  ev*ry  tongue  £all  fwear  to  me.J 

5  *^  In  me  alone  ihall  men  confeia 

"  Lies  all  their  ftrength  and  righteoufhefs  : 
"  But  fuch  as  dare  defjnfe  my  name, 
"  ril  clothe  them  with  eternal  fliame. 

^  "  In  mcy  the  Lord,  fhall  all  the  feed 
"  Of  Ifrael  from  their  fins  be  freed, 
"  And  by  their  ihining  graces  prove 
"  Their  int'^ceft  in  my  pard'ning  love.** 

Hymn  LXX5LV.    Short  Metre. 

The  fame.. 

1       npHE  Lord  on  high  proclaims 

JL    His  Godhead  from  his  throne ; 
"Mercy  and  juftice  are  the  names 
"By  which  I  wiU  be  known, 

^  2       "  Yc  dying  fouls,  that  fit 
"  In  darknefs  and  difi;rels, 
"  Look  from  the  borders  of  the  pit 
**  To  my  recovering  grace." 

3  Sinners  fliall  hear  the  found  } 
Their  thankful  tongues  fliall  own, 

*'  Our  righteoufhefs  and  ftrength  is  found 
"  In  thee^  the  Lord,  alone.** 

4  In  tfiee  fliall  Ifrael  trufl:. 
And  fee  their  guilt  forgiven  ;  ^ 

God  win  pronounce  the  finners  juft,  ^ 

And  take  the  iaints^  to  heav*n* 


72  Hymn  86,  87. B^ 

Hymn  LXXXVL    Common  Metre. 

Godholy^  jujl^  and  fovereign.     Job  ix.  ^a — lo. 

1  T  TOW  Ihould  the  fons  of  Adam's  race 
JTx  Be  pure  before  their  God  \ 

If  he  contend  in  righteoufnefs. 
We  fall  beneath  his  rod. 

2  To  vindicate  my  words  and  thoughts 

rU  make  no  more  pretence  ; 
Not  one  of  all  my  thoufand  faults 
Can  bear  a  juft  defence. 

3  Strong  is  his  arm^  his  heart  is  wife  ; 

What  vain  preliimers  dare 
Againft  their  Maker^s  hajid  to  rife. 
Or  'tempt  th*  unequal  war  I 

4  [[Mountains  by  his  almighty  wrath 

From  their  old  feats  are  torn  ; 
He  fhakes  the  earth  from  fouth  to  north. 
And  all  her  pillars  mourn. 

5  He  bids  the  fun  forbear  to  rife  j 

Th'  obedient  fun  forbears  : 
His  hand  with  fackclath  fpreads  the  ikies. 
And  feals  up  all  the  ftars. 

6  He  walks  upon  the  ftormy  fea  ; 

Flies  on  the  ftormy  wind  : 
There's  none  can  trace  his  wondrous  way. 
Or  his  dark  footfteps  find.] 

Hymn  LXXXVII.     Long  Metre" 

Cod  dwells  with  the  humble  and  penitent.     Ife.  Ivii. 

»5»  i6. 

%  npHUS  faith  tRe  high  and  lofty  One,- 
X     "  I  fit  upon  my  holy  throne  ; 

«  My  name  is  God,  I  dWdl  on  high, 

**  Dwell  in  my  own  eternity. 


B,  1.         Hymn  87,  88,  73 

%  ^^  But  I  defcend  to  worlds  below, 
**  On  earth  I  have  a  manfion  too  j 
**  The  humble  fpirit  and  contrite 
**  Is  an  abode  of  my  delight. 

X  ^^  The  humble  foul  my  words  revive  : 
**  I  bid  the  mourning  finner  live  j 
«  Heal  all  the  broken  hearts  I  find, 
*«  And  eafe  the  forrows  of  the  mind. 

4  []**  When  I  contend  againft  their  fin, 

**  I  make  them  know  how  vile  they've  be^n  ; 
"  But  ihould  my  wrath  forever  fmoke, 

.     "  Their  fouls  would  fink  beneath  my  ftroke." 

5  O  may  thy  pard'ning  grace  be  nigh. 
Left  \ye  flxould  faint,  defpair,  and  die  ! 
Thus  fliall  our  better  thoughts  approve 
The  methods  of  thy  chaft*ning  love.] 

rhpYMN  LXXXVIIL     Long  Metre. 

^  Life^  the  day  of  grace  and  hope.     Eccl.  ix.  4 — 6,  10. 

I  T    IFE  is  the  time  to  ferve  the  Lord, 
I  J  The  time  t'  infure  the  great  reward  j 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn. 
The  vileft  finner  may  return. 

a  [Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  giv'n 
To  'fcape  froni  hell  and  fly  to  hcav'n  j  . 
The  day  of  grace,  and  mortals  may  ^ 

Secure  the  blefllngs  of  the  day.] 

%.  The -living  know  that  they  muft  die. 

But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie  ;  '■  *y 

Their  memory  and  their  fenfe  is  gone,        ^ 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

4  [Their  hatred  and  their  love  is  loft. 
Their  envy  bury'd  in  the  duft  j 
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They  have  no  fliare  in  all  that's  done 
Beneath  the  drcuit  erf  the  fun.] 

5  Then  what  rayrthoughts  defign  to  do. 
My  hands  with  all  your  might  purfue  ; 
Since  no  device  nor  work  is  found. 

Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground* 

6  There  are  no  afts  of  pardon  pafs'd 

In  the  cold  grave,  to  which  we  hafte  ; 
But  darkne^,  death  and  long  deQ)air 
Reign  in  eternal  iilence  there. 

Hymn  LXXXIX.     Long  Metre. 

Youth  and  judgment.     Ecd.  xi.  9. 

1  "XT'E  fons  of  Adam,  vain  and  youiig, 

X     Indulge  your  eyes,  indulge  your  tongue) 
Tafte  the  delights  your  fouls  defire. 
And  give  a  loofe  to  all  your  fire. 

%  Purfue  the  pleafures  you  defign. 

And  cheer  your  hearts  whith  fongs  and  wine ; 
Enjoy  the  day  of  mirth  ;  but  know 
There  is  a  day  of  judgment  too. 

3  God  from  on  high  beholds  your  thoughts  j 
His  book  records  your  fecret  faults  : 

The  works  of  darknefs  you  have  done 
Muft  all  appear  before  the  fun. 

4  The  vengeance  to  your  follies  due 

Should  ftrike  your  hearts  with  terror  through  s 
How  will  ye  ftand  before  his  face. 
Or  anfwer  for  his  injured  grace  ? 

^  Almighty  God,  turn  oflT  thdr  eyes  ' 
From  thefe  alluring  vanities. 
And  let  the  thunder  of  thy  word 
Awake  their  fouls  to  ifear  the  Lord» 


B.  I.  Hymn  90,  91.  75 

Hymn  XC.    Common  Metre, 

The  fame. 

I  T    O,  the  young  tribes  of  Adam  rifc, 
1  J  And  through  all  nature  rove. 
Fulfil  the  wifiies  of  their  eyes. 
And  tafte  the  joys  they  love, 
a  They  give  a  loofe  to  wild  defires  % 
But  fet  the  finners  know 
The  firiA  account  that  God  requires 
Of  all  the  works  they  do. 

3  The  Judge  prepares  his  throne  on  high  j 

The  frighted  earth  and  feas 
Avoid  the  fury  of  his  eye. 
And  %e  before  his  face. 

4  How  fliall  I  bear  that  dreadful  day, 

And  (land  the  fiery  teft  ? 
I  give  all  mortal  joys  away, 
To  be  forever  bleft. 

Hymn  XCI.     Long  Metre. 

Advice  to  youth  ;  or^  old  age  and  death  in  an  uncon- 
verted Jiate.    Eccl.  xii.  1,7.    Ha.  Ixr.  ic>. 

1  'VJOW  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood, 
xN    Remember  youir  Creator,  God  : 
Behold,  the  months  come  haft^iiing  oil. 
When  you  fliall  fay,  **  My  joys  are  gone.*' 

2  Behold  the  aged  finner  goes. 
Laden  with  guilt  and  heavy  woes, 
Down  to  the  regions  of  the  dead. 
With  eUdlefs  cUrfes  on  his  head. 

3  The  duft  returns  to  du&  agaip  } 
The  foul  in  agbiiies  of  paia 
Afcends  to  God  $  tidt  there  to  dwell 
But  hears  l^er  dck)m,  aidd  finks  to 

Lt 


J 


76  Hyi^in  m,  9^,  B.!. 

*  I  »i     n*ii— *M**^wii— ^"1  ■'  ■■'■    ■'■  ■■■■'■■!     I  i  >  II  iM^m^mmmmmimmamm^fm^ 

4  Etcnial  King !  I  fear^thy  natiifc ; 
Teach  me  to  know  how  fratl  I  am ; 
And  when  my  foul  inuft  hence  remove. 
Give  nic  a  manfion  in  tSiy  |6*t. 


Hymn  XCiL    ShoA  Mdtte.  ^ 

Cbrjfi  the  Wifdom  of  Qod.    Prdv.  viil  i,  flTa.— 3«. 
I       QHALL  Wifdom  C17  ^oua,      . 
'    l3  And  not  her  fpeeCh  "be  heatd? 
The  voice  of  God's  eternii  word. 
Defer ves  it  no  regard  ? 
d       "I  was  his  chidf  deligte, 
*'  His  cverlafting  !Son, 
"  Before  the  firft  df  all  his  worJ&, 
"  Creation,  was  begun,  ^  • 

3  p*  Before  the  flying  clouds., 
"Before  the  folid  land, 

^'  Before  the  fields,  before  the  floods^ 
"  I  dwelt  at  his  right  hand. 

4  "  When  he  adorn'd  the  ikies, 
"  And  built  them,  I  was  there, 

*^  To  order  when  the  fun  jQiould  riie^ 
**  And'marlhal  evVy  ftar. 

5  *^  When  he  poured  but  the  Tea, 
"  And  fpread  the  flowing  deep, 

*^  I. gave  the  flood  a  firm  decree 
^*  In  its  own  bounds  to  keep.l 

6  "  Upon  the  empty  air, 

**  The  earth  was  balanced  wdl ; 
**  With  joy  I  faw  the  manfion  where 
•*  The  fons  of  men  fliould  dwell.^ 

7  «  My  bufy  thoughts  at  firft 
"  On  their  falvation  ran, 

"  Ere  Hn  was  born,  or  Adahi'sduft.. 
«  Was  faiObiion'^d  to  a  fean. 


Bu  I.  Hymn  93,  M.-  7:7 

8       "  Then  come^  Ijecewife  my  grac^, 
"  Ye  childrfijOj:  and  be  wife ; 
'^  Happy  tlifi  msui  rfiat  keeps  my  ways, 
**  The  man  that  fliuns  them  dies." 

Hymn  XCIII^     Long  Metre, ' 

Chrifi^  or  Wifdom  oheyeclor  rejijied.  Prov,viii*  34r-36'* 
s  npHIJS  faith  the  Wifdom  of  the  Lord, 

J[    "  Blefs'd  is  th<e  man  that  hears  my  word ; 

•*  Keeps  daily  watch  beiBore  my  gates, 

**  And  at  my  feet  for  mercy  waits. 
%  "  The  foul  that  fceks  me,  fliall  obtain 

"  Immortal  wealth,  and  heav'nly  gj^in  ; 

"  Immx!>rtal  life  is  his  rqward, 

*•  Life,  aiid  the  favour  of  the  Lord. 
3  *'  But  the  vile  wretch  that  flies  from  me, 

"  Doth  his  own  foul  an  injury ; 

**  Fools,  that  againft  my  grace  rebels 

*'  Seek  death,  and  love  the  road  to  hell.** 

Hymn  XCIV.    Common  Metre. 

yufitficaiion  by  faith ^  not  by  works  ;  or^  the  law  con- 
demns^  grace  jujiifies.     Rom.  iii.  19—22. 

1  "X  TAIN  are  the  hopes  the  fons  of  men 

\f        On  their  own  works  have  built } 
Their  hearts  by  nature  all  unclean, 
And  all  their  acttons  guilt. 

2  Let  Jew  and  Gentile  flop  their  mouths, 

Without  a  murm'ring  word. 
And  the  whole  race  of  Adam  ftand 

Guilty  before  the  Lord.  « 

3  In  vain  we  aft:  God*s  righteous  law 

To  juftify  us  now,  . 
Since  to  convince  and  to  condemn 
Is  all  the  law  can  do. 


78  Hymn  95,  96,  B.  I. 

4  Jefus,  how  glorious  is  thy  grace. 
When  in  thy  name  wc  truft  ! 
Our  faith  receives  a  righteou{he& 
That  makes  the  finner  jufi« 

Hymn  XCV.     Common  Metre* 

Regeneration.     John  i.  13.  and  iii.  3,  &c.. 

1  T^yOT  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth, 
i^      Nor  rites  that  God  has  giv*n, 
Nor  will  of  man,  nor  blood,  nor  birth^ 

Can  raife  a  foul  to  heav*n. 

2  The  IbvVeign  will  of  God  alone 

Creates  us  heirs  of  grace  ; 
Born  in  the  image  of  his  Son> 
.  A  new  peculiar  race. 

3  The  Spirit,  like  fome  heav'nly  wind 

Blows  on  the  foqs  of  flefh. 

New-models  all  the  carnal  mind. 

And  forms  the  man  afrefh* 

4  Our  quickenM  fouls  awake  and  rife 

From  the  long  fleep  of  death  i 

On  heavenly  things  we  fix  our  eyes. 

And  praife  employs  our  breath. 

Hymn  XCVL     Common  Metre* 

Eledjon  excludes  boajiing*     1  Cor.  L  26— 31- 

1  "15  UT  few  among  the  carnal  wife, 
J3     But  few  of  noble  race, 
Obtain  the  favour  of  thine  eyes. 

Almighty  King  of  grace  ! 

2  He  takes  the  men  of  meaneft  name 

For  fons  and  heirs  of  God ; 
And  thus  he  pours  abundant  ihame 
On  honourable  blood. 


B.  L  Hymk  96,   97. 79 

3  He  calls  the  fool,  and  makes  him  knoMi 

The  myft*ries  of  his  grace  ; 
To  bring  afpiring  wifdom  low. 
And  all  its  pride  abafe. 

4  Nature  has  all  its  glories  loft, 

When  brought  before  his  throne  j 
No  flelh  fliall  in  his  prefence  boaft. 
But  in  the  Lord  alone. 

Hymn  XCVIL    Long  Metre. 

Chri/i  our  Wifdom^  Right eoufnefs^  &c.     i  Cor.  i.  30^ 

I  "O  URY'D.  in  Ihadows  of  the  night, 
XJ  We  lie  till  Ghrift  reftores  the  light  j 
Wifdom  defcends  to  heal  the  blind. 
And  chafe  the  darknefs  of  the  mind. 

a:  Our  guilty  fouls  are  drown *d  in  tears, 
Till  his  atoning  blood  appears :       ' 
Then  we  awake  from  deep  diftrefs. 
And  fing,  %he  Lord  our  Righieoufnejs. 

3 :  Our  very^  frame  is  mix'd  with  fin. 
His  Spirit  makes  our  natures  clean  ; 
Such  virtues  from  his  fuff'^rings  flow. 
At  once  to  cleanfe  and  pardon  too. 

4  Tcfus  beholds^  where  Satan  reigns, 
feinding.his  flaves  in  heavy  chains  ;  .      > 
He  fets  the  prisoners  free,  and  breaks 

The  iron  ^bondage  from  our  necks* 

5  Poor  helplefs  worms  in  thee  poffefs 
Grace,-  wifdom,  pow'r  and  righteoufnefe  ^ 
Thou  art  our  mighty  All,  and  we 
Give  our.  whole  felves^  O  Lord^  to  thee. 


J 
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Hymn  XCVHI,     Short  Metre; 

The  fame. 

1  T  TOW  heavy  is  the  night 
JTjL  That  hangs  upon  our  eyes^ 

Tin  Chrill  with  his  reviving  Jight 
Over  our  fouls  arife  ! 

2  Our  guilty  fpirits  dread 

To  meet  the  wrath  of  Heaven  ; 
But,  in  his  righteoufnefs  array'd^  ^ 

We  fee  our  fins  forgiven. 
2      Unholy  and  impure 

Are  all  our  thoughts  and  ways  ;; 
His  hands  infeded  nature  Cure 
With  fanctifying  grasce.^ 
4      The  pow'rs  of  hell  agree 
To  hold  our  fouk  in  vaAQ.;t 
He  fets  the  fons  of  bondage  fre^ 
And  breaks  the  curfed  el^in*^ 
*5       Lord,  we  adore  thy  ways,. 
To  bring  us  near  to  God  \. 
Thy  fov'reign  pow'r^  thy  healing  gra^fiv. 
And  thine  atoning  blood. 

Hymn  XCIX.     Common  Metre. 

^tmes  modi  children  of  Abrahcm  i  qp^  grace  not  con^ 

veyed  hy  religious  parents.    Matt^  iii.  9. 
1  IT  TAIN  are  the  hopes  that  rebels  place 
\^     Upon  their  birth  and  blood, 
Defcended  from  a  pious  race^ 
(Their  fathers  now  with  God.) 
a  He  from  the  caves  of  earth  and  hell 
Can  take  the  hardeft  ftones, 
/Lnd  fill  the  houfe  of  Abraham  well 
With  new-created  fons. 


B.I.         Hymn  100,  101.  81 
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3  Such  wondrous  pow'r  dotfi  he  poflefs,^ 

Who  form'd  our  mortal  frame. 
Who  call'd  the  world  from  emptinefs  j 
The  world  obey'd,  and  came» 

Hymn  C.     Long  Metre. 

Believe^  and  befavecL    John  iii*^  1 6—  1 8.. 

1  IVJOT  to  condemn  the  fons  of  men 
XN    Did  Chrift  the  Son  of  God  appear  ; 
No  weapons  in  his  hands  are  feen, 
No  flaming  fword,  nor  thunder  there* 

a  Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 
He  lov'd  the  race  of  man  fo  weH,, 
He  fent  his  Son  to  bear  oiir  load 
Of  fins^  and  fave  our  fouls  from  hclL 

;j  Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour'is  word, 
Truft  in  his  mighty  name,  and  live  ; 
A  thoufand  joys  his  lips  afiR)rd, 
His  hands  a  thoufand  tdeiSngs  gn^» 

4  But  vengeance  and  damnation  lies 
On  rebels  who  refufe  hiis  grace  ; 
Who  God's  eternai  Son  delpife,. 
The  hotteft  hell  fhaJl  be  their  place.. 

Hymn,  CL    Long  Metre. 

Joy  in  heaven  for  a  repentingjinner^    Luke  xv.  7,  10, 

1  "WIT  THO  can  defcribe  the  joys  that  rife, 
VV     Through  all  the  courts  of  paradife. 
To  fee  a  prodigal  return, 
To  fee  an  heir  of  glory  born  ? 

a  With  joy  tke  Father  doth  approve 
The  fruit  of  his  eternal  love  j 
The  Son  with  joy  looks  down  and  fees 
The  purchafc  of  his  agonies. 


82  Hymn  101,  10^.         B,  L 

3  The  Spirit  takes  delight  to  view 
The  holy  fcKil  he  formM  anew  ; 
And  faints  and  angels  Join  to  fing 
The  growing  empire  of  their  King. 

Hymn  CII.     Long  Metre. 

The  beatitudes-^     Matt.  v.  2— 1.2, 

1  T3  LEST  are.  the  humble  foula  that  fee 
X3  Their  emptinefs  and  poverty  ;. 
Treafures  of  grace  to  them  are  giv'n,. 
And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heaven. 

2  Blefs'd  are  the  ipea  of  broken  heart. 
Who  mourn  for  fin  with  inward  fmart  j; 
The  blood  of  Chrift  divinely  flows^ 

A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes* 

3  filefs'd  are  the  meek,  who  ftand  afar 
From  rage  and  pafl5-on,  noife  and  war  y 
God  will  fecufe  their  happy  ftate. 
And  plead  their  eaufc  againft  the  great. 

4  Blefs'd  are  the  fouls  that  thirft  for  grace,, 
-Hunger  and' long  for  righl*,oufnefs  ;. 

They  (hall  be  well  fupplyM  and  fed 
With  living  flreams  and  living  breads. 

5  Blefs'd  are  the  men  whofe  bowels  move 
And  melt  with  fympathy  and  love ; 
From  €hrift  the  Lord  fhall  they,  obtain' 
Like  fympathy  and  love  again. 

6  Blefs'd  are  the  pure,  whofe  hearts  are  cleW: 
From  the  defiling  pow'r  of  fin  ; 

With  endlefs  pleafure  they  fhail  fee 
A  God  of  fpotiefe  purity. 


B.  L       Hymn   103,  104, S3 

7  Blefs'd  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 
Who  quench  the  coak  of  growing  ftrife } 

/  They  ftaU  be  callM  the  heirs  of  blife. 
The  fons  of  God,  the  God  of  peace. 

8  Blefe'd  are  the  fuflPrers,  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  {hame  for  Jefus'  fake  ; 
Their  fouls  Ihall  triumph  in  the  Lord  ; 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 

Hymn  CHL     Common  Metre. 

Not  ajhamed  of  the  gofpeL     2  Tim.'  i.  12. 
I   T'M  not  afliam'd  to  own  my  Lord, 
Jl  Or  to  defend  his  caufe. 
Maintain  the  honour  of  his  word. 
The  glory  of  his  crofs. 

a  Jefus,  my  God !  I  know  his  name ; 
His  name  is  all  my  truft  : 
Nor  will  he  put  my  foul  to  fhame, 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  loft. 

3  Hrm  as  his  throne  his  promife  ftands. 

And  he  can  well  fecure 
What  Pve  committed  to  his  hands. 
Till  the  decifive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  own  my  worthlefs  name 

Before  his  Father*s  face. 
And  in  the  new  Jerufalem 
Appoint  my  foul  a  place. 

Hymn  CIV.     Common  Metre/ 

A  Jiate  of  nature  and  of  grace*     i  Cor.  vi,  10,  1 1» 
I  T^JOT  the  malicious,  or  profane, 

X^    The  wanton  or  the  proud. 

Nor  thieves,  nor  fland^rers,  ihall  obtain  J 

The  kingdom  of  our  God.  \ 


S^ Hymn  104,  105.         B.  L 

2  Surprifing  grace !  aad  fhch  were  we 

By  nature  and  by  fin^ 

Heirs  of  immortal  mifery. 

Unholy  and  unclean* 

3  But  we  arc  walh'd  in  Jeftis*  l)loodf. 

We're  pardon'd  through  his  name  ; 
And  the  good  Spirit  of  our  God 
Has  fanftify'd  our  frame, 

4  O  for  a  perfcvering  pow'r 

To  keep  thy  juu  commands  t 
We  would  defile  our  hearts  no  wore, 
No  more  pollute  our  hands* 

Hymn  CV.     Common  Metee. 

Heaven  invifible  and  hdy*     i  Cor.  ii.  9,  lo.     Rer» 
xxi.  27, 

XAI    Nor  fenfe  nor  reafon  known^ 
What  joys  the  Father  has  prepared 
Fpr  thofc  that  love  the  Son. 

a  But  the  good  Spirit  of  the  Lord 
Reveals  a  heaven  to  come  : 
The  beams  of  glory  in  his  word 
Allure  and  guide  us  home. 

3  Pure  are  the  joys  above  the  fky, 

And  all  the  region  peace  j 
No  wanton  lips^  nor  envious  eye 
Can  fee  or  taite  the  bliis. 

4  Thofe  holy  gates  forever  bar 

Pollution,  fin  and  fliame  ; 
None  (hall  obtain  admittance  there^ 
But  followers  of  the  Lamb. 


B,  I.        Hymn  ^6,  107,  ^5 

5  He^eeps  tkc  Father's  hook  of  lifjf. 
There  all  their  names  are  found  ; 
The  ^hypocrite  in  vain  Ihall  "firlve 
To  tread  ^he  heavenly  ^rdund« 

Hyu*  C¥I.     Short  Metre. 

Dead  to  Jin  by  the  crpfsAf  Cbriji.    ^ooi.  vi,  i>  2,  6. 
X       ^H ALL  we  :gp  on  to  fin^ 

1^  Becaufe  thy  grace  abounds  ? 
Or  crucify  the  Lord  again. 
Arid  open  all  his  wounds  ?  • 
%      Forbid  it,  mighty  God  \ 
Nor  let  it  e'er  be  faid. 
That  we,  ^hofe  fins  are  crtjpify*d, 
.Should  raife  them  from  the  dead. 
3       We  will  be  flaves  no  more, 
Since  Chrift  hath  made  us  free. 
Has  naird  our  tyrants  to  his  crols, 
And  bought  Our  liberty. 

Hymn  CVIL     Long  Metre. 

The  fall  and  recovery  of  man  ;  or^  Chri/i  and  "Satan  at 
enmity.  ^Gen.  lii.  i,  15, 17^  GaLiv.4.  Cdl.ii.  15. 

1  TTVECEIVD  by  fubtle  fnarfes  of  hell, 

1  3  Adam  our  head,  our  father,  fell ; 
When  Satan,  in  the  ferpent  bid. 
Proposed  the  fruit  that  God  forbid. 

2  Death  was  the  threatening  :  death  began 
To  take  poffeflion  of  the  tnan  ; 

His  unborn  race  received  the  wound. 
And  hea^^y  curfes  fmote  the  ground. 

3  But  Satan  found  a  worfe. reward  ; 
Thus  faith  the  vengieanee  of  the  Lord, 
*'  Let  everlafting  hatred  be 

**  Betwixt  the  "woraan's  feed  and  thee. 
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I.      I       ■  ■    I  1^    I    ■  ■ II- 

4  **  The  woman's  feed  fliall  be  my  Soft  ; 

*«  He  fliall  deftf oy  what  thou  haft  done ; 
^*  Shall  break  thy  head,  and  only  feel 
**  Thy  malice  raging  at  his  heel.*' 

5  [[He  fpake— and  bid  four  thoufand  yeafs 
Roll  on  ; — at  length  hi$  Son  appears  ^  / 
Angels  with  joy  defcend  to  earth. 

And  fing  the  young  Redeemer's  birth* 

6  Lo !  by  the  fons  of  hell  he  dies  ; 

3ut,  as  he  hung  'twixt  earth  and  flues. 
He  gave  their  prince  a  fatal  blow. 
And  triumph'd  o'er  the  pow'rs  below.] 

Hymn  CV4[II.     Short  Metre* 

Chri/i  un/een  and  beloved,     i  Pet.  i.  8. 

I       TVT^^  ^^^^  ^^^  mortal  eyes 
X^    Have  we  beheld  the  Lord  ; 
Yet, we  rejoice  to  hear  his  name, 
Aiid  love  him  in  his  word. 

a      On  earth  we  want  the  fight 
Of  our  Redeemer's  face  ; 
Yet, J.ord,  our  inmoft  thoughts  delight 


^o  dwell  upon  thy  grace* 
./Arid 


^ 


^^nd  when  we  tafte  thy  love, 
VOur  joys  divinely  grow 
.ITnfpeakable,  like  thofe  above, 
**  And  heav'n  begins  below. 


^  N-'  Hymn  CIX.     Long  Metre. 

v/  25^  vahte  of  Cbrj/i^  and  hts  rigbteimfnefs. 
■^//  iii.  7,  8,  9, 

/       1>|   Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done  i 

I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
-^       To  truft  the  iticrits  of  thy  Son. 


Phil. 


i 
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12  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name^ 
^     What  was  my  gain,  I  count  my  lofs  : 

My  former  pride  I  call  my  fh^me. 

And  nail  my  glory  to  his  crofs. 

^  3  Yes,  and  I  niuft  and  will  efteem 
All  things  but  lofe  for  Jefus*  fake  : 
O  may  my  foul  be. found  in  hini, 
And  of  his  righteoufneis  partake. 

.  ^  The  beft  obedience  of  my  hands 
^      Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne  ; 
But  faith  can  anfwer  thy  demands, 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

Hymn  CX.     Common  Metre. 

Death  and  immediate  glory.     2  Cor.  v.  i,  5,  8. 

I   npHERE  is  a  houfe  not  made  with  hands^ 
I     Eternal  and  on  high  ; 
And  here  my  fpirit  waiting  ftands. 
Till  God  ihall  bid  it  fly. 

a  Shortly  this  prifon  of  my  cjay 
Muft  be  diflblv'd  and  fall  j 
Then,  O  my  foul,  with  joy  obey 
Thy  heav'nly  Father'^  call.  - 

3  'Tis  he,  by  his  almighty  grace. 

That  forms  thee  fit  for  heaven  j 
AncI,  as  an  earneft  of  the  plac^ 
Has  his  ^wn  Spirit  giv'n. 

4  We  walk  by  faith  of  joys  to  oome  j 

Faith  lives  upon  his  word  j 
But  while  the  body  is  our  home, 
We're  abfent  from  the  Lord. 

.Mm 
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5  'Tis  plcafant  to  believe  thy  grace. 
But  we  had  rather  fee  j 
We  would  be  abfcnt  from  the  fleflb, 
And  prefent,  Lord,  with  thee. 

Hymn  CXI.     Common  Metre.    • 

Sahafion  by  gracf.     Titus  iii.  ^^7', 

X  [T    ORD,  we  confefs  our  num*rotis  faults, 
1  J  How  great  our  guilt  has  been  ! 
Foolifh  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts, 
And  all  our  lives  were  fin. 

a  But,  O  my  foul,  forever  praife. 
Forever  love  his  name,  ' 
Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dang'tous  ways 
Of  folly,  fin,  and  fhame,] 

3  ['Tis  not  by  works  of  righteoufnefs. 

Which  our  own  hands  have  done ; 
But  we  are  fav'd  by  fov'reign  grace. 
Abounding  through  his  Son!j 

4  *Tis  from  the  mercy  of  our  God 

That  all  our  liopcs  begin  ; 
'Tis  by  the  water  and  the  blood 
Our  fouls  are  wafli'd  from  fin* 

5  *Tis  through  the  purcbafe  of  his  death 

Who  hung  upon  the  tree. 
The  Spirit  is  fent  down  to  breathe 
On  fuch  dry  bones  as  we, 

6  Rais'd  from  the  dead,  we  live  anew  j 

And,  juftify'd  by  grace. 
We  (hall  appear  in  glory  too. 
And  fee  our  Father's  face. 
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Hymn  CXH.     Common  Metre. 

T/je  brazen  ferpent ;  or^  looking  to  Jefus.    Joha  iii. 
14 — 16. 

I     C!  O  did  the  Hebrew  prophet  raife 
|[^  The  brazen  ferpent  liigh  ; 
The  wounded  felt  immediate  eafe. 
The  camp  forbore  to  die. 

ct,  **  Look  upward  in  the  dying  hour, 
*^  And  live/*  the  prophet  cries  ; 
But  Chrift  performs  a  nobler  curc^ 
When  faith  lifts  up  her  eyes. 

3  ,High  on  the  crofs  the  Saviour  hun^  ^  • 

'High  in  the  heav*ns  he  reigns ; 
Here  finners,  by  th*  old  ferpent  ftung, 
.  Look,  and  forget  their  pains. 

4  When  God's  own  Son  is  lifted  up, 

A  dying  world  revives ; 
The  Jew  beholds  the  glorious  hppe,. 
Th'  expiring  Gkntiie  Hves. 

Hymn  CXHL    Common  Metre.. 

Abraham^ s  bUJfmg  on  the  Gentiles.     Gen.  xvii.  7. 
Rom-  xy.  8.     Mark  x.  14. 

1  TT  OW  large  the  promifc  !  how  divine, 
JTx     To  Abraham  and  his  feed ! 

«  ril  be  a  God  to  thee  and  thine, 
^«  Supplying  all  their  need/' 

2  The  words  of  his  extenfive  love 

From  age  to  age  endure ;. 
The  Angel  of  the  covenant  proves. 
And  feals  t*he  blelUngs,  fure. 

3  Jefus  the  ancient  faith  confirnis. 

To  our  great  fathers  giv'n  j 
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He  takes  yoking  children  to  Kis  arms. 

And  calls^^Jkem  heirs  of  hcav'n. 
4  Our  God,  how  faithfpl  are  his  ways ! 

His  love  endures  the  fame  ; 
Nor  from  the  promife  of  his  grace 

Blots  out  the  children's  name. 

-■-■'•  ■      -  •       . 

Hymn  CXIV.     Common  Metre. 

The  fame.     Romans  xi.  i6,  17. 

1  r^  ENTILES  by  nature,  we  belong 
VJT  To  the  wild  olive  wood  j 
Grace  takes  us  from  the  barren  tree. 

And  grafts  us  in  the  good. 

2  With  the  fame  bleffings,  grace  endows 

The  Gentile  and  the  Jew  ; 

If  pure  and  Ijoly  be  the  root, 

Such  are  the  branches  too. 

3  Then  let  the  children  of  the  faints      ' 

Be  dedicate  to  God  j 
Pour  out  thy  Spirit  on  them,  Lord, 
And  walH  them  in  thy  blood. 

4  Thus  to  the  parents  and  their  feed 

Shall  thy  falvation  come. 
And  numerous  houfeholds  meet  at  laft 
In  one  eternal  home.  ^ 


Hymn  CXV.     Common  Metre. 

Conviilion  of  fin  by  the  law.     Romans  vii.   8,  9^ 

14?  24. 
I   T     ORD,  how  fecure  my  confcience  was, 
\  J   And  felt  no  inward  dread  ! 
I  was  alivd  without  the  law. 

And  thought  my  fins  were  dead. 
%  My  hopes  of  heav'n  were  firm  and  bright  ; 
But,  fince  the  piecept  came 
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With  a  convincing  pow'r  and  light, 
I  find  how  vile  I  am. 

3  C^y  g^^'^  appeared  but  fmall  before. 

Till  terribly  I  faw 
How  perfeft,  holy,  juft,  and  pure. 
Was  thine  eternaJ  law. 

4  Then  felt  my  foul  the  heavy  load  j 

My  fins  reviv*d  again  j 
I  had  provoked  a  dreadful  God, 
And  all  my  hopes  were  flain.J 

5  Fm  like  a  helplefe  captive  fold, 

Under  the  pow'r  of  fin  ; 
I  cannot  do  the  good  I  would, 
Nor  keep  my  confcience  clean. 

6. My  God,  I  cry  with  every  breath 
For  fome  kind  pow'r  to  fave. 
To  break  the  yoke  of  fin  and  death. 
And  thus  redeem  the  flave. 

Hymn  CXVI-     Long  Metre. 

Love  to  God  and-  our  neighbour.    Matt.  xxii.  37—40. 

h  nnHUS  faith  the  firft,  the  great  command 
X     "  I^  ^1  thy  inward  powers  unite 

"To  love  thy  Maker  and  thy  God, 

**  With  utmoft  vigpur  and  delight, 
a  "  Then  fiiall  tfiy  neighbour  next  in  place 

<*  Share  thine  affeftion  and  efteem  j. 

"  And  let  thy  kindnefe  to  thyfelf 

"  Meafiirc  and  rule  thy  love  to  him.** 

3  This  is  the  fenfe  that  Mofes  fpoke. 
This  did  the  prophets  preach  and  prove  ;; 
For  want  of  this  the  law  is  broke, 
Andthe  whok  law's  fulfill'd  by  Iqv?* 
M  M  a 
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4  But  oh !  how  baie  our  pathons  are 
How  cold  our  charity  and  zeal ! 
Lord,  fill  our  fouls  with  hcav'nly  fi 
Or  we  fliall  ne'er  perform  thy  will 

Hymn  CXVII.    Long  i 

Ekilion  fovenign  and  free.     Romans 

1  [Tl  EHOLD  the  potter  and  the  c 

jj'  He  forms  his  veflels  as  he  pi 
Such  is  our  God ;  and  fuch  are  w< 
The  fubjeds  of  his  juft  decrees. 

2  Doth  not  the  workman's  power  e: 
0*er  all  the  maf^,  which  part  tp  cl 
And  mould  it  for  a  nobler  end. 
And  which  to  leave  for  viler  ufe  f 

May  not  the  fov'reign  Lord  on  hij 

Difpenfe  his  favours  as  he  \nll  j 
Choofe  fomc  to  Hfe^  while  others  i 
And  yet  be  juft  and  gracious  Hill  ? 

[What  if»  to  make  his  terror  kno^ 
He  lets^his  patience  long  endure, 
Suff'ring  vile  rebcU  to  go  on^ 
And  ieal  their  own  dellrudion  fui 

What  if  he  means  to  fhew  his  grai 
And  his  eleding  love  employs 
To  tnark  out  fome  of  mortal  race, 
And  form  them  fit  for  heav'nly  jc 

Shall  man  reply  againft  the  Lord, 
And  call  his  Maker *^  ways  unjuft^ 
The  thunder  of  wh.ofe  dreadful  w 
Car*  crufh  a  thoutmd  worlds  to  d 
But,  O  my  foul,  if  trutJi  fo  brighl 
Should  daxzle  and  confound  thy  ; 


/ 
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Yet  ftill  his  written  will  obey. 
And  wait  the  great  decifive  day. 

8  Then  he  Ihall  make  his  juftice  known. 
And  the  whole  world,  before  his  throne. 
With  joy  or  terror  (hall  confefs 
The  glory  of  his  righteoufnefe^ 

Hymn  CXVIII.     Short  Metre. 

Mofes  and  Chri/i  ;  or^  Jin  againji  the  law  and  gofpL 
John  i.  17.    Heb*  iii*  3,  5,  6,  and  x.  38,  ag. 

I       'TP HE  law  by  Mofes  came; 

X     But  peace  and  truth  and  love 
Were  brought  by  Chrift  (a  nobler  name) 
Defcending  from  above*         — ^ 

%      Amidft  the  houfe  of  God 

Their  different  works  were  done  j 
'Mofes  a  faithful  fervant  ftood. 
But  Chrift  a  faithful  Son. 

3  Then  to  his  new  commands 
Be  ft  ricl.  obedience  paid;.  - 

O'er  all  his  Father's  houfe  he  ftandi* 
The  Sovereign  and  the  Head^ 

4  -  The  man  that  durft  defpife 

The  law  that  Mofes  brought^ 
Behold  !:  how  terribly  he  dies 
For  his  prqfumpt'ous  fault,. 

5  But  forer  vengeance  falls; 
On  that  rebellious  race^ 

Who  hate  to.  hear  when  Jefus  cafls>. 
And  dare  refill  his  grace.. 
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Hymn  CXIX.    Common  Metre* 

The  different  fuccefs  of  the  gofpeh     i  Cor.  i.  23,  24. 
2  Cor»  ii.  16.     1  Cor.  iii.  6,  7. 

I   ATlHRIST  and  his  crofs  are  all  our  theme  j 
V>l  The  myft*ries  that  we  fpeak 
Are  fcandal  in  the  Jews*^  efteem, 
And  folly  to  the  Greek. 

.  2  But  fouls  enlightened  from  above. 
With  joy  receive  the  word  j 
They  fee  what  wifdom^  pow*r  and  love- 
Shine  in  their  dying  Lord. 

3  The  vital  favour  of  his  name 

Reftores  their  fainting  breath  ;. 
But  unbelief  perverts  the  iame 
To  guilt,  defpair  and  death. 

4  Till  God  diffiife  his  graces  down,. 

Like  fliow'rs  of  heavenly  rain. 
In  vain  Apollos  fows  the  ground. 
And  Paul  may  plant  in  vain. 

J-  I         -  I         ■        IN         II  11''  II  I  I  I        I  I 

Hymn  CXX.     Gommori  Metre* 

JPaith  of  things  unfeen.     Heb.  xi*.  i,  3,  8,  lo. 

1  T7A1TH  is  the  brighteft  evidence 
Jt/    Of  things  beyond  our  fight. 

Breaks  through  the  clouds  of  fiefii  and  &nfe,. 
And  dwells  in  heav'nly  light. 

2  It  fets  times  paft  in  prefent  view,. 

•^Brings  diftant  profpedfcs  home. 
Of  things  a  thoufand  years  ago. 
Or  thoufand  years  to  corner 

5  By  faith  we  know  the  worlds  were  made 
By  God's  almi^ty  word : 


B.  1.        Hymn  121,  122,  95 

Abraham,. to  unknown  countries  led. 
By  faith  obey'd  the  Lord. 

4  He  fought  a  city,  fair  and  high, 
Built  by  th*  eternal  hands  ; 
And  faith  affures  us,  though  w^  die. 
That  heavenly  building  ftands. 

Hymn  CXXI.     Common  Metre. 

Children  devoted  to  G^d.     Gen.  xvii.  7,  lo.     Afts 
xvi.  14,  15,  33. 

(For  thofe  who  pradbife  Infant  Baptifm.)         ' 

I  »T^HUS  faith  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
X     "  I'll  be  a  God  to  thee  ; 
**  ril  blefs  thy  numerous  raCe,  and  they 
"  Shall  be  a  feed  for  me/' 
s  Abraham  believM  the  promisM  grace. 
And  gave  his  fons  to  God  J 
But  water  feals  the  bleffing  now. 
That  once  was  fealM  with  blood. 

3  Thus  Lydia  fanftifyM  her  houfe. 

When  Ihe  received  the  word ; 
Thus  the  believing  jailer  gave 
His  houfehold  to  the  Lord. 

4  Thus  later  faints,  Eternal  King  I 

Thine  ancient  truths  embrace  ; 
To  thee  their  infant  offspring  bring. 
And  humbly  claim  the  grace. 

Hymn  CXXII.     Long  Metre. 

Believers   buried  with   Chriji   in   baptifm.       Rom. 

vi.  3,  &c* 
I  T^O  wc  not  know  that  folemn  word, 

X^  That  we  are  bury'd  with  the  Lord  ; 

Baptized  into  his  death,  and  then 

Put  off  the  body  of  our  fm  I 
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2  Our  fouls  receive  diviner  breath, 
Rais'd  from  corruption,  guilt,  and  death  : 
So  from  the  grave  did  Chrift  arife,. 
And  lives  to  God  above  the  Ikies. 

3  No  more  let  fin  or  Satan  reign 
Over  our  mortal  flefli  again ; 
The  various  lulls  we  ferv'd  before, 
Shall  have  dominion  now  no  more. 

Hymn  CXXHI.     Common  Metre. 

The  repenting  prodigal.    Luke  xv.  13,  &c/ 

I  T>  EHOLD  the  wretch,  whofe  luft  and  wiac 
X3  ttas  wafted  his  eftate  ; 
He  begs  a  fhare  amongft  the  fwine. 
To  tafte  the  hulks  they  eat  T 

a  **  I  die  with  hunger  here,**  he  cries  ; 
**  I  ftarve  in  foreign  lands  ; 
**  My  Father's  houfe  has  large  fuppiies, 
*'  And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 

3  *^  FU  go,  and  with  a  mournful  toague 

"  Fall  down  before  his  face  ; 
*^  Father,  Fvfe  done  thy  juftice  wrong, 
**  Nor  can  deferve  thy  grace.** 

4  He  faid-r-|^nd  haften*d  to  his  home. 

To  feek?his  Father's  love  } 
The  Father  faw  the  rebel  come. 
And  all  his  bowels  move. 

^  He  ran,  and  fell  upon  his  neck, 
Embrac*d  and  kife*d  hb  fon  ; 
The  rebePs  heart  with  forrow  brake. 
For  follies  he  had  done. 

6  «  Take  off  his  clothes  of  fliame  and  fin/^ 
(The  Father  gives  command) 
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"  Drefs  him  in  garments  white  and  clean, 
"  With  rings  adorn  his  hand. 

7  "A  day  of  feafting  I  ordain  ; 
'*  Let  mirth  and  joy  abound  ; 
"  My  fon  was  dead,  and  lives  again^ 
"  Was  loft,  and  now  is  found/* 

Hymn  CXXIV.     Long  Metre. 

Tbejirji  andfecand  Adam^     Rom.  v.  12,  &c. 

I   Tr\EEP  in  the  duft,  before  thy  throne, 
JL/  Our  guilt  and  our  difgrace  we  own : 
Great  God!  we  own  th' unhappy  name. 
Whence  fprung  our  nature  and  our  Ihame. 

a  Adam  the  finner  :  At  his  fall. 
Death,  like  a  conqueror,  feiz^d  us  all ; 
A  thoufand  new-born  babes  ate  dead^ 
By  fatal  union  to  their  head. 

3  But  whilft  our  fpirits,  fiU'd  with  awe, 
Behold  the  terrors  of  thy  law. 

We  fing  the  honours  of  thy  grace. 
That  fent  to  fave  our  ruin*d  race. 

4  We  fing  thine  everlafting  Son,    -^ 
Who  join'd  our  nature  to  his  own  ; 
Adam  the  fecond,  from  the  duft 
Raifes  the  ruins  of  the  firft. 

5  [By  the  rebellion  of  one  man, 
Through  all  his  feed  the  mifchief  ran  ; 
And  by  one  man's  obedience  now. 
Are  all  his  feed  made  righteous  too. 

6  Where  fin  did  reign  and  death  abound. 
There  have  the  fons  of  Adam  found 
Abounding  life  ;— -there  glorious  grace 
RcigUfi  throngh  the  Lord  wx  ri^uovihd&O 
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Hymn  CXXV.     Common  Metre. 

Chris's  compajfton  to  the  weak  and  tempted.     Heb,  iv, 
15,  16,  and  V.  7.     Matt.  xii.  20. 

1  m  m  TITH  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

YY        Of  our  High  Prieft  above  j. 
His  heart  is  mSde  of  tendernefs. 
His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

2  Touched  with  a  fympathy  within. 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 
He  knows  what  fore  temptations  mean, 
For  he  has  felt  the  fame. 

3  But  fpotlefs,  innocent  and  pure 

The  great  Redeem'er  ftood. 

While  Satan's  fiery  darts  he  bore. 

And  did  refill  to  blood. 
a 

4  He  in  the  days  of  feeble  flefh 

Pour*d  out  his  cries  and  tears. 
And  in  his  meafure  feds  afrelh 
What  every  member  bears. 

5  [He'll  never  quench  the  fmoaking  flax. 

But  raife  it  to  a  flame : 
The  bruifed  reed  he  never  breaks. 
Nor  fcorns  the  meaneft  name.] 

6  Then  let  our  humble  faith  addrefs 
_  _  His  mercy  and  his  pow*r  ; 

We  fhall  obtain  delivering  grace 
In  the  diftrefling  hour. 

Hymn  CXXVI.    Long  Metre. 

Charity  and  uncharitablenefs.      Rom.  ?:iv.   17,  ig. 

I  Cor.  X.  32. 
I  ]^^'^  different  food,  nor  diflPrcnt  dreis, 
1^    Compofe  the  kingdom  of  our  Lord, 


B,  h  Hymn  127,  99 

But  peace,  and  joy,  a-nd  righteoufnefs. 
Faith,  and  obedience  to  his  word, 

2  When  Weaker  Chriftians  We  defpife. 
We  do  the  gbfpel  mighty  wrong ; 
For  God,  the  gracious  and  the  wife. 
Receives  the  feeble  with  the  ftrongi 

3  Let  pride  and  wrath  be  banifli'd  hen^e^ 
Meeknefs  and  love  our  fouls  purfue ; 
Nor  fliali  our  practice  give  offence 

To  faints,  the  Gtentilcj  or  the  Jew. 


c 


Hymn  C^^XVlI.    tong  Metre. 

Cbri/Vs  invitation  to  Jtnners  ;  or ^  humility  and  pride ^ 
Matt,  xi.  28—30. 

lOME  hither,  all  ye  weary  fouls, 
I  ".  Ye  heavy  laden  finncrsj  come  : 
*^  Pil  give  you  reft  from  all  your  toils, 
"And  raifc  you  to  my  heav'nly  home. 

%  «  They  fhallfind  feft  that  learn  of  me  ; 
*'  Fm  of  i  liieek  and  lowly  mind  j       ' 
"  But  paffion  tages  like  the  fea,  \ 

**  And  pride  is  reftlels  as  the  wind. 

3  "  BlefsM  is  the  man  whofe  fiioulders  take 
"  My  yoke j  and  bear  it  with  delight  j 

"  My  yoke  is  eafy  to  his  neck, 

^  My  grace  ftiall  miike  the  burden  light.*' 

4  Jefus,  we  come  at  thy  command  j 
With  faith^  and  hope,  Jtnd  humble  zeal^ 
Refign  our  fptrits  to  thy  hand,      *^"~  ^^ 
To  moxild  smd  guide  us  at  thy  will* 

N  N 


^lOO                mMNl2^j^^^^^^^| 

I    HvMM  cxxvin. 

Lo 

^^1 

^^^Jl^.'               cmmj0m  ;  ^r. 

M^ 

^^^^H 

1^1 

HT    «  1              be  TavM  th 

B 

■       "  liu  iiiall  be  damn'a  th 

^^ 

^^^^^^     itrTf^i 

*^^^l 

^^^  '^  By  ail  the  worr 

^ 

^^^r  "By  ail  the  woiu 

^J 

^B   5  **Go  heal  the  Ccl.,  .^.  . 

^H 

^H        **  Gf>  caft  out  dcviU  in  ti 

^1 

^B 

B 

■ 

H    4  H^Tcach  all  the  natim?  r 

1 

^B        **rm  wth  you  till  t! 

1 

^H    5  He  fpake^^nd  V^^hi  ^ 
■         On  n  ' 

J 

■        Tl:- 

^H 

^        T:.. 

I 

1        HymnCX^^  "^ 

r  .,-.,-. 

1 

^H     Submjjfmi  n^td  .  z' 

J 

^■^       He  nrall  reftnre  v 

1 

^B         Or  grant  you  bk 

B 

^M    a  So  Abr.ih*m,  wit 

fl 

^B         Lc*i  rorth  his  ibr^^^^^ 

^^^ 

^^H 

1. 


'W 


ull  in  the  1 

1 

Hymn  CX^': 
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4  Tender  and  kind  be  all  our  ihoiigtits  ; 
Through  ^  our  Vi\c%  let  mercy  run 


So  God  fr 
i^or  the  dc 


Hymn  CXXXL     Long  Metre. 

The  pfjorifge  and  publican,    Luke  xviii.  10,  &c, 
1  T>  ETiOLO  how  finners  difagree, 
rV  Thcpublicaa  and  Eharilte  j 


-  132. 

dodi  (lis  righteaurnefs  prodai 
LOthcr  ov 


I 


n 


Lnrd  tlji  ir  dlfTrent  Ungaaire  \:nc\i  , 
And  rs  he  bcftov 

'hilft  on  lir    , 

Dear  Father,  let  inc  e 

Join*d  with  the  c  ; 

1  have  no  merits  k^  iuv  u^.  i.. 
But  plead  the  fufiVings  of  thy  Son, 

Hymn  CXXXII.     Long  Metre. 

Holine/s  and  grace*     Titus  ii,  jo— !  ? 

SO  let  our  lips  and  lives  e^nprefs 
The  holy  gofpd  we  profcf!>  ; 
So  let  our  works  and  virtues  fiilae, 
To  prove  the  doftrine  all  divine* 

Thus  fliall  we  beft  proclaim  abroad 
The  honours  of  our  Saviour  God  j 
When  the  falvation  reigns  witlnR, 
And  grace  fubdues  the  pow^r  of  fm- 

Our  flefli  and  fenfe  muft  be  deny'd* 
Paffion  and  envy,  luft  and  pride  y 
While  juftice,  tempVancc,  truth  and  love* 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

Reh'gion  bears  our  fpirits  up^ 
While  we  expert  that  blcfled  hope. 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 
iirid  faith  ftands  leaning  on  his  word. 


« 


B>  L  Hymn  133,  I34>  103 

Hymn  CXXXIIL    Common  Metre. 

Love  itnd  charity^     i  Cor.  xiiL  2 — 7^  13* 
I    T    ET  pharifees  of  high  efteem  ^ 
J_j  Their  faith  and  zeal  declare^ 
AH  th€ir  religion  is  a  dream, 
If  love  be  wanting  there. 
^  Love  fuffers  long  with  patient  eye. 
Nor  is  provoked  in  hafte  \ 
She  lets  the  prefeut  inj'yy  die,. 
And  long  forgets  the  paft. 
2.  ^Malice  and  rage,  thofe  fires  of  hell;. 
She  quenches  with  her  tongue  \  . 
Hopes  and  believes,  and  thinks  n-o  ill.^. 
Though  flie  endures  the  wrong.] 

4  [[She  nor  defircs  nor  feeks  to  know 

The  fcandals  of  the  time  ;: 
*Kor  looks  with  pride  on  thofe  bek)^;^. 
-    Nor  envies  thofe  that  climb.]] 

5  She  lays  her  own  advantage  by,  -        ^----^"^ 

To  feek  her  neishbour^s  oood  i^^ --^^^ 
B^  Gad's  own  Son  canie  down  to  dicj.. 
And  bouinU  oi^r  lives  with  blood. 

6  Love  is  the  grace  that  keeps  her  povv'rr' 

In  all  the.  realms  above  ; 
.  There  fuih  and  hope  are  known  no  more^.- 
But  faints  forever  lovci 

Hymn.:  CXXXI V..    Long  Metre. 

Religion'^jmv.'UjHhoui.lcv!?,-     i  Cor^.xiih.. 1^-7-9.     - 

>   T  TAD  Lthe  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jews, 
J~J^    And  noV)l-.,r  fpeech  ihah  angels  ufe,. 
If  love  be  nbUMit,  Lnni  found'      /' 
liike.  tiiiklingbraf^-,,  an  empty  foundi.. 


104  Hymn  135,  136>         B.  h 

a  Were  I  infpir*d  to  preach  and  tell 
AJl  tl^at  is  done  in  heav'n  and  hell ; 
Or  could  my  faith  the  world  remove. 
Still  I  am  nothing  without  Ipve. 

3  Should  I  diftribute  all  my  ftore, 
']f o  feed  the  bowels  of  the  poor  ; 
Or  give  my  body  to  the  flame. 
To  gain  a  martyr's  glorious  name  ; 

4  If  love  to  Go4  and  fove  to  men 
Be  abfent,  all  my  hopes  are  vain  ; 
Nor  tongues,  nor  gifts,  nor  fiery  zeal. 
The  works  of  lov^  ca'n  e*er  fulfil. 

Hymn  CXXXV.     Long  Metre/ 

The  love  of  Chri/i  Jhed  abroad  Jn  the  heart.     Ep|i» 

in,  i6,  &c- 
I    A^OME,  deareft  Lord,  defcend  and  dwell 
V^  By  faith  and  love  in  ev*ry  breaft  ; 
^^^^^^--Then  fhall  we  know,  and  tafte,  and  feel 
TTi^tTyvtliat^  cannot  be  exprefs'd. 

?  Come,  fill  q^r  fi^Sfts^ith  inward  ftrengtb, 
.    Make  our  enlarged  fouU  poflfefi^ 
And  learn  the  height,  and  br<i^dtb,  and  length 
HDf  thine  TjnpD^afurable  grace, 

3  Now  to  the  God,  y^fesofe  ppwV  can  do 
More  thap  our  thbughts  or  wifhcs  know, 
Be  everl?ifting  honours  done. 
By  all  the  church,  t"h rough  Ghrift  hfs  Son. 

Hymn  CXXXVI,    Common  Metre.. 

Sim&ity   and  'hypfiCrify  ;    or,  formlfty  'in   wQrJbi]^. 

Joli;i  iv,  24.     Pfalm  cxxxix.  ij^  24. 
i  r^  P^  ^s  a  fpirir,  juft  and  wife, 
\jf  He  fees  our  ianioft  'miikl  | 


B.  I.  Hymn  137.  105 

In  vain  to  hcav'n  we  raife  our  cries. 
And  leaye  our  fouls  behind. 

2  Nothing  but  truth  before  his  throne 

With  honour  can  appear  ; 
The  painted  hypocrites  are  known 
Through  the  difguife  they  wean 

3  Their  lifted  eyes  falute  the  Ikies, 

Their  bending  knec$  the  ^ound  ) 
But  God  abhors  the  f^^crificc? 
,   Where  not  the  heart  is  found. 

4  Lord,  fearch  ipy  thoughts,  s^nd  try  my  ways,^ 

And  make  my  foul  fincere  ; 
Then  fliall  I  ftand  before  thy  fkce. 
And  find  acceptance  therct 

Hymn  CXXXVII,     Long  Metra 

Salvation  by  graa  in  Cbriji^     %  Tim.  i*.  9,  ip^ 
1  T^TOW  to  the  power  of  God  fupreme 
J^\I    Be  everlafting  honours  giv'n  ; 
He  faves  from  hell,  (we  blefs  his  name) 
He  calls  our  wandering  feet  tQ  heav^OA 

fl  Not  for  our  duties  or  deferts, 

But  of  his  own  s^bounding  grace^^ 
.    He  works  falvation  in  our  hearts. 

And  forms  a  people  for  bis^  praife^ 

3  'Twas  his  own  purpofe  that  begut^ 
To  rcfcue  rebels  doom'd  to  die  \ 
He  gave  us  grace  in  Cb rift  his  Son,, 

.  Before  he  fpread  the  ftarry  iky. 

4  Jefus,  the  Lord,  appears  at  laft. 

And  makes  his  Father's  counfels  know*  j  ' 

Declares  the  great  tranfaftions  paft, 
And  brings  immortal  Ueifings  dowa„ 


Hymn  ^138,  i 


5  1  that  dreadfol  night 

Riiing,  he  brought  i^.  :  .,.,  -,  ^^  -i^*f 
And  took  poflemun  of  the  joy. 

HvxtN'  CXXXVUl.     Com.  Mi 

i5v  ihe  handi  ^  Chriji*     John  x.  28 J 

T  Tj^lRM  IIS  thcesrtli  thy  gi  ~ 
XJ    My  Lord,  my  hope,  ti:>  , —  , 
If  i  am  found  in  Jetus*  ftaiuls^ 
My  foul  can  n  1  >!>- 

Alt  that  i 
lib  ^ 

Nt>r  C 

h. 


H 


;l-heo. 

riVnd  (itlsHlIh-  -^     - 
'My  i^ial  to  ihi^  ci> 


B.  I.  Hymn  140.  107 

'1      II.    JWI  .1  I       il  11  ,    .     .^1       |l     II  •  J 

4  The  gofpel  bears  my  fpirit  up  ; 
A  faithful  and  unchaugitig  God 
Lays  the  foundation  for  my  hope. 
In  oaths,  and  promifes,  and  blood. 

Hymn  GXL.     Common  Metre* 

A  living  and  a  dead  faith  ;  collected  from  feveral 

fcriptures. 
I  T^ yriSTAKEN  fouls!  that  dream  of  heav'ni 
jLy  A  And  make  their  empty  boaft 
Or  inward  joyjj,  and  fins  forgiven,    . 
While  they  are  flaves  to  luft. 

%  Vain  are  our  fancies,  airy  flights. 

If  faith  be  cold  and  dead  ; 

None  but  a  living  pow*r  unite$ 

To  Chrift  the  living  head. 

3  *Tis  faith  that  changes  all  the  heart  j 

*Tis  faith  thar  works  by  love ; 
That  bids  all  finful  joys  depart, 
And  Ufts  the  thoughts  above. 

4  *Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  hell 

By  a  c^jeftial  powV  ; 
This  is  the  grace  that  ftall  prevail 
In  the  decifive  hour. 

5  [FaJth  muft  obey  her  Father*3  will,     . 

As  well  as  truft  his  grace  \ 
A  pard'ning  God  is  jealous  ftill 
For  his  own  holinefs. 

6  When  from  the  curfe  he  fets  us  free, 

He  makes  our  natures  clean  ; 
JTor  would  he  fend  his  Son  tQ  ^ 
Th^  mixjifter  of  (in, 
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"  fHIa  joyful  foul  J 
"  Tile  purehafe  of  n     .'•■■il, 
"And  by  Lis  knowleilgejuftify 
«  The  guilty  fons  of  men.] 
"[Ten  thoufand  .       "    '" 
«^eleas'd  from  de, 
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.        ■     1,  I   11— y— ..  ■  !■    ■■■iiiii     I      ■•       •  i      I 

*'  Shall  quit  their  prifons  and  their  graves, 
"  And  owii  his  pow*r  divine,] 

3       **  lilc2,v'n  fhall  advance  my  Soft 
"  To  joys  that  earth  deny*d  ; 
*'  WliD  faw  the  follies  men  had  done, 
*'  And  bore  their  fins,  ahd  dyM/'j 

Hymn  CXLIL     Shon  Metre* 

Tie  fame.     Ifa.  liii.  6-^12. 

1       T     IKE  flicep  wc  went  aftray, 
JLl   And  broke  the  fold  of  God  } 
Each  wand'ring  in  a  different  way. 
But  all  the  downward  road. 

9.       How  dreadful  was  the  hour. 

When  God  our  wanderings  laidj 
And  did  at  once  his  vengeance  pour     • 
Upon  the  Shepherd's  head  ! 

3  Hr>w  glorious  Was  the  grace 
When  Chi-ift  fuilain'd  rlie  ilroke ! 

His  life  ar.d  blood  the  Shepherd  pays 
A  ranfom  for  the  flock. 

4  His  honour  and  his  breath 
Were  taken  both  away  ;  ^ 

Join'd  with  the  wicked  in  his  deathj 
And  made  as  vile  as  they. 

5  But  God  ihall  raife  his  head    • 
O'er  all  the  fons  of  men. 

And  make  him  fee  a  numerous  feed^ 
To  recompenie  his  pain. 

6  «  Fll  give  him,*'  faith  the  Lord, 
"  A  portion  with  the  ftrong  ; 

*'  He  fli.ill  poflels  a  large  rewa.d,^ 
*«  And  hold  his  honours  long/' 


L 
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Hymn  CXLHI.     Common  Metre. 

CharaSlers  of  the  children  of  God  ;   from  feveral 
fcriptures. 

1  AS  new-born  babes  defire  the  breaft, 
XJ^  To  feed,  and  grow,  and  thrive  j 
So  faints  with  joy  the  gofpel  tafte. 

And  by  the  gcfpel  live. 

2  [With  inward  guft  their  heart  approves 

All  that  the  word  relates  ; 
They  love  the  men  their'  Father  loves. 
And  hate  the  works  he  hates.] 

3  [Not  all  the  flattVing  baits  on  earth 

Can  make  them  Haves  to  luft ; 
They  can*t  forget  their  heavenly  birth^ 
Nor  grovel  in  the  duft. 

4  Not  all  the  chains  that  tyrants  ufc 

Shall  bind  their  fouls  to  vice  ; 
Faith,  like  a  conqu'ror,  can  produce 
A  thoufaind  viftories.] 

5  [Grace,  like  aitiuticorrupt ed  feed,^ 

Abides  and  reigns  within  ; 
Immortal  principles  forbid 
The  fons  of  God  to  fin.] 

6  [Not  by  the  terrors  of  i  flave* 

Do  they  perform  his  will  j 
But  with  the  nobleft  powers  they  liaVd 
His  fweet  commands  fulfil; 

7  They  find  accefs,  at  ev*ry  hour, 

To  God,  within  the  vail ; 
Hence  they  derive  a  quick'nirig  powY# 
And  joys  that  never  fail.    . 

8  0  happy  fouls  !  6  glorious  ftate 
Of  overflowing  grace  j 
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To  dwell  fo  near  their  Father's  feat, 
And  fee  his  lovely  face. 

9  Lord,  I  addrcfs  thy  heav'nly  throne  ;         , 

Call  me  a  child  of  thine  j 
Send  down  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son 
To  form  my  heart  divine. 

10  There  Ihed  thy  choiceft  loves  abroad^ 

And  make  my  comfortsi  ftrong : 
Then  Ihall  I  fay,  «  My  Father  God,** 
With  an  unwavering  tongue. 

Hymn  CXLIV.   Common  Metre. 

The  zvitnejfmg  andjealing  Spirit.     Rom.  viii.  14, 1 5. 
Eph.  i.  13,  14. 

1  -^^T^HY  fliould  the  children  of^  King 

W     Go  mourning  all  their  da^S  ? 
Great  Comforter  !  deicend  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

2  Doft  thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  faints. 

And  feal  the  heirs  of  heav'n  ? 
When  wilt  thou  bauifh  my  complaints^ 
And  fliew  my  fins  forgiven  ? 

3  Aflure  my  confcience  of  her  part 

In  the  Redeemer's  blood ; 
And  bear  thy  witnefs  with  my  heart. 
That  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  the  earn^  of  his  love. 

The  pledge  of  joys  to  come ; 
And  thy  fott  wiugs^  celeftial  Dove, 
Will  fafe  convey  me  home* 
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Hymn  CXLV.     Common  Metre. 

Chri/i  and  Aaron  ;  taken  from  Heb.  vii.  and  ix. 

X    TESUS,  in  thee  our  eyes  behold 
J    A  thoufand  glories  more 
Than  the  i:ich  gems  and  poUih'd  gold 
The  fons  of  Aaron  wore. 

n  They  firft  their  own  burnt-ofPrings  brought, 
To  purge  themfelves  from  fin  ; 
Thy  life  was  pure  without  a  fpot. 
And  all  thy  nature  clean^ 

3  [Fre(h  blood,  as  conftant  as  the  day^ 

Was  on  their  altar  fpilt ; 
jBut  thy  one  offering  takes  away. 
Forever,. all  our-guilt.^ 

4  [Their  priefthood  ran  through  fev'ral  h^A% 

For  mortal  was  their  race.; 
Thy  never-changing  ojEce  ftands 
Eternal  .as  thy  day s.r] 

5  [Once,  in  the  circuit  of  a  yeair. 

With  blood,  but  not  his  own, 
Aaron  within  the  vail  appears 
Before  the  golden  throne. 

6  But  Chrift,  by  his  own  pow'rfiil  blood, 

Afcends  above  the  ikies. 
And  in  the  prefence  of  our  God 
Shews  his  own  facrifice.J 

7  Jefus,  the  King  of  Glory,  reigns 

On  Zion's  heav'nly  hill  ;^ 
iooks  like  a  Lamb  that  has  been  flain, 
And  wears  his  priefthood  ftill. 
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8  He  ever  lives  to  intercede 
Before  his  Father's  face  : 
pive  him,  my  foul^  thy  caufe  to  pleacfi- 
Nor  doubt  the  Father's  grace. 

> — — — ^_ '  — ■ 

Hymn  CXLVI.     Long  Metre.^ 

Cbaradertaf  Chrifi  borrowed  from  inanimate  things 

in  fcripture.' 
f  [/^  O,  worfliip  at  Immanucrs  feet; 

Vjr  See  in  his  face  what  wonders  meet  !- 
Earth  is  too  narrow  to  exprefi 
His  worth,  his  glory,  of  his  grace.J. 

a  [The  whok  creation  can  afford 
But  fome  faint  Ihadows  of  my  Lord  j'» 
Nature,,  to  make  his  beauties  known^ 
I^uft  mingle  colours  not  her  own*} 

5  [Ts  he  compared  to  wine  or  bread  t 
Dear  Lord,  our  fouls  would  thus  be  fed :' 
That  flefh^  that  dying  blood  of  thine. 
Is  bread  of  life,  is  heav'nly'wine.]], 

4  [Is  he  a  tree  ?  The  world  receives 
Salvation  from  his  healing  leaves  : 

That  righteous  branch,  that  fruitful  bougli^ 
Is  David's  root  and  offspring  too.} 

5  [Is  He  a  rofe  I  Not  Sharon  yields 
Such  fragrancy  in  all  her  fields^ : 
Or  if  the  lily  he  affurae,- 

The  vallies  blcfs  the  rich  perfumej 

6  [Is  he  a  vine  ?'  His  heavenly  root 
SuppHes  the  boughs  with  Ufe  and  fruit  ^' 
O  let  a  lafting  union  join 

My  foul  to  Ghrift,  the  living  vine !} 
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7  [Is  he  the  head  ?  Each  member  lives. 
And  owns  the  vital  pow*rs  he  gives  ; 
The  faints  below,  and  faints  above, 
Join'd  by  his  Spirit  and  hi«  love.J 

8  [Is  he  a  fountain  ?  There  I  bathe. 
And  heal  the  plague  of  fin  and' death  r 
Thefe  waters  all  my  foul  renew. 

And  cleanfe  my  fpotted  garments  too.J 

9  [Is  he  a  fire  ?  He*^!!  purge  my  drofe  j 
BuJ  the  true  gold  fuftains  no  lofe  j  ' 
Like  a  refiner  (hall  he  fit, 

And  tread  the  refufe  with  his  feet.][ 

ID  [Is  he  a  rock  ?  How  firm  he  proves  ? 
The  Rock  of  Ages  never  moves  ; 
Yet  the  fweet  ftreams  that  from  him  flow> 
Attend  us  all  the  defert  through.3 

1 1  [Is  he  a  way  ?  He  leads  to  God  5 
The  path  is  drawn  in  lines  of  blood ; 
There  would  I  walk,  with  hope  and  zeal» 

'       Till  I  arrive  at 'Aon*s  hill] 

1 2  [Is  he  a  door  ?  Fll  enter  in  : 
Behold  the  paliures  large  ind  green  j 
A  para(iife--diyinely  fair  ; 

None  but  the  fiieep  have  freedom  there.} 

13  [Is  he  defignM  a  corner-ftone. 

For  men  to  bmld  their  heav'n  upon  ? 
rU  make  him  my  foundation  too. 
Nor  fear  the  plots  of  hell  below. J 

14  [Is  he  a  temple  ?  I  adore 

Th'  indwelling  majcfl:y  and  pow*r  ; 
And  ftill  to  his  moft  holy  place. 
Whene'er  I  pray,  FU  turn  my  face,2 
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1^5  [[Is  he  a  ftar  ?  He  breaks  the  night, 

Piercing  the  (hades  with  dawning  Kght  } 

I  know  his  glories  from  afar, 

I  know  the  bright,  the  morning-ftanj 

is6  ps  he  a  fun  ?  His  beams  are  grace, 
His  coirrfe  is  joy  and  righteoufnefe  z' 
Nations  rejoice,  when  he  appears 
To  chafe  their  clouds,,  and  dry  their  tears.] 

1*7   f  O  let  mfe  climb  thofe  higher  ikies. 
Where  ftorms  and  darknefs  never  rife ! 
There  he  Afplays  his  powVs  abroad. 
And  fliines  and  reigns  th'  Incarnate  God.J 

k8   Nor  earth j  nor  feas,  nor  fun,  nor  ftars. 
Nor  heav^h,^  his  full  refemblahce  bears  ;. 
His  beauties  we  can  never  trace. 
Till  we  behold  him  face  ta  face. 

I      .1       I  ■      ■  ■'      '     "  ■!■    ■!■  ■  ■         —  ■  I      M         I— III  , 

Hymn  CXLVII.     Long  Metre. 

^/je  names  and  titles  rf  Chri/i ;.  from  feveral  fcrip- 

tures. 

ic  \J^  I^IS;  from  the  treafures  of  his  wor4.' 
X    I  borrow  titles  for  my  Lord  j. 
Nor  art  nor  nature  can  fupply 
Sufficient  forms  of  majefty. 

25:  Bright  image  of  the  Father's  face,. 
Shining  with  undiminifli'd  rays  >• 
Th'  eternal  God's  eternal  Son, 
The  heir  and  partner  of  his  throne.  J 

y  The  King  of  kings,  the  Lord  moft  high, 
Writes  his  own  name  upon  his  thigh  : 
He  wears  a  garment  dipp'd  in  blood, 
And, breads  the  nations  with  his  r^od;^* 
O  o  1- 
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4  WKcrc  grace  can  oeither  melt  nor  movcj^ 
The  Lamb  refents  his  injur'd  love  > 
Awakes  his  wrath  without  delay. 

And  Judah's  lion  tears  the  prey, 

5  But  when  for  works  of  peace  he  comes. 
What  winning  titles  he  affumes  ! 

"  Light  of  the  world  and  Life  of  men  j^ 
Nor  bears  thofe  characlers  in  vain. 

6  With  tender  pity  in  his  hearrt, 
He  acts  the  Mediator's  part ; 

I   A  friend  and  brother  he  appears. 
And  well  fulfils  tjie  names  he  wears. 

7  At  length,  the  Judge  his  throne  afcends^ 
Divides  the  rebels  from  his  friends. 
And  faints  in  full  fruition  prove 

His  rich  variety  of  love. 

Hymi^  eXLViy.    Particular  Metre-. 

Tb^  fame  as  ibe  ^i^itb  Pfalm. 
\  MWJ^^^  cheerful  voice  I  fing 
VV     The  titles,  of  my  Lord„ 
And  borrow  all  the  names 
Of  honour  from  his  word* 
Nature  nor  art 
Can  Q'er^fupply 
Sufficient  for m& 
Ofmajefty. 

2«  In  Jefus  we  behold  ^ 

His  Father's  glorious  face-j^ 
Shining  forever  bright 
With  mild  and  lovely  raySi. 

Ih*  eternal  God V 

E.ternal  Son 

Ifiberits  apd 

Partakes  tkc  throne.^ 
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■  ■  -         -  ■  ■  ■ — ' 

3  The  fov'reign  King  of  Idngs, 
The  Lord  of  lords  mod  high,. 
Writes  his  own  name  upoa 
tlis  garment  and  his  thigh.. 

His  name  is  call'd 
"The  Word  of  God/*' 
He  rules  the  eartk 
With  iron  rod. 

4  Where  promifes  and  grace- 
Can  neither  melt  nor  move^. 
The  angry  Lamb  refents 
Th*  injuries  of  his  love  j, 

Awakes  his  wrath. 
Without  delay,. 
As  lions  roar 
And  tear  the  prey; 

5  But  when  for  worJcs  of  peac^ 
The  great  Redeemer  coipes^, 
What  gentle  -characters. 
What  titles. he  affumes  :. 

"  Light  of  the  world,, 
«  And  Life  of  men  ;'*'     ' 
Nor  will  he  bear 
Thpfe- names  in  vain.. 

^  6.  Immenfe  compaflion.reigns. 
Iti  our  Immanuel*s  heart,. 
When  he  defcend^  to  act 
A  Mediator's  pare. 

He  is  a  friend. 

And  brother  too  j:. 

Divinely  kind, 

Divinely  true.. 

2  At  length  the  Lord,  the  Jiid^?;,. 
His  awful  throne  afcends,. 
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And  drives  the  rebels  far 
From  favourites  and  friends  t 

Then  fhall  the  faints 

Completely  prove 

The  heights  and  depths; 

Of  all  his  lov^.. 

Hymjj  eXLIX.    Long  Metre. 

The  offices  (f  Cbriji  j:  from  feveral  fcriptures^ 

\  TOIN  all  the  names  of  love  and  pow*r^ 
'  J  That  ever  men  or  angels  bore ; 
All  are  too  ipean  to  fpeak  his  worthy. 
Or  fet  Immanuers  glory  forth^, 

a  But  oh,  what  condefccnding  ways 
He  takes  to  teach  his  heav'nly  grace  !• 
My  eyes  with  joy  and  wonder  fee 
What  forms  of: love  he  bears  to  me.. 

3.  [The  «  Angel  of  the  covenant"  ftands> 
With  his  commiffion  in  his  hands. 
Sent  from  his  Father's  milder  tlirone,. 
To  make  the  great  falvation  known.J , 

4  [Great  Prophet !  •  let  me  blefs  thy.  name  y. 
By  thee  the  joyful  tidings  came,  . 

of  wrath  appeas*d,.of  finsforgiv'n^ 

Of  hell  fubdu'd,  and  peace  with  heav'ii.], 

5  [My  bright  Example,  and  ray  Guide,, 
I  would  be  walking  near  thy;  fide  j, 

O  let  me  never  run  aftray^ 
Nor  follow  the  forbidden  way  ! 

6  Move  my  Shepherd — ^he  fhall  keep- 
My.  wand -ring  foul  amongft  his  flieep  y. 
He  feeds  his  flock,  he  calls  their  names,, 
Anddn  his  bofom  bear^  the  lambs-J^ 
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7  [My  Surety  tindertakcs  my  caufe, 
Aniw'ring.his  Father's  broken  laws ; 
Behold  my  foul  at  freedom  fet. 
My  Surety  paid  the  dreadfui  debt.] 

8  [J<sfus;  my  great  High  Prieft,  has  dyM — 
I  feek  no  facrifice  befide  ; 
His  blood  did  once  for  all  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne.^ 

9  [My  Advocate  appears  on  high— 
The  Father  lays  his  thunder  by  ; 
Not  all  that  earth  or  hell  can  fay. 
Shall  turn  my  Father's  heart  away.J 

10  [My  Lord,  my  Gonqu'ror,  and  my  King', 
Thy  fceptre,  and  thy  fword  I  ling  j 
Thine  is  the  viftVy,  and  I  fit 
A  joyftml  fubjeA  at  thy  feet.  J 

u  [Afpire,  my  foul,  to  glorioUs  deeds  j 

The  ^'  Captain  of  felvation'*  leads  ; 

March  on,  nor  fear  tci  win  the  day. 

Though  death  and  hell  obftrud  the  way.  J 
'  i2  [Should  death,  and  hell,  and  powers  unknowa 

Put  all  theif  forms  of  mifchief  on,. 

I  Ihall  be  Me ;  for  Chrift  difplays 
^Salvation  in  more  fov'rcign  ways.^ 

Hymn  CL.     Particular  Metre^ 

The  fame  aj  the  \48th  P/alm* 
1  TOlNall  the  glorious  names  1 

J    Of  wifdom,  l6ve,  and  pow'r,  ^ 

That  ever  mortals  knew^ 
That  angels  ever  bore  i 
AU  are  too  mean  . 
To  fpeak  his  worthy 
Too  mean  Co  fet 
My  Saviour  forth* 


\ 


120  Hymn  150.  B.  I. 

2  But,  O  wBat  gentle  termsy 
What  condefcending  ways 
Doth  our  Redeemer  ufe 

To  teach,  his  heav'nly^^race  I 
Mine  eyes  with  joy 
And  wonder  fee 
What  forms  of  lover 
He  bears  for  me» 

3  [  Array'd  in  mortal  fleiBr 

He,  like  an  angel,  fiands,.        ^ 
And  holds  the  promifes 
And  pardons  in  his  hands  ^ 

Commiffion'd  from 

His  Father's  throne,. 

To  make  his  grace 

To  mortals  known,]: 

4  [Great  Prophet  of  my  God^ 

My  tongue  would  Wefs  thy  name  ^ 
By  thee  the  joyful  n^ws 
Of  our  falvation  came  j, 

The  joyful  news 

Of  4ins  fprgiv*n^> 

OfhellfubduM,    . 

And  peace  with  hcav'n.]: 

5  [Be  thou  my  counfellor. 
My  patron  and  my  guide  ; 
And  through  this  defcrt  lancfc 
Still  koep  me  near  thy  fide*- 

O  let  my  feet 
Ne'er  run  afirav, 
-    Nor  rove  nor  fedk 
The  crooked  way ! Jj 
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.6  [I  love  my  Shepherd's  voices 
His  watchful  eyes  fliall  keep 
JAy  wandering  foul  among 
The  thoufands  of  his  flxeep.: 
He  feeds  his  flock. 
He  calls  their  names. 
His  bofom  bears 
Jhe  tender  bimbs.] 

J  IJo  tWs.dcar  Surety's  hand 
Will  1  commit  my  caufe ; 
He  anfwers  and  fulfils 
Hiis  Father's  broken  laws. 

Behold  my  foul 

At  freedom  fet ! 

JMy  Surety  paid 

The  dreadful  debt.J 

!8  CJefus,  my  great  High  Prieft,. 
Offer'd  his  blood,  and  dy'd : 
My  guilty  confciencc  feeks   - 
3<io  facrifice  befide. 

His  powerful  blood 

Did  once  atone .; 

And  now  it  pleads 

Before  the  throne.3 

^  ^My  Advocate  appears 
^*oriny  defence  on  high; 
^^^he  Father  bows  his  ears. 
And  lays  his  thunder  by^ 
Not  all  that  hell 
Or  fin  can  fay,        v 
Shall  turn  his  heart, 
jHis  love  arWayJ 
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'    '    '    '     ■  .       " 1" 

10  [My  dear  almighty  Lord, 
.  My  Conqueror  and  my  King, 

Thy  fceptre,  and  thy  fword. 
Thy  reigning  grace  I  fing^ 
Thine  is  the  pow'r  j 
Behold  I  fit 
In  willing  bonds 
Beneath  thy  feet,3 

1 1  [Now  let  my  foul  arife. 
And  tread  the  tempter  down  : 
My  Captain  leads  me  forth 
To  conqueft  and  a  crown* 

A  feeble  faint 
Shall  win  the  day, 
Though  death  and  hell 
Obftrud  the  way.  J 

f2  Should  all  the  hofts  of  deaths 
And  powers  of  hell  unknown. 
Put  their  moft  dreadful  forins 
Of  rage  and  mifchief  on, 
'  I  fhall  be  fafe  j 
For  Chrift  difplays 
Superior  pow'r 
And  ^ardian  grace. 
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Hymn  I.     Long  Metre^ 

Afong  ofpratfe  to  God. 

1  T^TATURE,  with  all  her  powVs,  fhall  fing 
X^    God  the  Creator  and  the  King  j 

Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  Ikies,  nor  feas, 
Deny  the  tribute  of  their  praife. 

2  Begin  to  make  his  glories  known. 
Ye  feraphs  that  fit  near  his  throne ; 

Tune  your  harps  high,  and  fprcad  the  found 
To  the  creation's  utmoft  bound, 

3  j^  All  mortal  things  of  meaner  frame. 
Exert  your  force,  and  o\Vn  his  name ; 
"Whilft  with  our  fouls,  and  with  our  voice. 
We  fing  his  honours  and  our  joys.] 

4  \To  him  be  facred  all  we  have,  :' 
From  the  young  cradle  to  the  grave : 
Our  lips  fliall  his  loud  wonders  tell, 
And  cv*ry  word  a  miracle.] 

P  p 


124  Hymn  2.  B.  IL 

5  [Thefc  Weftern  fhores^  our  native  land. 
Lie  fafe  in  the  Alntiighty's  hand  : 

Our  foes  of  viA'ry  dream  in  vain. 
And  wear  the  captivating  chain.] 

6  Raife  monumental  praifes  high        "^ 
To  him  who  thunders  through  the  Iky, 
And,  with  an  awful  nod  or  frown. 
Shakes  an  afpiring  tyrant  down. 

7  [Pillars  of  lafiing  brafs  proclaim 
The  triumphs  of  th*  Eternal  Name  ; 
While  trembling  nations  read  from  far 
The  honours  of  the  God  of  war.] 

8  Thus  let  our  flaming  zeal  emplay 

Our  loftieft  thoughts  and  loudeft  fongs  ; 
Let  there  be  fung,  with  warmeft  joy, 
Hofanna  from  ten  thoufand  tongues. 

9  [Yet,  mighty  God,  our  feeble  frame 
Attempts  in  vain  to  reach  thy  name  ; 
The  ftrongeft  notes  that  angels  raife. 
Faint  in  the  worfliip  and  the,  praife.] 

Hymn  II.     Common  Metre. 

The  death  of  ajinner* 

1  "lyTTY  thoughts  on  awful  fubjefts  roH, 
J3r  JL  Damnation  and  the  dead  ; 

'What  horrors  feize  the  guilty  foul 
Upon  a  dying  bed  ! 

2  Lingering  about  thefe  mortal  fhores. 

She  mak^s  a  long  delay  j 
Till,  like  a  flood  with  rapid  force. 
Death  fweeps  the  wretch  away. 

3  Then  fwift  and  dreadful  flie  defcends 

Down  to  the  fiery  coaft. 


-fi^ 
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Amongft  abominable  fiends  j 
Herfelf  a  frighted  ghoft. 

4  There  endlefs  crowds  of  finners  He, 

And  darknefs  makes  their  chains  ; 
Torfur'd  with  keen  defpair,  they  cry, 
Yet  wait  for  fiercer  pains. 

5  Not  all  their  anguifli  and  their  blood 

For  their  old  guilt  atones, 
Nor  the  compaffion  of  a  God  * 
Shall  hearken  to  their  groans. 

6  Amazing  grace,  that  kept  my  breath, 

Nor  bid  my  foul  remove, 
Till  I  had  leftrn'd  my  Saviour's  death,  vr*.^* 

And  well  infur'd  his  love  !  ^^, 

■ —  -f^ 

Hymn  HI.     Common  Metre. 

The  death  and  burial  of  a  faint.  ^  r 

I    m  II  THY  do  we  mourn  departing  friends,      ^ 
VV     Or  Ihake  at  death's  alarms  ?  ♦ 

^Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jefus  fends. 
To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

a  Are  we  not  tending  upward  too^  * , 

As  faft  as  time  can  move  ? 
Nor  would  we  wilh  the  hours  more  flow. 
To  keep  us  from  our  love- 

3  Why  flio^ld  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 
There  the  dear  flelh  of  Jefus  lay,  . . 

And  left  a  long  perfume.  ^ 

4  The  graves  of  all  the  faints  he  blefs'd,  \'  - 

And  fofteuM  ev*ry  bed :  j 

I 
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Where  Ihould  the  dying  members  reft, 
But  with  their  dying  Head  ? 

5  Thence  he  arofe,  afcended  high. 

And  IhewM  our  feet  the  way  : 
Up  to  the  Lord  our  fouls  fhall  fly. 
At  the  great  rifing  day. 

6  Then  let  the  laft  loud  trumpet  found. 

And  bid  our  kindred  rife  : 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground  j 
Ye  faints,  afcend  the  fkies. 


d^ 


Hymn  IV.     Long  Metre. 

Salvation  in  the  crofs. 

HERE  at  thy  crofs,  my  dying  God, 
I  lay  my  foul  beneath  thy  love. 
Beneath  the  droppings  of  thy. blood, 
Jefus  !  nor  fliall  it  e*er  remove. 

Not  all  that  tyrants  think  or  fay. 
With  rage  and  lightning  in  their  eyes, 
Nor  hell  fhall  fright  my  foul  away. 
Should  hell  with  all  its  legions  rife. 

Should  worlds  confpire  to  drive  me  hence, 
Movelefs  and  firm  this  heart  Ihould  lie  : 
Refolv'd  (for  that*s  my  laft  defence) 
If  I  muft  perifh — here  to  die. 

But  fpeak,  my  Lord,  and  calm  my  fear  j 
m  I  not  fafe  beneath  thy  fliade  ? 
hy  vengeance  will  not  ftrike  me  here  ; 

Nor  Satan  dare  my  foul  invade. 

Yes,  Fm  fecure  beneath  thy  bloody 
And  all  my  foes  fliall  lofe  their  aim  : 
Hofanna  to  my  dying  God  ; 
And  my  bcft  honours  td  his  name. 
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Hymn  V.     Long  Metre. 

Longing  to  fraife  Chriji  better* 

I  T    ORD,  when  my  thoughts  with  wonder  roll 
1  J  0*er  the  fliarp  foxrows  of  thy  foul^ 
And  read  my  Maker's  broken  laws. 
Repaired  and  honoured  by  thy  crofs  j 

c  When  I  behold  death,  hell,  and  fin, 
Vanquifli'd  by  that  dear  blood  of  thine. 
And  fee  the  Man^  that  groan*d  and  dy*d. 
Sit  glorious  by  his  Father^s  fide  ; 

3  My  paffions  rife  and  foar  above  : 

Vm  wing*d  with  faith,  and  fir*d  with  love  j 
Fain  would  I  reach  eternal  things. 
And  learn  the  notes  that  Gabriel  fings. 

4  But  my  heart  failsy  my  tongue  complains^ 
For  want  of  their  immortal  ftrains  ; 
And  in  fuch  humble  notes  as  thefe 

Falls  far  below  thy  victories.  ^ 

5  Well,  the  kind  minute  muft  appear. 
When  we  fliall  leave  thefe  bodies  here, 
Thefe  clogs  of  clay-^and  mount  on  hi^h, 
To  join  the  fongs  above  the  Iky. 

Hymn  VL     Common  Metre. 

A  morning  fong. 

1  /^NCE  more,  my  foul,  the  rifing  day  - 
V--^  Salutes  thy  waking  eyes  y 
Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 

To  Him  who  rules  the  ikies. 

2  Night  urito  night  his  name  repeats. 

The  day  tenews  the  found. 


♦'f 
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Wide  as  the  heav*n,  on  which  he  fits 
To  turn  the  feafoijs  round. 

3  *Tis  he  fupports  my  mortal  frame  ; 

My  tongue  fliall  4)eak  his  praife  ; 
My  fins  would  roufe  his  wrath  to  flame^ 
And  yet  his  wrath  delays, 

4  I^On  a  poor  worm  thy  pow'r  might  tread. 

And  I  could  ne'er  withftand  : 
Thy  juftice  might  have  crufli'd  me  dead. 
But  mercy  held  thy  hand. 

5  A  thoufand  wretched  fouls  are  fled 

Since  the  laft  fetting  fun  ; 
And  yet  thou  length'neft  out  my  thread. 
And  yet  my  moments  run.] 

6  Dear  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 

Whilft  I  enjoy  the  light ; 
Then  fliall  my  fun  in  fmiles  decline. 
And  bring  a  pleafant  night. 

Hymn  VII.     Common  Metre. 

An  evening  fong. 

IF  [TTVREAD  Sovereign,  let  my  ev'ningfong 
JL/  Like  holy  incenfe  rife  : 
Aflift  the  offerings  of  my  tongue 
Tp  reach  the  lofty  flsLies.    ' 

%  Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  day 
Thy  hand  was  ftill  my  guard  j 
And  ftill  to  drive  my  wants  away. 
Thy  mercy  flood  prepared*] 

3  Perpetual  bleflings.from  above 
Encompafs  me  around. 
But  O  how  few  returns  of  love 
Hath  my  Creator  found ! 
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4  What  have  I  done  for  Him  who  dy*d 

To  fave  my  wretxhed  (bul  ?     - 
How  are  my  follies  multiply*d^ 
Faft  as  my  minutes  ro|I  t 

5  Lord,  with  this  guilty  heart  of  mine. 

To  thy  dear  crofs  I  flee, 
,  And  to  thy  grace  my  foul  refign. 
To  be  renewed  by  thee. 

6  Sprinkled  afrefh  with  pard'nihg  blood,. 

I  lay  me  down  to  reft, 
As  in  th*  embraces  of  my  God, 
Or  on  my  Saviour's  breaft. 

Hymn  VI H.     Common  Metre* 

j4  bymnfor  morning  or  evening. 
X   T  TOSANNA,  with  a  cheerful  found, 
XJL  To  God'^s  upholding  hand  ; 
Ten  thoufand  fnares  attend  us  rouml. 
And  yet  fecuxe  we  ttand. 

2  That  was  a  moft  amazing  pow'p 

That  raisM  us  with  a  word, 
And  ev^ry  day,  and  ev*ry  hour. 
We  lean  upon  the  Lord. 

3  The  evening  refts  our  weary  head,, 

And  angels  guard  the  room  ; 
We  wake,  and  we  admire  the  bed  ^ 

That  was  not  made  our  tomb. 

4  The  rifing  morning  can't  affure 

That  we  (hall  end  the  day  ; 
For  death  ftands  ready  at  the  doot 
To  fnatch  our  iiv^  away.. 

5  ,Our  breath  is  forfeited  by  fin 

To  God^  revenging  law  > 
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We  own  thy  grace,  inmortal  King^ 
In  ev'ry  gafp  we  draw, 

6  God  is  our  fun,  whole  daily  light 
Our  joy  and  fafety  brings  ; 
Our  feeble  fiefli  lies  iafe  at  night 
Beneath  his  fhady  wings* 

Hymn  IX*    Common  Metre. 

Godly  f(n'iy>warijtf^f rvm  the  fu£irings  cfChriJU 
I      A  LAS  I  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  1 
XJL  And  did  my  Sovereign  diet 
Would  he  devote  that  facred  head 
For  fuch  a  worm  as  I  ? 

1  (Thy  body  flain,  fweet  Jefus,  thine,, 
And  bath'd  in  its  own  blood, 
While,  all  exposed  to  wrath  divine. 
The  glorious  Sufferer  flood  1] 

3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done. 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  t  grace  unknown  1 
And  love  beyond  d^ree  t 

4  Well  might  the  fun  in  darknefs  bide. 

And  ftut  his  glories  in. 
When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  dy^d 
For  man,  the  creature^s  fin.. 

5  Thus  might  i  hide  my  blnfliing  face. 

While  his  dear  cpofs  appears, 

Diffolve  my  lieart  in  thankfolnefsy 

And  melt  mine  eyes  in  tears. 

6  But  drops  of  grief  caa^  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myfelf  away  j 
'lis  ^  that  i  can  dp.. 
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Hymn  X.     Common  Metre. 

Parting  with  carnal  Joys* 

I   "\ /f  Y  foul  forfakes  her  vain  delight, 
J[_yJl  And  bids  the  world  farewell  j 
Bafe  ^s  the  dirt  beneath  my  feet. 
And  niifchievous  as  hell. 

3  No  longer  will  I  afk  your  love, 
Nor  feek  your  friendlhip  more  ; 
The  happinefs  that  I  approve 
Lies  not  within  your  powV. 

3  There's  nothing  round  this  fpacious  earth 

That  fuits  my  large  defire  ; 

To  boundlefs  joy  and  folid  mirth 

My  nobler  thoughts  afpire. 

4  [Where  pleafure  rolls  its  living  flood, 

From  fin  and  drofs  refinM, 
Still  fpringing  from  the  throne  of  Gdd, 
And  fit  to  cheer  the  mind. 

5  Th'  Almighty  Ruler  of  the  fphere. 

The  glorious  and  the  great. 
Brings  his  own  all-fufficience  there. 
To  make  our  blifs  complete.^ 

6  Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 

rd  climb  the  heav'nly  road ; 
There  fits  my  Saviour,  drefs*d  in  love. 
And  there  my  fmiling  God. 

Hymn  XL    Long  Metre. 

The  fame. 
I  T  SEND  the  joys  of  earth  away ; 
X  Away,  ye  tempters  of  the  mind, 
Falfe  as  the  fmooth  deceitful  fea. 
And  empty  as  the  whiftling  wind. 


.Ill 
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2  Tour  dreams  were  floating  me  along 
Down  to  the  gulf  of  black  defpair  ; 
And  whilft  I  liften*d  to  your  fong. 
Your  ftreams  had  e*en  convey'd  me  thercr 

3  Lord,  I  adore  thy  matchlcfs  grace, 
That  warned  me  of  that  dark  abyfs  ; 
That  drew  me  fr6m  thofe  treachVous  ieas, 
And  bade  me  feek  fuperior  blils. 

4  Now  to  the  fiiining  realms  above 

I  ftretch  my  hands,  and  glance  my  eyes  { 
O  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 
To  bear  me  to  the  upper  fkies ! 

5  There,  from  the  bofom  of  my  God, 
Oceans  of  endlefs  pleafures  roll : 
There  would  I  fix  my  laft  abode. 
And  drown  the  forrows  of  my  foul. 

HvM^f  XIL     Common  Metre, 

Chrj/i  is  the  fubjlance  of  the  LevitUal  priefihood. 

J  nr^HE  true  Meffiah  now  appears, 

X    The  types  are  all  withdrawn  : 
So  fly  the  Ihadows  and  the  ftars 
Before  the  rifing  dawn, 

2  No  fmoking  fweets,  nor  bleeding  lambs, 

Nor  kid,  nor  bullock  flain, 
Incenfe  and  fpice,  of  coftly  names,     - 
Would  all  be  burnt  in  vain. 

3  Aaron  muft  lay  his  robes  away. 

His  mitre  and  his  veil. 
When  God  himfelf  comes  down  to  be 
The  ofPring  and  the  prieft, 

4  He  took  our  mortal  flefh,  to  fliow 

The  wonders  of  his  love  j 
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For  lis  he  paid  his  life  below,  „  / 

And  prays  for  us  above. 

5  "Father,"  he  cries,  **  forgive  their  fins, 
«  For  I  myfelf  have  dy*d;" 
And  then  he  fhows  his  open'd  veins. 
And  pleads  his  wounded  fide. 

Hymn  XIII.     Long  Metre. 

fhe  creation,  prefervation,  dijfolution^  and  refiorattmy 
dfthis  world. 

J  Q ING  to  the  Lord,  who  built  the  Ikies, 
O  The  Lord,  who  rear'd  this  ftatcly  frame ; 
Let  all  the  nations  found  his  praife. 
And  lands  unknown  repeat  his  name. 

2  Hcform'd  the  feas,  and  fram'd  the  hills. 
Made  ev'ry  drop,  and  ev'ry  duft  ; 
Nature  and  time,  with  all  their  wheels. 
And  put  them  into  motion  firft. 

3  Now,  from  his  high  imperial  throne. 
He  looks  far  down  upon  the  fphercs  j 
He  bids  the  ftiining  orbs  roll  on, 
And  round  he  turns  the  hafty  years. 

4  Thus  (hall  this  moving  engine  laft, 
I     Till  all  his  faints  are  gathered  in  : 

Then  for  the  trumpet*s  dreadful  blaft. 
To  fliake  it  all  to  duft  again. 

■  S  Yet,  when  the  found  dall  tear  the  fkies, 
\     And  lightning  burn  the  globe  below. 
Saints,  you  may  lift  your  joyful  eyes. 
There's  a  new  heav'n  and  earth  for  you. 
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/f^y^YMN  XIV.     Short  Metre. 

iA'Aiy/  TX^  hordes  day  ;  or^  delight  in  ordinances^ 
\V^/     -WXTELCOME,  fweet  day  of  reft, 
/  VV     That  faw  the  Lord  arife ; 

/       Welcome  to  this  reviving  breaft, 
'^  And  thefe  rejoicing  eyes  I 

2  The  King  himfelf  comes  near. 
And  feafts  his  faints  to-day ; 

Here  we  may  fit,  and  fee  him  here. 
And  love,  and  praife,  and  pray. 

3  One  day  amidft  the  place 
Where  my  dear  God  hath  been, 

Is  fweeter  than  ten  thoufand  days 
Of  pleafurable  fin. 

4  My  willing  foul  would  ftay 
In  fuch  a  frame  as  this ; 

And  fit  and  fing  herfelf  away 
To  everlafting  blifs. 

Hymn  XV.     Long  Metre. 

The  enjoyment  of  Chri/l ;  cr^  delight  in  worjhip. 
I  T?  AR  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  be  gone ; 
Jj    Let  my  religious  hours  alone  : 
Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  fee — 
I  wait  a  vifit,  Lord,  from  thee ! 

•  2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire. 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  defire : 
Come,  my  dear  Jefus,  from  above, 
And  feed  my  foul  with  heavenly  love. 
3  [The  trees  of  life  immortal  ftand 
In  blooming  rows  at  thy  right  hand ; 
And,  in  fweet  murmurs  by  their  fide. 
Rivers  of  blifs  perpetual  gli^e. 
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4  Hafte  then,  but  with  a  fmifing  face. 
And  fpread  the  table  of  thy  grace  : 
Bring  down  a  tafte  of  truth  divine. 
And  cheer  niy  heart  with  facred  wine.] 

5  Blefs'd  Jefus,  what  delicious  fare  ! 
How  fweet  tby  entertainments  are  ! 
Never  did  angels  tafte  above 
Redeeming  grace,  and  dying  love* 

6  Hail,  great  Immanuel,  all  divine  ! 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  (hine  : 
Thou  brighteft,  fweeteft,  faireft  One, 
That  eyes  have  feen,.or  angels  known  ! 

Hymn  XVI.     Long  Metre. 

Part  thefecond. 
I  T    ORD,  what  a  heav'n  of  faving  ^race 

'JLj  Shines  through  the  beauties  orthy  face, 

And  lights  our  palfions  to  a  flame  ! 

Lord,  how  we  love  thy  charming  name. 
^  When  I  can  fay,  my  God  is  mine. 

When  I  can  feel  thy  glories  fhine, 

I  tread,  the  world  beneath  my  feet. 

And  all  that  earth  calls  good  or  great, 

3  While  fuch  a  fcene  of  facred  joys. 
Our  raptured  eyes  and  fouls  employs. 

Here  we  could  fit,  and  gaze  away  \ 

A  long,  an  everlafting  day. 

4  Well,  we  fliall  quickly  pafs  the  nighf. 
To  the  fair  coafts  of  perfecl  light  ; 
Then  fhall  our  joyful  fenfes  rove 
O'er  the  dear  objed  of  our  love. 

5  [There  fhall  we  drink  full  draughts  of  blifs, 
And  pluck  new  life  from  heav'ply  trees  \ 
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Yet  now  and  then,  dear  Lord,  beftow 
A  drop  of  hcav'n  on  worAis  below. 

6  Send  comfi^ts  dbwn  from  thy  Vight  hand. 
While  we  pals  through  this  barren  land  ; 
And  In  thy  temple  let  us  fee 
A  glimpfe  of  love,  a  ^Umpfe  of  thee.]] 

Hymn  XVH*     Common  Metre* 

Gocfs  eternity. 
J  T)  ISE,  rife,  my  foul,  and  leave  the  ground, 
JtV  Stretch  all  thy  thoughts  abroad  j 
And  roufe  up  cv'ry  tuneful  found 
To  praife  th'  Eternal  God. 

a  Long  ere  the  lofty  Ikies  were  fpread, 
Jenovah  filPd  his  throne  ^ 
Or  Adam  form'd,  or  angels  made, 
TheJWaker  livM  alone. 

3  His  boundlefs  years  can  ne*er  decreafe. 

But  ftill  maintain  their  prime  j 
Eternitfs  his  dwelling-place, 
And  ever  is  his  time. 

4  "While  li^e  a  tide  our  minutes  flow. 

The  prefent  and  the  paft, 
He  fills  his  own  immortal  Now, 
And  fees  our  ages  wafte. 

5  The  fea  and  fky  muft  perifli  too. 

And  vaft  deftrudion  come  ; 
The  creatures^—look  !  how  old  they  grow, 
And  wait  their  fiery  doom. 

6  Well,  let  the  fea  flirink  all  away. 

And  flames  melt  down  the  ffeies, 
My  God  fliall  live  an  endlefi  day, 
When  old  creation  diest 
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Hymn  XVIIL     Long  Metre- 

The  mini/iry  of  angels. 
I   T  TIGH  on  a  hill  of  dazzling  light, 
JlX  The  KSng  of  giGjry  Igreads  hit  feat, 
And  troops  of  angels,  ftretch'd  for  flight. 
Stand  waiting  round  his  awful  feet. 

ft  **  Go,"  faith  the  Lord,  "my  Gabriel,  go, 
*^  Salute  the  virgin's  fruitful  womb  I 
**  Make  hafte,  ye  cherubs,  down  below,  . 
"  Sing  and  proclaim-r— the  Saviour's  cottie.i** 

3  Here  a  bright  fquadron  leaves  the  Ikies, 
And  thick  around  Elilha.ftandsj 
Anon  a  heav'nly  foldier  flies^ 

And  breaka  the  chains  from  Peter*s  hands. 

4  Thy  winged  troops,  O  God  of  hofts. 
Wait  on  thy  wandering  churcli- below  ; 
Here  we  are  failing  to  thy  doafts. 

Let  angels  be  our  convoy  too. 

5^  Are  they  r\ot  all  thy  fervants.  Lord  ? 
At  thy  command  they  go  and  come  ; 
"With  cheerful  hafte  obey  thy  word. 
And  guard  thy  children  to  their  home.  . 

Hymn  XIX,     Common  Metre. 

Our  bodies  frail ^  and  God  our  preferver* 

1  T    ET  others  boaft  how  ftrOng  they  be,^ 
1  J  Nor  death  nor  danger  fear  ; 

But  we*H  confefs,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 
What  feeble  things  we  are. ' 

2  Frefh  as  the  grafs  ourj^  bodies  ftand. 

And  flourifli  bright  and  gay  ; 
A  blafting  wind  fweeps  o'er  the  land. 
And  fades  the  grals  away. 
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3  Our  life  contains  a  thoufand  fprings. 

And  dies,  if  one  be  gone  ; 
Srange  !  that  a  harp  of  thoufand  firings 
Should  keep  in  tune  to  long, 

4  But  'tis  our  God  fupports  our  fr^me. 

The  God  who  built  us  firft  ; 

Salvation  to  th'  Almighty  Name 

.  That  rear'd  us  from  the  duft. 

5  [He  fpake— and  ftraight  our  hearts  and  brains, 

la  all  their  motions,  rofe  ;  . 
*<  Let  blood,**  faid  he,  "  flow  round  the  veins," 
And  round  the  veins  it  flows. 

6  While  we  have  breath,  or  ufe  our  tongue^ 

Our  Maker  we*H  adore  ; 
His  Spirit  moves  our  Heaving  lungs. 
Or  they  would  breathe  no  more.] 

Hymn  XX.     Common  Metre. 

BackJJidings  and  returns  ;  or^  the  inconftancy  of  our  love* 
I  '\\  THY  is  my  heart  fo  far  from  thee, 
VV     My  God,  my  chief  delight  ? 
Why  are  my  thoughts  no  more  by  day 
With  thee,  no  more  by  night  ? 
3  [Why  fliould  my  foolifti  paflions  rove  ? 
Where  can  fuch  fweetnefs  be, 
As  I  have  tafted  in  thy  love, 
'  As  I  have  found  in  thee  ?] 

3  When  my  forgetful  foul  renews 

The  fj^vour  of  thy  grace. 
My  heart  prefumes  I  cannot  lofe 
The  relifli  all  my  days. 

4  But  ere  one  fleeting  hour  is  paft. 

The  flattering  world  employs 
Some  fenfual  bait  to  feize  my  tafte^ 
And  to  pollute  my  joys. 
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5  [^Trifles  of  nature,. or  of  art. 

With  fair  deceitful  charms. 
Intrude  into  my  thoughtlefe,  heart. 
And  thruil  me  from  thy  arms.]] 

6  Then  I  repent,  and  vex  my  foul    , 

That  I  fliould  leave  thee  fo  j 
Where  will  thoTe  wild  afFeclions  roll 
That  let  a  Saviour  gp? 

7  ^Sin's  promised  joys  are  turn'd  to  pain. 

And  I  am  drowned  in  grief. 
But  my  dear  Lord  returns  again  y 
He  flies  to  my  relief  ! 

8  Seizing  my  foul  with  Tweet  fufprife,; 

^  He  draws  with  loving  ba^ds  ; 
Divine  compaffion  in  his  eyes. 

And  pardon  in  his  hands.3-.  «.    iff 

9  [Wretch  that  I  am,  to  winder  thus.. 

In  chafe  of  falfe  delight  !  "^ 

Let  me  be  faften'd  to  thy  crofs,  . 
Rather  than  lofe  thy  fight.] 

10  [Make  hafte,  my  days,  to  reach  the  goal. 

And  bring  my  heart  to  reft  h^  v 

On    the  dear  centre  of  ftiy  foul,         *  /"-   '•  - 
My  God,  my  Saviour's  breaft  !]J. 

Hymn  XXL     Long  Metre^ 

Afong  afpraife  to  God  the  Redeemer,     -- 
I   T    ET  the  old  heathens  tune  their  fong 

X-J   Of  great  Diana,  and  of  Jove  ; 

But  the  fweet  theme  that  movps  my  tongue 

Is  my  Redeemer  and  his  love/ 
2  Behold  !   a  God  defrends  and  ^les. 

To  fave  my  foul  from  gaping  hell ! 
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How  the  black  ^ulf,  where  Satan  lies, 
Yawn'd  to  receive  me  when  I  fell ! 

3  How  juftice  frowned,  and  vengeance  ftood,  ' 
To  drive  me  down'to  endlefe  pain  ! 

But  the  great  Son  proposed  his  blood. 
And  heavenly  wrath  grew  mild  agaiji, 

4  Infinite  Lover  !  gracious  Lord  ! 
To  thee  be  endlefe  honours  giv'n  : 

Thy  wondrous  name  fhajl  be  ador'd,     ^ 
Round  the  wide  earth,  and  wider  heaven. 

Hymn  XXH.     Long  Metre. 

With  God  is  terrible  majejiy. 
1  rj-iERRIBLE  God,  who  reign'ft  on  high, 
•   X    How  awful  is  thy  thundering  hand  ! , 
Thy  fiery 'bolts,  how  fierce  they  fly  ! 
Nor  can  all  earth  or  hell  withftand. 

a  This  the  old  rebel  ap^els  T5:new, 
And  Satan  fell  beneath  thy  frown : 
Thine  arrows  ftruck  the  traitor  through. 
And  weighty  vengeance  funk  him  down. 

3  This  §odom  felt — and  feels^it  ftill — 
And  roars  Ij^nqath  th'  eternal  load  :  . 
**  With  endlefs  burhingfi^who  can  dwell, 
«  Or  bear  the  fury  of  a  God  V 

*4  Trctrible,  ye  finners,  ajad  fubmit  j 

Throw  down  your  arnis  before  his  throne  ; 
Bend  your  heads  low  beneath  his  feet. 
Or  his  ftrong  hand  fliall  cruflx  you  down* 

5  And  ye,  blefs'd  faints,  that  love  him  too. 
With  rev'rence^  bow  before  his  name  ; 
Thus  all  his  heav'nly  fervants  do  : 
God  is  a  bright  and  burning  flame. 
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Hymn  XXHI.     Long  Metre. 

The  fight  of  God  and  Chriji  in  heaven. 

1  X^ESCEND  from  heav'n,  immortal  Dove, 
JL/  Stoop  down,  and  take  us  on  thy  wings  j  . 
-And  mounti  and  bear  us  far  above 

The  reach  of  thefe  inferior  things  : 

2  Beyond,  beyond  this  lower  Iky, 
Up  where  eternal  ages  roll ; 
Where  folid  pleafures  fiever  die. 
And  fruits  immortal  feaft  the  foul. 

3  O  for  a  fight,  a  pleafing  fight 

Of  our  almighty  Father's  throne ! 

There  fits  our  Saviour,  crown'd  with  light, 

Cloth'd  in  a  body  like  our  owfi. 

4  Adoring  faints  around  him  ftand. 

And  thrones  and  pow'rs  before  him  fall ; 
The  God  fhines  gracious  through  the  man. 
And  flieds  fweet  glories  on  them  all ! 

5  O  what  amazing  joys  they  feel. 
While  to  their  golden  harps  they  fing  j 
And  fit  on  ev'ry  heav'nly  hill. 

And  fpread  the  triumphs  of  their  King  ! 

6  When  fliall  the  day,  dear  Lord,  appear. 
That  I  Ihall  mount  to  dwell  above  ; 
And  ftand  and  bow  amongft  them  there. 
And  view  thy  face,  and  fing,  and  love  ? 

Hymn  XXIV.     Long  Metre. 

The  evil  of  fin  vtfible  in  the  fall  of  angels  and  men. 
I  TX7HEN  the  great  Builder  arched  the  Ikies, 
Vy      And  forriiM  all  nature  with  a  word  j 
The  joyful  cherubs  tun*d  his  praife. 
And  ev'ry  bending  throne  ador'd. 
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2  High  in  the  midft  of  all  the  throng 
Satan,  a  tall  arch-angel,  fat ; 
Amongft  the  morning  ftars  he  fung,. 
Till  fin  deftroy'd  his  heav'nly  ftate. 

3  ['Twas  fin  that  hurl'd  him  from  his  tbrone, 
Grov*ling  in  fire,  the  rebel  lies  ; 

How  art  thou  funk  in  darknefs  dovjn^ 
Sun  of  the  mornings  from  thefkies  /J 

4  And  thus  our  two.  firft  parents  flood. 
Till  fin  defil'd  the  happy,  place : 
They  loft  their  garden,  and  their  God, 
And  ruin'd  all  their  unborn  race. 

5  [So  fprung  the  plague  from  Adam's  bow'r. 
And  fpread  deftruftion  all  abroad ; 

Sin,  the  curs'd  name,  that  in  one  hour 
"Spoird  firx  days  labour  of  a  God. 3 

6  Tremble,  my  foul,  and  mourn  for  grief, 
That  fuch  a  foe  fhould  feize  thy  breaft  j 
Fly  to  thy  Lord  for  quick  relief; 

Oh  !  may  he  flay  this  treacherous  gueft, 

7  Then  to  thy  throne,  victorious  King, 
Then  to  thy  throne  our  fliouts  fhali  rife  ; 
Thine  everlafting  arms  we  fing, 
For  fin,  the  mohfter,  bleeds  and  dies. 


Hymn  XXV.     Gommon  Metre. 

Complaining  offpiritualfloth. 

1  TV  yr  Y  drowfy  pow'rs,  why  fleep  ye  fo ! 
xSIjL  Awake,  my  fluggifti  foul ! 
Nothing  has  half  thy  work  to  do  ; 

Yet  nothing's  half  fo  dull !  • 

2  The  little  ants  for  one  poor  grain, 

Labour,  and  tug,  and  ftrive  ; 
Yet  we,  who  have  a  heaven  t'  obtain. 
How  negligent  wc  live  ! 
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3  Wc,  for  whofe  fake  all  nature  Hands, 

And  ftars  their  courfes  move  ; . 
We,  for  whofe  guard  the  angel  l3ands 
Come  flying  from  above ; 

4  We,  far  whom  God  the  Son  cande  down. 

And  laboured  for  our  good  ; 
How  carelefs  to  fecure  that  crown 
He  purchased  with  his  blood  ! 

5  Lord,  fliall  we  lie  fo  fluggifh  ftill. 

And  never  aft  our  jfarts  ? 
Come,  holy  Dove,  from  th'  heav'nly  hill. 
And  fit  and  warm  our  hearts. 

6  Then  fhall  our  aftive  fpirits  move ; 

Upward  our  ftfuls  fhajl  rife  : 
With  tands  of  faith,  and  v^ings  of  love. 
We'll  fly,  and  take  the  prize. 

Hymn  XXVI,     Long  Metre. 

God  invijible. 
i   T    ORD,  we  are  blind,  poor  mortals,  blind, 
1  A  We  cant  behold  thy  bright  abode  ; 
Oh  !  'tis  beyond  a  creature's  mind. 
To  glance  a  thought  half  way  to  God, 

2  Infinite  leagues  beyond  the  iky. 
The  great  Etjerkal  reigns  alone ; 
Where  neither  wings,  nor  fouls  can  fly. 
Nor  angels  climb  the  toplefs  throne.  \ 

3  The  Lord  of  glory  builds  his  feat 
Of  gems  incomparably  bright ; 
J^nd,  lays  beneath  his  facred  feet 
Subfi:antial  beams  of  gloomy  night. 

4  Yet,  glorious  Lord,  thy  gracious  eyes 
Look  through,  and  cheer  us  from  above; 
Beyond  our  praife  thy  grandeur  flics, 
Yet  we  adore,  and  yet  we  love. 
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Hymn  XXVH.     Long  Metre. 

Praife  ye  hitfiy  all  his  angfls.    Pfalm  csiviii.  2. 
I  ^^  OD  !  the  eternal,  awful  narne^ 
Vjpr  That  the  whole  hcav'nly  army  fears. 
That  ihakes  the  wide  creation's  frame, . 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  hears. 

a  Like  flames  of  fire  his  fervants  are, 
'And  light  furrounds  his  dweHing-place ; 
But,  O  ye  fiery  flames.j,  declare 
The  brighter  glories  of  his  face, 

3  'Tis  not  fdr  fuch  poor  worms  as  we ' 
To  fpeak  fo  infinite  a  thing ; 

But  your  immortal  eyes  furvey. 

The  beauties  of  ywir- fov'reign  King.*'-  * 

4  Tell  how  he  (hews  his  fmiling  face, 
And  clothes- all  heaven  in  bright  array; 
Triumph  and  joy  run  through  the  place^ 
And  fongs  eternal  as  the  day. 

5  Speak— for  you  feel  his  burning  lov^e— ^. 
What  zeal  it  fpreads  through  all. your  firamd 
That  facred  fire  dwells  all  above. 

For  we,  on  earth,  have  loft  the  name. 

6  [Sing  of  his  pow'r  and  juftice  too  ; 
That  infinite  right  hand  of  his, 
That  vanquifh'd  Satan  and  his  crew, 
'^When  thunder  drove  theip  down  fromblifst] 

7  What  mighty  ilorms  of  poifonM  darts 
Were  hurrd  upon  the  rebels  there  ! 
What  deadly  jav'lins  nail'd  their  hearts 
Faft  to  the  racks  of  long  defpair  ! 

8  [Shout  to  your  King^  ye  heav'nly.hoft ; 
You  that  beheld  the  finking  foe  ; 
Firmly  ye  ftood  when  they  were  loft  ; 
Praife  the  rich  grace  that  kept  ye  fo. 
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9  •  PFoclaim  bis  wonders  from  the  ikies ; 
Let  ev'ry  diftant  nation  hear ; 
Andy  while  you  found  his  lofty  praife, 
Let  humble  mortals  bow  and  fear. J 

*•■■•--        -  ■  ■  -  ^ 

Hymn  XXVIIL     Common  Metre. 

Death  and  eternity. 

1  O  TOOP  down,  my  thoughts,  that  us*d  to  rife, 
1^  Converfe  a  while  with  death : 

Think  how  a  gafping  mortal  lies. 
And  pants  away  his  breath. 

2  His  quiv'ring  lip  hangs  feebly  down, 

.  His  pulfe  is  faint  and  few  : 
Then,  fpeechlefs,  with  a  doleful  groan. 
He  bids  the  world  adieu. 

3  But  oh,  the  foul,  that  never  dies ! 

At  once  it  leaves  the  clay ! 
Ye  thoughts,  purfue  it  where  it  flies, 
And  track  its  wondrous  way  ! 

4  Up  to  the  courts,  where  angels  dwell. 

It  mounts-— triumphing  there  ; 
Or  devils  plunge  it  down  to  hell. 
In  infinite  defpair ! 

5  And  mufl:  my  body  faint  and  die  ?  IT 

And  muft  this  foul  remove  ? 
Oh,  for  fome  guardian-angel  nigh', 
To  bear  it  fafe  above ! 

6  Jefus,  to  thy  dear  faithful  hand 

My  naked  foul  I  truft  ; 
And  my  flefli  waits  for  thy  command. 
To  drop  intcf  my  duft. 
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Hymn  XXIX.     Common  Metre. 

Redemption  by  price  and  power. 
I    TESUS,  with  all  thy  faints  above, 
J    My  tongue  would  bear  her  part  ; 
Would  found  aloud  thy  faving  love. 
And  fing  thy  bleeding  heart. 

a  BlelsM  be  the  Lamb,  my  dearcft  Lord, 
Who  bought  me  with  his  blood. 
And  quenched  his  Father's  flaming  fword 
In  his  own  vital  flood ; 

3  The  Lamb  that  freed  my  captive  foul 

From  Satan's  heavy  chains. 
And  fent  the  lion  down  to  howl. 
Where  hell 'and  horror  reigns* 

4  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb, 

And  never  ceafing  praife. 
While  angels  live  to  know  his  name. 
Or  faints  to  feel  his  grace. 

Hymn  XXX.     Short  Metre. 

Heavenly  joy  on  earth* 

1  [A^OME,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 

V>4  And  let  our  joys  be  known  : 
Join  in  a  fong  with  fweet  accord. 
And  thus  furround  the  throne. 

2  The  forrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banifli'd  from  the  place  :    , 
Religion  never  wasf  defign'd 
,To  make  our  pleafures  lefs.] 

3  Let  thofe  refufe  to  fing. 
That  never  knew  our  God  ; 

But  favorites  of  the  heav'nly  King 
May  fpeak  their  joys  abroad* 
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4.       [The  'God  that  rules  on  high. 
And  thunders  when  he  pleafe. 
That  rides  upon  the  ftormy  Iky, 
And  manages  the  feas.J 

5  .  This  awful  God  is  ours. 

Our  Father  and  our  love  j 
He  will  fend  down  his  heav'niy  pow'rs 
To.  carry  us  above. 

6  There  we  fliall  fee  his  face. 
And  never,  never  fin ; 

♦There,  from  the  rivers  o(  his  grace, 
Drink  endlefs  pleafures  in. 

7  Yes,  and  before  we  rife 
To  that  immortal  ftate. 

The  thoughts  of  fuch  amazing  blifs 
Should  conftant  joys  create. 

8  [The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below ; 

Celeftial  fruits,  on  earthly  ground. 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow.] 

9 .      [The  hill  of  Zion  yields 
A  thoufand  facred  fweets. 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  ftreets. 
10     Then  let  our  fongs  abound, 
And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry ; 
We're  marching  through  Immanuel's  ground. 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high.] 

Hymn  XXXJ^    <Long  Metre- 

Cbri/i^s  pr^fence  makes  death  eafj. 

HY  ihould  we  ftart  and  fear  to  die  ? 
What  tifti'rous  worms  we  mortals  are ! 

R  R 
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Death  is  the  gate  of  endlefs  joy^ 
And  yet  we  d^ead  to  enter  there. 

a  The  pains,  the  groans,  and  dying  flrife^ 
Fright  our  approaching  fouls  away  j 
Still  we  (hrink  back  again  to  life. 
Fond  of  our  prifon,  and  our  clay. 

3  Oh !  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet, , 
My  foul  (hould  ftretch  her  wings  in  hafte. 
Fly,  fearlefe,  through  death's  iron  gate, 
Kor  feel  the  terrors  as  Ihe  pais'd. 

4  Jefus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  foft  ^  downy  p^lows  are. 
While  on  his  hreaft  I  kan  nay  head. 
And  breathe  my  life  out  fwectly  there. 

Hymn  XXXII.     Common  Metre. 

Frailty  and  fotty. 

I  T  T  OW  fliort  and  hafty  is  our  life ! 
JlX  How  vaft  our  fouls'  afiairs ! 
Yet  fenfclefs  mortals  vainly  ftrive 
To  lavifh  out  their  years. 

a  Our  days  run  thoughtlefsly  along. 
Without  a  moment's  ftay  j 
Juft  like  a  ftory,  or  a  fong, 
We-  pafs  our  lives  away. 

3  God,  fropi  on  high,  invites  us  home. 

But  we  march  needleis  on  j 

And,  ever  haft'ning  to  the  tomb, 

Stoop  downward  as  we  run. 

4  How  we  deferve  the  deepeft  hell. 

That  fl'^ht  the  joys  above  ! 
What  chains  of  vengeance  fliould  we  fed. 
That  break  fuch  cords  of  love  I  -^ 
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5  Draw  us,  O  God,  with  fov*reign  grace. 
And  lift  our  thoughts  on  high, 
That  we  may  end  this  mort?il  race. 

And  fee  i&lvation  nigh.  , 

Hymn  XXXIIL     Common  Metre. 

The  bkjfed  fociety  in  heaven., 

1  13  AISE  thee,  my  foul,  fly  up,  and  run 
Xa.  Through  ev'ry  heav'nly  ftreet,. 
And  fay,  There*s  nought  below  the  fun 

That's  worthy  of  thy  feet. 

2  [Thus  will  we  mount  on  facred  wings, 

And  tread  the  courts  above  : 
Nor  earth,  nor  all  her  mightieft  things. 
Shall  tempt  our  meaneft  Idve.] 

3  There,  on  a  high  majeftic  throne, 

"  Th^  almighty  Father  reigns, 
:    And  {heds  his  glorious  goodnefs  down 
On  all  the  bliisful  plains. 

4  Bright,  like  the  fun,  the  Saviour  fits. 

And  fpreads  eternal  noon  ; 
No  evenings  there,  nor  gloomy  nights, 
To  want  the  feeble  moon. 

5  Amidft  thofe  ever-lhining  ikies, 

Behold  the  facred  Dove  ; 
While  banilh'd  fin,  and  forrow  flies 
From  all  the  realms  of  love. 

6  The  glorious  tenants  of  the  place 

Stand  bending  round  the  throne ; 
And  faints  and  leraphs  fing  and  praife 
The  infinite  Three-One. 

7  [But,  oh,  what  beams  of  heav'nly  grace 

Tranfport  them  all  the  while ! 
Ten  thoufand  fmiles  from  Jefus'  face. 
And  love  in  cv'ry  fmile  IJ 
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8  Jefus,  O  when  fhall  that  dear  day. 
That  joyful  hour,  appear, 
When  1  fliaU  leave  this  houfe  of  clay. 
To  dwell  amongft  them  there  ? 

Hymn  XXXIV.     Common  Metre. 

Breathing  after  the  Haly  Spirit ;  or^  fervency  of  de*vO'^ 
?  tion  defired* 

1  •^OME,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
V^  With  all  thy  quickening  powVs, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  facred  love 

In  thefe  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look,  how  we  grovel  here  below. 

Fond  of  thefe  trifling  toys  : 
Our  fouls  can  neither  fly,  nor  go. 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  form^il  fongS, 

In  vain  wc  ftrive  to  rife  j 
Hofannas  languifh  on  our  tongues. 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord  !  and  Ihall  we  ever  livg^ 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  Iqve  fo  faint,  fo  cold  to  thee. 
And  thine  to  us  fo  great  ? 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  pow'rs  ; 
Come,  flied  abroad  a  Saviour's  love. 
And  that  fhall  kindle  ours. 

Hymn  XXXV.     Common  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  for  creation  and  redemption. 

I   T     ET  them  neglect  thy  glory.  Lord, 
1  J  Who  never  knew  thy  grace  ;       v 
But  our  loud  fong  Ihall  ftill  record 

The  wonders  of  thy  praife.  j 
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3  We  raife  our  fliouts,  O  God,  to  thcc. 
And  fend  them  to  thy  throne  j 
All  glory  to  th*  united  Thres,  / 
The  undivided  One. 

3  'Twas  He  (and  we^U  adore  his  name) 

Who  form'd  us  by  a  word ; 
Twas  He  reftor'd  our  ruin'd  frame  : 
Salvation  to  the  'Lord  ! 

4  Hofanna  I  let  the  earth  and  fkies 

Repeat  the  joyful  found  ; 
Rocks,  htUs,  and  vales,  refted  the  voice 
In  one  eternal  round. 


Hymn  XXXVL     Short  Metre. 

Chris's  mercejftm. 
I       "TTT^LL,  the  Redeemer's  gone 
W     T*^  appear  before  our  God,, 
To  fprinkle  o^er  the  flaming,  throne 
With  his  atoning  blood:^ 

%      No  fiery  vengieance  now^ 

No  burning,  wrath  comes  down  ^ 
5f  juftice  calls  for  fmners'  blood. 
The  Saviour  fliews  his  own./ 

J       Before  his  Father's  eye: 

Our  humble  fuit  he  moves  f 
The  Father  lays  his  thumder  by. 
And  boks,  and  finlles,  and  lovesv 

4  Now  may  our  joyful  tongues 
Our  Maker*s  honour  fing.;. 

|efus,  the  Prieft,  receives  our  fongs^ 
And  bears  them  to*  the  King. 

5  [We  bow  before  hiis  face, 
Andjfound  hii&  glories  high  r. 

R  R  z 


152  Hymn  37/  B*  II. 

*'  Hofanna  to  the  God  of  grace, 
**  Who  lays  his  thunder  by,] 

6  "  On  earth  thy  mercy  reigns, 
*^  And  triumphs  all  above  ;'* 

But,,LQrd,  how  weak  are  mortal  drains. 
To  fpeak  immortal  love ! 

7  [How  jarring,  and  how  low. 
Are  all  the  notes  we  fing  ! 

Sweet  Saviour,  tune  our  fongs  anew. 
And  they  fliall  pleafe  the  King.] 

Hymn  XXXVII.     Common  Metre* 

The  fame. 
1  T    IFT  up  your  eyes  to  th'  lieav'nly  feat, 
1  .J  Where  your  Redeemer  ftays  : 
Kind  Interceuor,  there  he  fits. 
And  loves,  and  pleads,  and  prays, 

1  *Twas  well,  my  foul,  he  dy*d  for  thee. 
And  fhed  his  vital  blood ; 
Appeas'd  ftern  juftice  on  the  tree. 
And  then  arofe  to  God. 

3  Petitions  now,  and  praufie  may  rife. 

And  faints  their  ofFV^ngs  bring ; 
The  Frieft,  with  his  own  faqrificfe, 
l^refents  th^m  to  the  King. 

4  [Let  Papifts  truft  what  names  tkey  pleafe. 

Their  faints^atid  angels  bqaft ; 
We've  no*  fuch -advocates  m ' thefe. 
Nor  pr^y  to  th'  heav'nly  hoft.]., 

5  Jefus  alone  ihall  bear  my  cries 

Up  to  his  Father's  throne ; 
He,  deareft  Lord,  perfumes  my  figh». 
And  fwectens  evVy  groan. 
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6  f Ten  thoufand  priifes  to  the  King, 
Hc^nna  in  the  high'ft  ; 
Ten  thoufand  thanks  ourfpirits  bring 
To  God,  and  to  his  Chrift.] 

Hymn  XXXVHL    Common  Metre. 

Love  wGod. 

1  T  TAPPY  the  heart  where  graces  reign, 
JL  JL  Where  love  infpires  the  breaft : 
Love  is  the  brighteft  of  the  train^ 

And  ftrengthens  |ill  the  reft. 

2  Knowledge^— alas  I  'tis  all  in  vain. 

And  all  in  vain  our  fear ; 
Our  ftubborn  fins  will  fight  and  reign. 
If  love  be  abfent  there. 

3  *Tis  love  that  makes  our  cheerful  feet 

In  fwift  obedience  move ; 
The  devils  know,  and  tremble  too  j 
But  Satan  cannot  love. 

4  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  fings. 

When  faith  and  hope  Ihall  ceafe  ; 
'Tis  this  fliall  ftrike  our  joyful  firings 
In  the  fweet  realms  of  bKfs. 

5  Before  we  quite  forfake  our  clay. 

Or  leave  this  dark  abode,  ^ 

The  wings  of  love  bear  us  away 
To  fee  our  fmiling  God. 

Hymn  XXXIX.     Common  Metre. 

Thejhortnefs  and  mifery  of  life. 
t   /^UR  days,  alas !  our  mortal  days, 
\J  Are  fliort  and  wretched  too  ! 
«  Evil  and  few,*'  the  patriarch  fays. 
And  well  the  patriarch  knew. 
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a  'Tis  but,  at  beft,  a  nafrow*  bounds 
That  heaven  allows^  to  men } 
And  paias  and  fins  run  through  the*  round 
Of  threefcore  years  and  ten. 

3  Well,  If  ye  muft  be  fiul  and  few^ 

Run  on,  my  days,  kUiafke  ^ 
Moments  of  fin,  and  mdnths  of  wo. 
Ye  cannot  fly  too  fafi;. 

4  Let  heav'niy  love  prepare  my  foul. 

And  call  her  to  the  fkies. 
Where  years  of  long  ialvation  rolT,  ' 

And  glory  never  dies. 

Hymn  XL*     Common  Metre, 

Our  comfort  in  the  eovenarU  made  with  Chrifi^ 
J  /^UR  God,  how  firm  his  promife  ftands, 
V^  E*en  when  he  hides  hifr  face  X 
He  trufls  in  our  Redeemer's  hands- 
His  glory  and  his  grace^ 

a  Then  why,  my  foul,  thefc  fad  complaints^ 
Since  Chrift  and  we  are  one  ? 
Thy  God  is  faithful  to  his  fiiints„ 
£s  faithful  IG  his  Son. 
3  Beneath  his  fmfles  my  heart  has  fiv'di, 
And  part  of  heav*h  poffefs*d  j^ 
I  praife  his  name  for  grace  received!,, 
And  trull  him  for  the  reft^ 

HYMisf  XLL     Long  Metre^ 

^\fiS^^  rf  God  mortices  us  to  the  worlds 
J  CT  T^  ^^  ^^5  fields,  where  aiigels  lie, 
yj    And  Kving  waters  gently  roll. 
Fain  would  my  thoughts  leap  out  and  ffy. 
But  iin  hangs  heavy  on  my  foul..  I 
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■    ■  •      ■  -        ' 

12  Thy  wondrous  blood,  dear  dying  Chrift,  * 

Can  makie  this  world  of  guilt  remove ; 
And  thou  can'ft  bear  me  where  thou  fly'ft, 
On  thy  kind  wings,  celeftial  Dove  ! 

3  Oh  might  I  once  mount  up,  and  fee      . 
The  glories  of  th'  eternal  feies  ; 

What  little  things  thefe  worlds  would  be,    ' 
How  defpicable  to  my  eyes  !] 

4  Had  I  a  glance  of  thee,  my  God, 
Kingdoms  and  men  would  vanifli  foon  j 
Vanifli,  as  though  I  faw  them  not, 

As  a  dim  oandle  dies  at  noon. 

5  Then  they  might  fight,  and  rage,  and  rave, 
I  fliould  perceive  the  npife  no  more 
Than  we  can  hear  a  fhaking  leaf,  - 
While  rattling  thunders  round  us  roar.  . 

6  Great  All  in  All,  eternal  King, 
Let  me  but  view  thy  lovely  face, 
And  all  my  pow'rs  fliall  bow;  and  fing 
Thine  endlefs  grandeur,  and  thy  grace. 

Hymn  XLII.     Common  Metre. 

Delight  in  God. 

1  TV /TY  God,  what  endlefs  picafures  dwdl 
xSm.  Above,  at  thy  right  hand  ! 

Thy  courts  below,  how  amiable. 
Where  all  thy  graces  ftand  ! 

2  The  fwallow  near  thy  temple  lies,       .  i' 

And  chirps  a  cheerful  note ;       . ,   . 
The  lark  mounts  upward  tow'r/i  ttys^ftyiesi 
And  tunes  her  warbling  throat : 

3  And  we,  when  in  thy  prefence,  Lord, 

Do  fhout  with  joyful  tongues  ; 
Or,  fitting  round  our  Father's  board, 
We  crown  the  feaft  with  fongs. 
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4  While  Jefus  ihincs  with  quick'ning  grace^ 

We  fioK,  and  mount  on  high  ; 
But,  if  a  frown  becloud  his  faca^ 
We  faint,  and  tire,  and  die. . 

5  [  Juft  as  we  fee  the  lonefome  dove 

Bemoan  her  widowed  ftate^ 
Wand'ring,  fhe  flics  through  all  the  grove, 
And  mourns  her  loving  mate# 

6  Juft  fo,  our  thoughts  from  tMn^  to  thing 

In  reftle&  drcles  rove  ; 
Juft  fo  we  droop^  and  hang  the  wing. 
When  Jefus  hides  his  love.^ 

Hymn  XLIII.     Long  Metre. 

Cbri/i*s  fufferings  ani  glory. 

I  T^TOW  for  a  tune  of  lofty  praife 
xAI   To  great  Jehovah's  equal  Son  I 
Awake,  my  voice,  in  heavenly  lays. 
Tell  loud  the  wonders  he  hath  done. 

a  Sing,  how  he  left  the  worlds  of  lights 
And  the  bright  robes  he  wore  above  ; 
How  fwift  and  joyful  was  his  flight 
On  wings  of  everlafting  love  I 

3  [Down  to  this  baie,  this  finful  earthy. 
He  came  to  raife  our  nature  high ; 
He  came  t'  atone  Almighty  wrath— 
Jefus,  the  God,  was  born  to  die.] 

4  [Hell,  and  its  Hons^  roar'd  around  ;. 
His  precious  Ubod  the  i^onfters  fpilt ; 
While  weighty  forrows  jpreis'd  him  doW0» 
Large  as  the  loads  ctf  all  our  guilt.] 

5  Deep  in  the  fhades  of  gloomy  des^h, 
Th'  Almighty  Captive  prisoner  lay  ; 
Th*  Almighty  Captive  left  the  earth. 
And  rofe  to  everlafting  day,. 
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6  Lift  up  your  eyes,  yc  fons  of  lights 

I     Up  to  his  throne  ot  ihining  grace  ; 
See  what  immortal  glories  fit 
Round  the  fweet  beauties  of  his  face  ! 

!  7  Amongfi;  a  thoufand  harps  and  fongs, 

I     Jefus,  the  God,  exalted  rei^s  ; 
His  iacred  name  fills  all  their  tongues. 
And  echoes  through  the  heavenly  plains  ! 

Hymn  XLIV,     Long  Metre. 

Hell;  CTj  the  vengeance  of  God. 

1  "VrT^^^  holy  fear,  and  humble  fone, 

W  '  The  dreadful  God  our  fouls  adore ; 
Rev'rence  and  awe  become  the  tongue 
That  fpeaks  the  terrors  of  his  pow'r. 

2  Far,  in  the  deep,  where  darknefs  dwells, 
I      The  land  of  horror  and  defpair, 

I      Jufiice  has  built  a  difmal  hell, 

'      And  laid  her  ftores  of  vengeance  there. 

3  £Eternal  plagues,  and  heavy  chains. 
Tormenting  racks,  and  fiery  coals. 
And  darts  t'  inflifi:  immortal  pains. 
Dipt  in  the  blood  of  damned  fouls. 

4  There  Satan,  the  firft  finner,  lies. 
And  roars,  and  bites  his  iron  bands  ; 
In  vain  the  rebel  ftrives  to  rife, 
Crufli'd  with  the  weight  of  both  thy  hands.3 

5  There  guilty  ghofts  of  Adam's  race 
Shriek  out,  and  howl  beneath  thy  rod .; 
Once  they  could  fcorn  a  Saviour's  grace. 
But  they  incens'd  a  dreadful  God. 

6  Tremble,  my  foul,  and  kifs  the  Son — 
Sinner,  obey  thy  Saviour's  call  ; 
Elfe  your  damnation  haftens  on, 
And  hell  gapes  wide  to  wait  your  fall. 
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Hymn  XLV.     Long  Metre* 

God's  comefcenfton  to  our  x^orjhip* 

I  'T'KrY  favours.  Lord,  furprife  our  fouls ; 

X     Will  the  Eternal  dwell  with  us  ? 

What  canft  thou  find  beneath  the  poles, 

To  tempt  thy  chariot  downward  thus  ? 

a  Still  might  he  fill  his  ftarry  throne, 
*  And  pleafe  his  ears  with  Gabriers  fongs } 
But  heav'nly  Majefty  coaxes  down, 
And  bows  to  hearken  to  our  tongues  ! 

3  Great  God  !  what  poor  returns  we  pay 
For  love  fo  infinite  as  thine  ! 
Words  are  but  air,  and  tongues  but  clay, 
But  thy  compaflion's  all  divine. 

HyiMn  XLVI.     Long  Metre. 

God^s  condefcenfion  to  human  qffhirs. 

1  T  TP  to  the  Lord,  who  reigns  on  high, 

\^    And  views  the  nations  from  afar. 
Let  everlafting  praifes  fly. 
And  tell  how  large  his  bounties  are. 

2  fHe  that  can  ihake  the  worlds  he  made, 

Or  with  his  word,  or  with  his  rod  ;         "     ■ 
His  goodnefs,  bow  amazing  great ! 
And  what  a  condefcending  God  ! 

3  God,  that  mull  ftoop  to  view  the  Ikies, 
And  bow  ta  fee  what  angels  do, 
Down  to  the  earth  he  cafts  his  eyes. 
And  bends  his  footfteps  downward  too.] 

4  He  over-rules  all  mortal  things. 
And  manages  our  mean  affairs  ; 
On  humble  fouls  the  King  of  kings 
Beftows  his  counfels,  and  his  cares. 
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5  Our  forrows  and  our  tears  wc  pour  i 
Into  the  bofom  of  our  God  ; 

He  heary  us^ilft  the  mournful  hour^ 
And  helps  to  bear  the  heavy  load. 

6  In  vain  might  lofty  princes  try 
Such  condefceniion  to  perforin  i 
For  worms  were  never  rais'd  fo  high 
Above  their  mean^ft  fellow- worm. 

7^  Ok  !  could  our  thankful  hearts  devife 

*  A  tribute  equal  to  thy  grace. 

To  the  third  heav'n  onr  fongs  (hould  rife. 
And  teach  the  golden  harps  thy  praife. 

Hymn  XLVIL     Long  Metre. 

Glory  and  grace  in  the  per/on  of  Chri/i. 

I  ]\TO^  *^  ^^^  ^^^  ^  noble  fong ! 

X^    Awake,  my  foul  j  awake,  my  tongue  ; 

Hofanna  to  th'  Eternal  Name, 

And  all  his  boundle&  loVe  proclaim. 
3  See,  where  it  fliines  in  Jefus*  face, . 

The  brighteft  image  of  his  grace ; 

God,  in  the  perfon  of  his  Son, 

Has  alllus  mightiefl:  works  outdone. 

3  The  fpacious  earth  and  fpreading  flood 
Proclaim  the  wife  and  pow'rful  God  ; 
And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar 

Sparkle  in  ev'ry  rolling  liar.  . 

4  But  in  his  looks  a  glory  ftands, 

•  The  nobleft  labour  of  thine  hands : 
The  pleafing  luftre  of  his  eyes 
Outlines  the  wonders  of  the  fkies. 

5  Grace !  *tis  a  fwect,  a  charming  theme ; 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jefus*  name : 

Ss 
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Ye  angels,  dwell  upon  the  found ; 
Ye  heavens,  refleft  it  to  the  grpund.    .   . 
6  Oh,  may  I  live  to  readh  the  place 
Where  he  unveils  his  lovely  face- 
Where  all  his  beauties  you  behold. 
And  fing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold ! 

YMN  XLVIII.     Common  Metre. 

Love  to  the  creatures  is  dangerjms. 
T  TOW  vain  are  all  things  here  bdow ! 
X  X  How  falfc,  and  yet  how  fiiir ! . 
Each  pleafure  hath  its  poifon  too, 
And  ev*ry  fwect  a  fhare. 
^  The  brighteft  things  below  the  iky 
Give  but  a  flatting  lieht  ; 
We  fhould  fufpe6t  fome  danger  nigh, 
WKcre  we  poffefs  delight. 

3  Our  deareft  joys,  and  neareft  friends,  ' 

The  partners  of  our  blood. 
How  they  cMvide  our  wav'ring  minds. 
And  leave  but  half  for  God ! 

4  The  fondneis  of  a  creature's  love,      » 

How  ftrong  it  ftrikes  the  fenfe  J  '*- 
Thither  the  warm  affedions  move, 
Nor  can  we  call  them  thence. 

5  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  beauties  be 

My  foul's  eternal  food ; 
And  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  good. 


Hymn  XLIX.     Common  M«tre. 

*  fofes  dying  in  the  embraces 
LTH  cannot  make  our  fc 
'  God  be  with  u«  there  f 


Mofes  dying  in  the  embraces  ofGoi*    , 
I  T^EATH  cannot  make  our  fouls  afraid> 
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We  may  walk  thcougli  the  darkeft  fhade. 
And  never  yield  to  fear. 

2  I  could  Tenounce  my  all  b^ow^ 

If  my  Creator  bid  \  *  ^^ 

And  run,  if  1  were  caU'd  to  gb, 
%\  ^  And  die  as  Mofes  did. 

3  IM^ght  I  but  climb  to  Pifgah's  top,  ^        '' 

And  view  the  promi§*d  land,  -    » 

*My  fleih  itfelf  would  long  to  drop. 

And  pray  fpr  the  command*  ■  ., 

4  Ql^p'd  in  my  heav'nly  Father^s  arms,      '    .   , 
.'  I  would  forget  my  ireath  ;  '      * 
And  lofe  my  hfe  among  the  (iharms  * 

Of  fo  divine  a  de^h^ 

'_ — , L, _: .  _,^.     ■   - 

,      Hymn  L.     Long  Metre!^    ^  * 

'     Comforts  imder  firrowi  and  pains. 

I  ^lTOW  let  the  Lord,  my  Saviour,  fmile, 
X^    A*nd  Ihew  my  name  upon  his  heart  j 
I  would  forget  my  pains  a  while. 
And  in  the  pleafure  lofe  the  fmart. 

a  f-But  ph  !  it  fwells  my  forrows  high, 
■To  fee  my  bleffed  Jefus  frown  ; 
jiliy  fpirits^^fink,  my  comforts  die,  ^ 

^  And  'all  the  fprings  of  life  are  down« 

3 '  Yet  why,  my  foul,  why  thefc  complaints? 

^.    Still,  while  he  frowns,  his  bowels  move  j » 
Still,  on  his  heart,  he  bears  his  faints. 
And  feels  their  forrows^  and  his  love« 

4  My  nap)e«is  printed  on  his  breaft  ; 
His  book  of  life  contains  my  name  : 
Fd  rather  have*  it  there  imprefe'd. 
Than  in  the  bright  records  of  fame* 
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5  When  th<:  lafi  fire  bums  all  things  here, 
„  Thofe  letters  ftall  fecurely  ftaffd^ 

'  And  in  the  Lamb's  fair  book  appear, 
"  Writ  by  th'  eternsd  Father's  hand. 

6  Now  (hall  my  minutes  finoothly  run, 

.  Whilft  here  I  wait  my  Father's  will  j       ,  ^ 
.  My  riiing  and  my  letting  fun 
Roll  gently  up  and  down  the  hill. 

,Hymn  Lf.     Long  Metre* 

Ccd  the  Son  equal  mth  the  Father. 

1  T>  RIGHT  King  of  glory,  dreadful  God ! 
11  Qur  fpirits  bow  before  thy  feat : 

.  To  thee  we  fift  a  humble  thought^ 

And  worfhip  at  thine  awful  feet. 
«  [Thypow'r  hath  form'd,  thy  wifdom  fways 
All  nature  with  a  fov'reign  word ; 
And  the  bright  world  of  ftars*  obeys         '      , 
The  will  of  their  fupcrior  Lord.] 

2  [Mercy  and  truth  unite  in  one, 
And,  fmiling,  fit  at  thy  right  hand : 
Eternal  juftice  guards  thy  throne. 

And  vengeance  waits  thy  dread  command.]| 

4  A  thoufand  feraphs,  ftrong  and  bright. 
Stand  round  the  glorious  Deity  j 

But  who,  amongft  the.fons  of  fight. 
Pretends  comparifon  with  thee  ? 

5  Yet  there  is  one,  of  human  frame, 
Jefus,  array'd  in  flefh  and  blood. 
Thinks  it  no  robbery  to  claim 

A  full  equality  with  God. 

6  [Their  glory  fhines  with  equal  beams  ; 
Their  euence  is  forever  one ;  • 

Though  they  are  known  by  different  names, 
Thb  Father  God,  and  God  thb  Son. 
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7  Then  let  the  name  of  Ghrift,  t^ur  King, 
With  equal  honours  be  ador*d ; 
His  praife  let  ev'ry  angel  ling. 
And  all  the  nations  own  the  Lord.] 

Hymn  LH.     Common  Metre* 

Death  dreadful^  or  delightful^ 
\  Tr\EATH  !  'tis  a  melancholy  day 
\Jf''  To  thofe  that  have  no  God, 
When  the  poor  foul  is  forc'd  away 
To  feek  her  laft  abode* 

%  In  vain,  to  heav'^n  (he  lifts  her  eyes  y 
But  guilt,  a  heavy  chain. 
Still  drags  her  downward  from  the  fties^ 
/To  darkneis,  fire,  and  pain. 

3  Awake,  and  mourn,  ye  heirs  of  hell. 

Let  ftubborn  iinners  fear  j 
You  muft  be  driv'n  from  eirth,  and  dwell 
A  long  FORBVEB|i  t|iere  I 

4  Seg  how  the  pit  gapes  wide  for  yqu^ 

And  flafl^es  in  your  face  j 
And  thou,  my  foul,  look  downward  toov 
And  fing  recoy'Wng  gracer 

5  He  is  a  God  of  fov'rcign  Ipve,  • 

Who  fwomisM  heav*n  to  mey     . 
And  taught  my  thoughts  to  foar:  abovc^   .  - 
.     Where  happy  fpirits  be.  \  - 

%  Prepare  ipe,  Lord,  for  thy  right  hand,, 
Then  come  the  joyful  day  ; 
Come,  death,  and  fome  cekftial  ba^&dy 
To  bear  my  ibul  away. 

S  8  ap 
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/  Hymn  LUI.     Comitton  Metre* 

/  The  filgrimags  of  the  faints  ;  or^  earth  and  heaven. 
^  I  T    ORD  !  what  a, wretched  land  b  this, 
1  A  That  yields  us  no  fiipply ; 
No  cheering  fruits,  no  wholefome  trees, 
Kor  ftreams  of  Uving  joy  ! .  . 
4  But  priddng  thorns  through  all  tjhe  ground, 
And  mortal  polfons  grow ; 
And  all  the  rivers  th^t  are  found, 
^th  dangerous  waters  flow* 

3  Yet  the  dear  path  to  thine  abode  '■■ 

Lies  through  this  horrid  land  : 
Lord!  we  would  keep  the  heavenly  road. 
And  run  at  thy  command.  .\ 

4  Our  fouls  ihall  tread  the  defart  through 

With  undiverted  feet ; 
And  faith,  and  flaming  zeal,  fubdue  J, 

The  terrors  that  we  meet. 

5  [A  thoufand  iavage  beaib  of  prey 

Around  the  forefl  roam  : 
But  Jud^h^s  Lion  guards  the  way,  .  , 

And  guides  the  ilrangers  hpme.^ 

6  [Long  nij^hts  and  darknefs^well  below. 

With  Icarce  a. twinkling  ray ; 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  we  go     ^■ 
Is  everlafting  day.] 

7  By  gKmmMi]^  hopes,  and  gloomy  fears, 

.  We  trace  the  facred  road  j 
Through  difmal  deeps»:and  dang'i:oi:bS  fhtfcs^ 
--or    We  make  our  wiy  to  God, 

8  Our  journey  is  a  thorny  maze. 

But  we  march  upward  i^ill ; 
Forget  thefe  troubles  of  the  ways. 
And  reach  at  Zion's  hiU. 
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9  [[See  the  kind  smgek,  at  the  gates. 

Inviting  us  to  come  ! 
There  Jems,  the  forerunner,  waits 
To  wdcome  trav^ers  home.} 

10  There,  on  a  green  and  flow'ry  mountt 

Our  weary  fouls  (hall  fit. 
And,  with  traniporting  joys,  recount 
The  labours  of  our  feet. 

1 1  [No  vain  difcourfe  ihall  fill  our  tongue. 

Nor  trifles^  vex  oiflr  ear  ; 
Infinite  grace  Ihatt  be  our  fong, 
And  God  rejoice  to  hear.] 
^12  Eternal  glory  to  the  King, 

Who  brought  us  (afely  through  ; 
Our  tongues  fluU  never  ceafe  to  fing, 
yAnd  endleis  praife  renew. 

YMN  LIV.     Common  Metre* 

GoiTs  prefmce  is  light  in  darknefs. 

MY  God,  thefpringof  allmyjots. 
The  life  of  my  delights,-  . 

The  glory  of  my  brigbteft  days. 

And  comfort  of  my  nights  ! 
In  darkeftrihades,  if  he  appear^ 

My  dawning  is  begun  !  , 

Heis  my^  fimlfs  fweet  Morning  Star, 
^  And  hcmy  rifing  Sun. 
The  op'ning  heav'ns  around  me  Ihine 

Withbe^ms  of  &cred bttfif. 
While  jf^s  ihews  hb  heart  as  mine. 

And  wbifpers-^/om  irir. 
My  foul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 

At  that  tranfporting^word ; 
Run  up  with  joy  the  (hining  way, 

T'  embrace  my  dearell  Lord  I 
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5  Fearlefs  of  hell  and'ghaftly  ^kftthy 
Pd  break  through  every  foe ; 
The  wing*  of  love,  »nd  arms  of  faith. 
Should  bear  me  a)nqu^rQr  through^ 

Hymn  LV*     Common  Metre^  '' 

Frail  l^e^  andjfueceeding  etfimitjf^    . 
I  npHEE  we  adorej  Eternal  Name, 
X    And  liombly  own  to  thee, 
Sow  feeble  i^;bur  mortal  frame  > 
What  dyiog  worai»  arc  wc  t 
a  [Our  wailing  lives  grow  fhorter  fBlli> 
•  As  nnfonths  and  days  increafe  }     . 
▲ad  ev'ry  beating  pulfc  we  teU 
Leaves  but  the  number  k&r  .     .  ~ 

3  The  year  roUs  rounds  and  fteals  awajr 

Th*  breath  that  foft  it  gave  j 
WbateTer  we  do^  where'er  we  be^ 
We're  tray'^ng  to  tht  grave*] 

4  Danger*  ftan4  thfck  through  sdl  the  grounc^    : 

To  pulh  us^t©  the  tomb  ;  ./T 

And  fierce  difeafes  wait  arorad^i^ 
To  hurry  morjtalis  Kome. 

5  Good  God !  on  what  a  flencfer  thread 

-^  Hang  everlafting  things  I  > 

Th'  eternal  ^ftates  ol  att  t  hip^^  dead 
Upon  life's  feet^e  ftriugs  I         .,       i 

6  Infinite  Joy,  or  endliefs  woy 

Attends  on  ev'ry  breath  j 
And  yet  how  iiqccmcem'd  we  gp9 
Upon  the  brink  qf  death  ^ 
J  Waken,  Q  Lord,  our  drpwfy  fertiJf     :     ^ 
To  walk  this  dang'pous  road ;  ' 

A^d,.  if  our  fouls  are  hurry'd  hence^ 
May  they  be  fqund  witb  Godv 
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.  Hymn  LVI.     Common  Metre* 

Tife  vnfsrf  rf  ^ing  vnthout  God  in  tbU  fiforidf  cr, 
vain  profperity^ 

1  J^LfO  \  I  flball  envy  them  no  xnorct  . 
1^    Who  grow  profanely  great, 
Thougli  they  increafe  their  golden  ftore^ 

.  And  rife  to  wondrous  height. 

2  They  tafte  of  all  the  joys  that  grow 

Upon  this  earthly  clod ; 
Wei),  they  may  fearch  the  creature  through, 
'  For  they  have  ne'er  a  God. 
,3  Shsdce  off  the  thoughts  of  dying  too. 

And  think  your  life  your  own ;  ^ 

But  death  comes  haft'ning  on  to  you. 

To  mow  your  glory  down. 

4  Yes,  you  muft  bow  your  ftately  head  j    " 
'   Away  your  fpirit  flies  ; 

And  no  kind. angel  near  your  bed. 
To  bearit  to  the  flues. 

5  Go  no w^  and  boaft  of  all  your  ftores,   . 

And  tdVhbw  bright  they  Ihine ; 
Youi;  heaps  of  glitt'riiig  dull  arc  your's. 
And  my  Redeemer's  mine  I    - 

Hymn  LVH.     Long  Metre^  ' 

The  pkafures  of  a  good  confcience. 
1  T    ORD,  how  fecurc  and  Heft  arc  they 
1  ^  Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardon'd  fin !. 
Should  {^orms  of  wrath  Ihake  earth  and  lea. 
Their  minds  have  heslv'n  and  peace  ^thih. 
d  The  day.g^des  fweedy  o'er  their  heads,        '   * 
Made  up  of  innocence  and  love  \ 
Andibft  and  filent  as  the  fhades. 
Their  nightly  ^ninutes  genliy  move.  > 
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^    3  (Quick  as  their  thoughts  their  jo)-*  come  on, 

1^        But  fly  not  half  fo  fwitt  away  f 
Their  fouk  are  ever  bright  as  noon. 
And  cilni  as  l\iaiiner  cv'ntngs 
4  How  oft  they  look  to  ih'  I  hilLi, 


I 


And  longiiig  hopes,  and  clieerftil  fmiics^ 
Sit  undifturb*d  upcm  their  brow.3 
They  fcorn  to  feek  our  golden  toys  | 
But  fpend  the  day  and  mare  the  night 
In  nunibVing  o*er  the  richer  joys^ 
That  hcav*n  prepares  for  their  delight* 
6  While  wretched  we,  like  worxns  and  ouJeSf 
Lie  grov*ling  in  the  duft  below  | 
Almighty  grace,  renew  our  fouls. 
And  we'll  afpire  to  glory  too* 

Hymn  LVllL     Common  Metre, 

'^-  Thejhorinefs  &f  life  md  the  goQdmfs  tfGod. 
t  npiME  !  what  an  empty  vapour  'tis! 
X     And  days,  how  fwift  they  are  I 
Swift  as  an  Indian  arrow  flies. 
Or  like  a  {booting^tlar*   '" 
a  [1  he  prefent  moments  juft  appear. 
Then  Aide  away  in  hafte  ; 
That  we  can  never  fay^ — ihe/n  ben  f 
But  only  fay — tbefnpqft.^ 

3  {Out  life  is  ever  on  the  wing. 
And  death  is  ever  nigh  \ 

The  niument  when  otir  lives  bcglii^ 
We  all  begin  to  die.] 

4  Yet,  mighty  God !  our  fleeting  days 
Thy  lading  favours  fliarej 

Yet,  with  the  lK>unries  of  thy  graces 
Thou  bad'a  di€  rolling  ycar^ 


B.  ll.  Hymn  59.  169 

5  '148  fov'reign  mercy  finds  us  food. 

And  we  are  clolhM  with  love  ; 
White  grace  ftands  pointing  out  the  road. 
That  leads  our  fouls  above. 

6  IBs  goodnefs  runs  an  ondle&round  y 

AB  giory  to  the  Lord  !  . 

^ .  His  mercy  .never  knows  a  bound }  ' 

'  Aind  be  his  name  ador'd  I 

7  Thus  We  begin  the  lafting  fong  ; 

'^Bd  when  We  clofe  our  eyes, 
^  Let  the  next  age  thy  praife  prolong, 
.    tllttime  and  nature  dies. 

Hymn  LIX.     Commoh  Metre. 

Faradi/e^n  earth. 
I  ^^LORY  to  God,  who  walks  the  Iky,; 
VJF  And  fends  his  bleillngs  through  j 
,  Who  tells  his  faints  of  joys  on  high. 
And  gjves  a  tafte  below.  / 

a  [Glory  to  God,  who  (loops  his  throne. 
That  duft  and  worms  may  fee't. 
And  brings  a  glimpfe  of  glory  down    , 
Around  his  facred  feet. 

3  When  Chrift,  with  all  his  graces  crown'd. 

Sheds  his  kind  beams  abroad, 
'Tis  a  young  heav'n  on  earthly  ground. 
And  glory  in  the  bud. 

4  A  blooming  paradife  of  joy 

In  this  wild  defart  fprings  ; 
And  ev'ry  fenfe  1  ftraight  employ 
On  fwect  celeftial  things. 

5  White  lilies  all  around  appear. 

And  each  his  glory  ihows  ! 
The  Rofe  of  Sharon  blblfoms  here, 
The  faireft  flow'r  that  blows. 
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6  Cheerful  I  fieaft  on  heavenly  fruity 

And  drink  the  pleafur es  down  ; 
Fle^ureB  that  flow  hard  by  the  foot 
Of  the  eternal  throne  !J 

7  But;  ah !  how  fbon  my  joys  decay  $ 

How  foon  my  fins  tfife, 
And  fnatch  th^  heav'nly  fcene  away 
From.  the&  lamenting  ey^ !     ^ 

8  When  (hall  the  time,  dear  Jefu8>  when 

The  ihining  day  s^pear,     * 
That  I  (hall  leave  thde  clouds  of  fio^ 
And  guilt  and  darkneis  here  ? 

9  Up  to  the  fields;  above  the  fkies. 

My  hally  feet  Would  go  ; 
There  everlafting  flowVs  arife. 

And  joys  unwithMng  grow. 

■  ^  ''■.■*••    ■  _ii 

Hymn  LX.     Long  Metre. 

The  truth  of  God  the  promfer  ;  or^  the  promifes  are 
ourfecurtty* 

I  TQ^^^SE,  everlafting  praife,  be  paid 
Jl     To  Him  who  earth's  foundation  hid : 
Praifc  to  the  God  whofe  ftrong  decrees 
Sway  the  creation  as  he  pleafe. 

3  Praife  to  the  goodiiefs  of  the  Lord, 
Who  rules  his  people  by  his  word  j 
And  there,  as  ftrong  as  bis  decrees. 
He  fets  hia  kindeft  promifes. 

3  [Firm  are  the  words  his  propliets-give  ; 
Sweet  words,  on  which  his  children  live } 
£ach  of  them  is  the  voice  of  God, 
Who  fpake,  and  fpread  the  flues  abroad. 

4  Each  of  them  powerful  as  that  found 
That  bid  the  new-made  world  go  round  ) 


^^ 
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And  Wronger  than  the  folid  poles. 
On  which  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls.] 

5  Whence  then  ihould  doubts  and  fears  arifc  ? 
Why  trickling  forrows  drown  our  eyes  ? 
Slowly,  alas !  our  mind  receives 

The  comforts  that  our  Maker  gives. 

6  Oh,  for  a  Ifrong,  a  lafting  faith, 
To  credit  what  th*  Almighty  faith  ! 
T\  embrace  the  m^age  of  his  Son, 
^^nd  call  the  joys  of  heav'n  our  own« 

7  Then,  fhc^uld  the  earth's  old  pillars  fhake^ 
And  ail  the  wheels  of  nature  break ; 
Oiir  fteady  fouls  would  fear  no  more 
Than  folid  rocks,  when  billows  roa^. 

8  Our  everlafting  hopes  arife 
Above  the  ruinable  Ikies j 
Where  the  eternal  Builder  reigns. 
And  his  own  court  his  pow'r  milsuins* 

Hymn  LXI.     Common  Metre. 

A  thought  of  death  and  ghry. 
I   T^  yfY  foul,  come,  meditate  the  day, 
XV  Jl  And  think  how  near  it  ftands. 
When  thou  muft  quit  this  houfe  of  day. 
And  fly  to  unknown  lands. 

a  [And  you,  mine  eyes,  look  down  an4  Ticw 
The  hollow  gaping  tomb : 
This  gloomy  prifon  waits  for  you, 
Wiicne'er  the  fummons' come.] 

3  Oh  !  could  we  die  with  thofe  that  <iie. 
And  place  us  in  their  (lead ; 
Then  woidd  our  fpirits  learn  to  fly,      :    • 
And  converfe  with  the  dead. 
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4  Then  Oiould  wi^  fee  tht  &int%  abovi^ 

In  their  own  glorioui  fdrtm^ 
AAd  Ivonder  i^hjr  our  £bufe  ihould  love 
To  dwell  vidth  mortal  worms. 

5  ([How  w€  Ihould  kom  thefe  clothei  of  AtSttf 

Thefe  fetters  and  this  toad^ 
And  long  for  ev'ning  to  undrefs. 
That  we  mzy  reft  with  God.] 

6  We  (hould  almoft  forfakc  tmr  day 

Before  tfaeTummons  coiHe^ 
And  pray  and  wifh  our  fouls  away 
To  their  eternal  heme. 

Hymn  LXIL     Common  Metre. 

Cod  the  thunder er  ;  cr,^  the  Iq/i  judgment  and  beU.^ 
I   O ING  to  the  Lord,  ye  heavenly  ho(b, 
1^  And  thou,  O  earth,  adore : 
Let  death  and  heli,  through  all  their  coafts. 
Stand  trembling  at  his  pow*r. 

a  His  founding  diariot  ihakes  the  Iky, 
He  makes  the  clouds  his^ throne ; 
There  ajl  his  fiores  of  lightning  lie> 
Till  vengeance  darts  them  down. 

3  His  noiftrils  brenthe  out  fiery^ftreams--^ 

And  from  his  awful  toilgue 
A  fov'reign  voice  itivides  the  flames. 
And  thunder  roars  along ! 

4  Think,  O  my  foul,  the  dreadful  daiyt 

When  this  incenfed  God 
Shall  rend  the  (ky,  and  burn  the  fea^ 
And  fling  his  wrath  abroad  ! 

5  What  fljaU  the  wjretch,  the  fiaaer  do  ? 

He  once  defy'd  the  Lord  ; 
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But  he  ihall  drc^d  the  Thaod'rer  im>w, 
And  fxnk  beneath  his  word* 

Tempefts  of  angry  fire  Qx^^  tqU,     i.    ((y, 
To  Waft  the  rebel  worm,  \^  \\\  >> 

nd  heAt  unnn  his  naked  fcul  ^h  ..%  T 


Atid 


ad  beat  upon  hh  naked  foul  ^  ^^I  ^ 

In  one  eternal  ftorm.  'p^    V  i  i. 


I 


Hymn  LXIII.     Common  Metre. 

A  fkneral  tbou^bu 

1  TTARK !  from  the  tombs,  a  doleful  fouad! 
X  JL  Mine  ears^  attend  the  cry— 

*'  Ye  living  men,  come,  view  the  ground 
*•  Where  you  muft  fliortly  lie. 

2  **  Princes,' this  elay  muft  be  your  bed, 

^*  In  fpite  of  all  your  towers  i 
*•  The  tall,  the  wife,  the  rev'rend  head 
"  Muft  lie  a&  low  as  ours.** 

3  Great  God,  b  this  our  certain  doom  ? 

And  are  we  ftiU  fecure  ! 
Still  walking  downward  to  the  tomb. 
And  yet  prepare  no  more  ! 

4  Grant  us  the  powers  of  quickening  grace. 

To  fit  our  louls  to  fly  ; 
Then,  when  we  drop  this  dying  flefli. 
We'll  rife  above  the  &y. 

■  ■  .    ■  '■        11     ■■     ■  ■>  n   ■  ■    iM    ■■u» ■     I        ■ 

Hymn  LXIV.     Long  Metre. 

Godtbe  glory  and  the  defence  of  Zion. 
I   T  TAPPY  the  church,  thou  facred  place, 
J.  JL  The  feat  of  thy  Creator's  grace  ; 
Thyie  holy  courts  are  his  abode, 
Thou  earthly  palace  of  our  G<xl. 

a  Thy  walls  are  ftrength,  and  at  thy  gates 
A  gu^rd  of  heavlnly  warriors  waits  i 
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Nor  fliall  thy  deep  foundations  move, 
Fix'd  on  his  counfels,  and  his  love. 

3  Thy  foes  in  vain  deiigns  engage ; 
Againft  his  throne  in  vain  they  rage  ; 
Like  rifing  waves,  with  angry  roar. 
That  dalh,  and  die  upon  the  fhore. 

4  Then  let  our  fouls  in  Zion  dwell. 

Nor  fear  the  wrath  of  Rome  and  hell  j 
His  arms  embrace  this  happy  grouad,         , 
Like  brazen  bulwarks  built  around.   . 

5  God  is  our  fliield,  and  God  our  fun  ; 
Swift  as  the  fleeting  moments  run. 
On  us  he  fheds  new  beams  of  grace, 
And  we  reflect  his  brighteft  praifc. 

Hymn  LXV.     Common  Metre. 

The  hope  cf  heaven  our  fupport  under  trials  on  earth* 
1  "^"^THEN  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
VV     Tp  manfions  in  the  flues, , 
I  bid  farewell  to  ev'ry  fear, . 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

0,  Should  earth  againft  my  foul  engage, 
And  hellifti  darts  be  hurFd, 
Then  I  can  fmile  at  Satan's  rage. 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge,  come, 

And  ftorms  of  forrow  fall ; 
May  1  but  fafely  reach  my  home. 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all : 

4  'There  Ihall  I  bathe  my  weary  foul 

In  feas  of  heavenly  reft  5 .    *  •  i 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 

Acrofs  my  peaceful  brcaft..  .  :  . 
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Hymn  LXVI.     Common  Metre. 

^  profpeSl  of  heaven  makes  death  eafj. 
1  npHERE  is  a  laiid  of  pure  delight^ 
JL     Where  faints  immortal  reiga  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night. 
And  pleafurcs  banilh  pain. 

s  There  everlafting  fpxing  abides^ 

And  never-with*ring,  flow'rs  ;  , 

Death,  like  a  narrow  fea?,  divides 
This  heav'hly  land  from  cur's* 

3  [Sweet  fieidsi,  beyond  the  fweUing,  floods 

Stand  dreft  in  living  gjeen  : 
Sa,  to  the  Jesvsy  old  Csinaan  ftood^ 
While  Jordan^  roird  between. 

4  But  tim'rous  mortals  fliart  andihrinky^ 

To  crofe  this  narrow  fea,. 
And  linger,  Ihiv'ring  on  the  brinks 
And  rear  to-  launch  away. J   . 

5  Oh  I  could  we  make  our  d^>uibt»  remove, 

Thofe  gloomy  doubts^  that  rife— 
And  fee  the  Canaan^  that  we  love,. 

With  unbedooded  eyes  r 
^  Could  we  but  dimb  where  Mofes  &>od^ 

And  view  the  ]»ndfcJ4)e  o'er  ; 
'   Not  Jordan's  ftream,  nor  death'^s  cold  floo^ 

Should  fright  us  ^om  the  ihore. 

Hymn  LXVII*     Common  Metre.. 

Goits  eternal  dominuoh. 
t  #ni  REAT  God  \  how  infinite- art  thxml 
Vjr  What  worthiefs  wonns  are  we  ! 
l^ei  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow^ 
y     And  pay^  their  praife  to  thee.. 
T  T  a 


I 
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2  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  ftood. 

Ere  feas  or  ftars  were  made  ; 
Thou  art  the  ever-living  God, 
Were  all  the  nations  dead. 

3  Nature  and  time  quite  naked  lie 

To  thine  immenfe  furvey. 
From  the  formation  of  the  ft:y,   . 
To  the  great  burning  day* 

4  Eternity,  with  all  its  years. 

Stands  prefent  in  thy  vievir ; 
To  thee,  there*s  nothing  old  appears-r- 
Groat  God  !  there's  nothing  new. 

5  Our  lives  through  various  fceries  are  drawny 

And  vex'd  with  trifling  cares ; 
While  thine  eternal  thoughts  move  on 
Thine  undifl:urb*d  aiFairs. 

6  Great  God !  how  infinite  art  thou  I 

What  worthlefs  worms  are  we  \ 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow. 
And  pay  their  praife  to  thee.. 

Hymn  LXVIIL     Common  Metre,, 

The  humble  'uwrjhip  of  kemjm.^ 
I  "pATHEK,  Ilong,  I  faint  to  fee 
r    The  place  of  thine  abode  ! 
rd  leave  thy  earthly  courts,  and  flee         « 
Up  to  thy  feat,  my  God  I 
a  Here  I  behold  thy  diftant  fece^ 
And  His  a  pleafing  fight ; 
But  to  abide  in  thine  enaJ^ra^e 

Is  infinite  delight  1  .  -     -    . 

3  rd  part  with  aU  thejdys  of  fenfei.  ^^ 

To  gaze  upon  thy  throne  ;  -  .      ^ 

Fleafure  fprings  frelh  forever  tRcflce,,  '  ^  '      • 
Uufpcakabk;,  unknown." 
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4  [There  all  the  heavenly  hbfts  arc  fecn  ; 

In  Ihinirig  ranks .  they  move ; 

And  drink  iriimortal  vigour  in. 

With  wonder,  and  with  love. 

5  Then  at  thy  feet  with  awfiil  fear 

Th'  adoring  armies  fall ; 
With  joy  they  (hrink  to  nothino  there, 
Berore  th'  eternal  ALL. 
5  There  I  would  vie  with  all  the  hoft 
In  duty,  and  in  bliis  ; 
While  lefs  than  nothing  I  could  boaft, 
*  And  vanity  confefe,] 

7  The  more  thy  glories  ftrike  mine  eyes. 
The  humbler  I  {hall  lie  ; 
Thus,  while  I  fink,  my  joys  Ihall  rife 
Unmeafurably  high. 

Hymn  LXIX.     Common  Metre^ 

The  faithfulnefs  of  God  in  the  promifes. 

1  £X5  EGIN,  my  tongue,  fome  heavenly  theme^ 

IJ  And  fpcak  fome  boundlefs  things 
The  mighty  works,  or  niighticr  name 
Of  our  eternal  King* 

2  Tell  of  his  wondrous  faithfulnefs. 

And  found  his  pow*r  abroad ; 
Sing  the  fweet  promife  of  his  grace. 
And  the  performing  God. 

3  VrochAm  fahcOionJrom  ihe  Lord^ 

For  wretched^  dying  men  ; 
His  hand  has  writ  the  facred  word 
With  an  immortal  pen. 

4  Engraved,  as  in  eternal  brafs. 

The  naightfy  promife  ftiines  ; 
Nor  can  the  powers  of  darknefs  raze 
Thofe  everlaftmg  lines.] 


5  [Kfe  that  can  cJaffi  whok  utojrI4s  to  cksitjii^ 

And  make  tlmm  wljcj^  fee  plca&  j. 
He  fpeafcs — ^and  that  alnjig&tx  bKcatk 
Fulfik  his  gieat  d^ree^ 

6  His  very  word  o£  geajce  is.  flron^ 

As  that  which  built  thcikissi 
The  voice  that  rdJs;  tlv5  (bxs  sdong 
Speaks  aH  the  promiifeg. 

7  He  £aid — La  t fie  widf  be^x^n  Ufpread, 

And  heav'h  was  ftretch^d  l^bf pad  :^ 

And  he  was  Abrah!m*&  Qod* 
ft  Oh,  might  I  hear  thine  heav^tdy  twgi^ 
But  whifpcr — tboti  art  mine  !    . 
Tliofe  gentk  words  £bould  raife  my  fong 
To  notes  almoft  divines 
9  How  would  my  feaping  h^ar-t-  rejmc^^ 
And  think  xwy  heay'n  fecmre ! 
rd  truft  the  all-creating  voice^ 
And  faith  defires  np  mote.]- 


Hymn-  LXX.     Long  Metare. 

God's  domimonover  the  fern.     PC  cvii..  %^  fe^ 

r  /^;  OD  of  the.  feas,,  tOiy  thimd^idug.  voi». 
VT  Makes  all  the  roaDing,  wayes^  r^jpicp  [: 
And  one  foft  word  q£  thy  comipand 
Can  fink  thenap,  filent,  in.  thje  fapd*. 

%  ff  bur  a,  Mofes  wave  thy  cod; 
The  fea  dividies  and  owns  its  ©od  f. 
Th^  ftormy  floods  their.  Maker  knew^. 
And  let  his  chofen  arrakai  through, 

5  Thefcaly{hoals,aTOj[dfttSe:fi^  ' 

To  thee,  their  Lord,  a  tc^ibute  P«y ;.       ' 
The  meaneft.fiih  th^t.fwims  thr^^ 

i  1-eaps;  up^  and  means  a  p-aife  toXtod. 
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''I  : ^ Ml  ] .    .  .1 

4  [The  larger  monfters  of  the  deep 
On  thy  commands  attendance  keep : 
By  thy  permiflion,  fport  and  play, 
Aiid  cleave  along  their  foaming  way# 

5  If  God  his  voice  of  tetnpeft  rears^     ' 
Leviathan  lies  ftill,  and  fears ; 
Anon  he  lifts  his  noflrils  high. 
And  fpouts  the  ocean  to  the  fky.][  , 

6  How  is  thy  glorious  powV  ador'd 
Amidft  thefe  wat'ry  nations,  Lord ! 
Yet  the  bold  men  that  trace  the  fcas. 
Bold  men  refufe  their  Maker's  praife. 

7  [What  fcenes  oTtniracles  they  fee. 
And  never  tune  a  fong  to  thee  ! 
While  on  the  flood  they  fafely  ride. 

They  curfe  the  hand  that  fmooths  the  tide#;    , 

8  Anon  they  plunge  in  wat'ry  graves. 
And  feme  drink  death  among  the  waves : 
Yet  the  furviving  crew  blafpheme, 

Nor  own  the  God  that  refcu'd  them.] 

9  Oh,  for  ibme  fignal  of  thy  hand ! 
Shake  all  the  feas.  Lord,  Ihake  the  land : 
Great  Judge,  defcend,  left  men  deny 
That  there^s  a  God  who  rules  the  fky. 

Prons  the  ^oth  to  the  io%th  hymn ^  I  hope  the  reader  mttfirgh^ 
the  negle6i  cf  rhyme  in  the  \Ji  ahd  ^d  lines  oftheftanzet. 

Hymn  LXXL     LongMetie. 

Praife  to  Godfrim  all  creatx{riu 

1  TPHE  glories  of  my  Maker,  Gdd, .  ' 

X     My  joyful  voke  fhall  fing. 
And  call  the  nations  to  adore      '  '    / 

Their  Foriiicr  and  thieir  King.    . 

2  'Twas  his  right  hand  that  fliapM  our  day. 

And  wrduglitthis  ^arnan  frslme }  ^        - 
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But  from  his  oy^n  immediate  breath 
Our  nobler  fpirits  came. 

J  Wc  brip|;  oar  mortal  pow'rn  la  Qq4, 
And  worlhip  with  pur  tqnguqs  :  ^ 
We  claim  feme  Ipndred  with  tk^  0^1^ 
And  join  th'  angeliq  &ng;v  ^ 

4  Let  grov'lfng  heads  of  ev'ry  fiiapty. 

And  fowls  €if  ey'ry  M'ing, 
And  rocks,  wd  u^.S  a?nd  fir^  and  isSh 
Their  various  tribute  brings 

5  Ye  planets,  to  bis  honoup  ihinef 

And  wheels  of  nature,  roll  | 
Praife  him  in  your  nnvveary'di  courjir 
Around  the  fleady  pole^   . 

6  The  brightncfe  of  our  Maker's  name 

The  wide  creation  fiUs^ 
-    And  his  unbounded  grandeuf  M» 
Beyond  the  heavenly  bilifr* 

•  •  •    •      "  ~  —  •    •'     •  — '~  •   • '  -^ — " — ^ — ^  -•   *  I, 

Hymn  LXXIL     Common  Metre*. 

TXf  Lor(Jts-dayy  or,  ^j€  refufr^^lim  t^Ckrij^^* 

I  LEST  mornings  vr hofe,  youj^g  d»\MJ»iQg;  fays 
J^  Beheld  pur  rifing  God  j 
hat  favy  him  trii^m;plx  o'^  i%^  duft. 
And  leave  Lis  laft  abode  I 

In  the  cold  prifi>n  of  a  tomb 

The  d^x  8,edef  me?  lay, 
ItlT  the  revolying  ikies  bad  brooglK 

The  third  th*  appointed  fiay^ 

HeH  and  the  grsvc  imite  theiir  Ibtev 

To  hold  omt  Ood  in  yam  * 
Tite  flcepipig  Con<|u«»Qr  V4i0k^ 

And  bi|(<l  «h«»  ^iOUfe  «b3«l. 


B,IL  HYNfN  73,  74.  181 

4  To  thy  g'rcat  name,  almighty  Lord, 

Thefc  lacrcd  hours  wc  pay  4 
And  loud  faofaosas  ftall  prbeiaim 
The  tnumph  of  the  day. 

5  [[Salvation  and  imtnortal  praife 

To  pur  viftorious  King  j 
Let  heaven  aiid  cartb,  and  rocks,  and  ieas. 
With  glad  hofanoab  ring.] 


Hymn  LXXIIL     Common  Metre. 

DctAts /tittered  ;  pr^fpiritualjeys  rejiond. 
I   T  T  ENCE  from  my  foul,  lad  thoughts^  be  gone^ 

JfX  -And  leave  iftc  to  my  joys  j 
I     My  tongue  fhall  triumph  in  my  God, 
^         And  make  a  joyful  noife. 

%  Darknefe  and  doubts  had  veilM  my  mirtd, 
I  And  drowned  ray  head  in  tears, 

Till  fpv'reign  grace^  with  Ihining  rays, 
DifpeU'd  my  gloomy  izsLts* 

3  Oh !  v^rhat  immortal  joys  I  felt. 

And  raptures,  all  divine- 
When  Jefus  told  me-— /-urtf/  his 9 
And  my  Beloved  rhifte, 

4  In  vain  the  tempter  frights  my  foul. 

And  breaks  my  peace  in  vain  ; 
One  glimpfe,  dear  Saviour,  of  thy  fi3ice. 
Revives  my  joys  again. 

Hymn  LXXIV.     Short  Metre!   ' 

RepmiUmceynm  cfenfi  tf  divine  g^n^s ;  wm 
complaint  ef  ingratitude^ 

I       ¥S  this  ti«l  kind  return, 

J[  And  thefe  the  thanks  we  owe, 
Thus  to  abufe  eternal  love, 
[Whence  ail  our  blefllngs  fl^wr  1 
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2  To  what  a  ftubborn  frame 
Has  fin  reduc'd  oiir  mind ! 

What  ftrange  rebellious  wretches  we,  j 

And  God  as  ftrahgely  kind  !  < 

3  [On  us  he  bids  the  fun 
Shed  his  reviving  rays  ; 

For  us  the  ikies  their  circles  nin^ 

To  lengthen  out  our  days.  , 

4  The  brutes  obey  their  God, 

_  And  bow  their  necks  to  men  : 
But  we,  more  bafe,  more  brutifli  things, 
Rejea  his  eafy  reign.] 

5  Turn,  turn  us,  mighty  God, 

And  mould  our  fouls  afrefh  j  J 

Break,  fov'reign  grace,  thefe  hearts  of  fione,       ^ 
And  gives  us  hearts  of  flefh. 

6  Let  old  ingratitude 
Provoke  our  weeping  eyes ;» 

,And  hourly,  as  new  mercies  fall. 
Let  hourly  thanks  arife. 


Hymn  LXXV.     Common  Metre. 

Spiritual  and  eternal  joy  ;  or^  the  beatific  vifion  of  Chrift. 
I  XT' ROM  thee,  my  God,  my  joys  fliall  rife, 
Jt/    And  run  eternal  rounds, 
Beyend  the  Jimits  of  the  fkies. 
And  all  created  bounds. 
a  The  holy  triumphs  of  my  foul 
Shall  death  itfelf  outbrave, 
liRave, dull  mortality  behind. 
And  fly   beyond  the  grave. 
3  There,  where  my  bjeffed  Jefus  rdgn^,    . 
In  heay'n's  unmeafur*d  fpace, 
Y\\  fpend  a  long  eternity 
In  picafurei  and  in  praifc. 
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4  MiUioDs  of  y^u»  my  wond'xing  c^^ 

Shall  o'er  thy  beauties  ro^e.} 
And  cadlefi  ^g^^'U  adore 
The^ories  of  thy  love. 

5  [[Sweet  Jefus !  eVry  finile  pf  thine 

Shall  freih  endearments  brinff^ 
And  thouiand  tafiesof  new  ddight 
Prom  all  thy  graces  ipring. 

6  Hafte,  my  Beloved,  fetch  my  fold 

Up  to  thy  Heft  abode } 
^y^  'for  nny  :^irit  longs  to  fee 
My  Savioory  and  my  God.^ 

Hymn  LXXVL    Common  Metre^ 

Tie  re^areffion  jmdifcenjfin  if  Cbrj/i. 
^  TTOSANNA  to  the  Prince  of  Kght, 
JfX  Who  clothed  bimfelf  in  clay  } 
£nter'd  the  iron  gate$  of  death. 
And  tore  the  bars  aw^y. 

a  Death  is  no  more  the  king  of  dread. 
Since  our  Immanuel  rofe  ; 
»He  took  the  tyrant*s  fling  away, 
And  ^pcHlM  our  hellilh  foes. 

3  See,  how  the  Conqueror  mounts  aloft. 

And  to  his  Father  flies. 
With  Icars  of  honour  in  bis  flefh. 
And  triumph  in  his  eyes. 

4  There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns, 

And  fcatters  bleiSngs  down  j 
,  Our  Jefas  fills  the  middle  feat 

Of  the  celeftial  throne.  i 

^  J^Raife  your  devotion,  mortal  tongues,  "• 

To  reach  his  blefs'd  abode  ;  ., 

tJu  ^ 
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r  •  I  I  — -rtfi 

S#eet  be  the  accents  of  your  fongs 
To  our  incarnate  God.   . 

6  Bright  angels,  ftrike  your  loudeil  ftrings. 
Your  fw^ieteft  voices  raife ; 
Let  heav*n,  and  all  created  things, 
•     Sound  our  Immanuers  praife,^ 

*"  '  1  i  I  L  t        I.        I  '       ■  \l    f  ^ 

Hymn  LXXVII.     Long  Metre 

The  Cbrijiian  warfare. 

X   O  TAND  up,  my  foul,  Ihakc  off  thy  fears, 
1^  And  gird  the  gofpel  armour  on ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endlefs  joy, 
Where  thy  great  Captain-Saviour's  gone. 

a  Hell  jind  thy  finj  refift  thy  courfe; 
But  hell  and  fin  are  vanquifh'd  foes  -^ 
Thy  Jcfu»  naird  thpm  to  the  crofs. 
And  fung  the  triumph  when  he  rofe. 

3  [What  though  the  prince  of  darknefe  rage, 
And  wafte  the  fury  of  his  fpite  I 

Eternal  chains  confine  him  down 
To  fiery  deeps  and  endlels  night. 

4  What  though  thine  inward  lulls  rebel  ? 
'Tis  but  a  ftruggling  gafp  for  life  ; 
The  weapons  of  viftorious  grace 
Shall  flay  thy  fins,  and  end  the  flrife.]] 

5  Then  let  my  foul  march  boldly  on, 
Prefs  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign. 

And  gUtt'ring  ro^bes  for  conquerors  wait. 

£  There  Ikall  I  wear  a  ftarry  crown. 
And  triumph  in  almighty  grace. 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  Ikies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praife. 
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III  \  t    \       .  t       ■  I     ,  ■    I'liii  ■   n  T  r-  •    I 

H^MN  LXXVIII-'^  CommoaMfee^ 


^tion  by  pkH/l. 
i^'CT'HEN  the  lirft  parems^tci^  our  race      ,. 
VV     Rebcrd,  amd  loft  theiir^  God, 
And  the  infeftioK  of  tl^ir  finf  *  '      -      * 

Had  tainted  all  our  blood  k       ' 

%  Infinite  pity  touchy  the  heart 
Of  the  eternal  Son' f 
Defcending  from  the  heav'hiy  coi^n^ 
He  left  nb  Father's  throne.        ^^ 

3  Aiide  the  Prince  of  gfory  threw 

His  moft  divine  array  j 
And  wrapt  his  Godhead  in  a  veil 
Ctf  our  inferior  clay.        » 

4  His  living  powV,  and  dying  love,5^  j 

Redeemed  unhappy  men  j 
And  rais'd^the  ruins  of  out  race 
To  life  and  God  againv 

5  To  thee,  dear  Lord,  our  flelh  and  foul 

We  joyfully  refigtt  j^ . 
Bleft  Jefus,take  us  for  thy  ownv    . 
For  we  are  doubly  thine. 

6  Thine  honour  &aSi  forever  be 

The  bus^nefs^  of  our  days. 
Forever  fhall  our  thankful  tongues^ 
,,^Speak  thy  deferved  praife. 

*  ' '        '         ■ .      ■       I  ■  i.'wi  I  I    r   ■■        '     ■!    'ah  I 

Hymh  LXXIX.     Common  Metre. 

Fraife  tcf  tbe  Redeemer. 
x  TjLUNG't)  in  a  gulf  of  dark  d^fpair,  '^ 

jC  We  wretched  nnners  lay,     * 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  ho|pe. 
Or  fpark  of  ^mm*ring  day. 


V 

a  WkK  pitying  eye^  the  Prince  of  grace 
Beheld  our  hcliJeis  grieli;^ 
He  faw— and  (O  |^  attjaangAj^  !)? 

He  ran  to  ei|r  ieli^  S     '  :; 

3  Down  fronn  the  Ihininir  fiats  2bave: 

With  joyfid  hafte  he  fled, 
Enter'd  the^  gr^ve,  in  mortal  flefli,. 
•  And  dwelt  among  the  dead 

4  Be  fpoilMthr  pow'rs  ofdarknafi  timsj. 

And  Ijixake  our  iron  chabs ;.  ' 

Jefiis  ha&jfreed  our  captive  fouls. 
From  everlaftiBg  pains. 

5  [In  vain  the  baffled  prince  of  hett 
'    ™8  curfed  projcas  tries } 

We,  that  were  doom'd  his  endlefi  ftavcsi. 
Are  rai^'d^ove  the  feies.]  * 

6  Oh  I  for  tHis  love,  let  rocks  and  hifis^ 

Their  lafting  filence  break,        . 
And  all.  harmonioas  hunian  tongues 
The  Saviour's  praifcs  fpwk. 

7  [Yes.  we  will  praife  thee^  deardl  lord  5 

Otir  fouls  are  all  on  flame  ; 
Hofanna,flpound  the  fpacious  earth. 
To  thine  adored'iKime ! 

8  Angels,  affift  our  «rigbtybyg ; 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  goW  r 
But  when  you  raife  your  higheft  notes^  '     . 
Ims  love  can  seller  be  toldj  - 

Hymn  XXXX.     Short  Metre; 

GctPf  m^td  fmitr  mip^nefs, 
*       f^H !  the  Alnaighty  fcordt 
T  Vf  ^^"!»«chlefeishispoir^rt 

White  all  the  beav'w  aitoje. 
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.^ -^ hf 

^   .  Let  proud  imperkms  kings 
Bow  low  befoije  !i&  tlHTcme  !> 
CJrouch- to  hU  feet,  ye  haughty  thiog^i. 
Or  he  lEall  tread  you  down. 

jf;      Above  the  ikies  ke  reigns,.  ^ 

And  with  aniazing.blowsy,  - 
He  deals  infbfierable  pams>  '  '■ 

On  His  rebellious  foes.' 

4  Yet,ieverlafting  God^.  /^  *■'' 
We  love  to  ijpeak  thy  praife  i; 

Thy  fceptreV equal  to  thy  ro^r 
•  The  fceptre  c^  thy  gfracc. 

.  5       The  arms  oi  mighty  love: 
.  Defend  our  Zion  well  ;. 
And  fleav'nly  mercy  walls  us  rouo^v 
From  Ribylon  and  hell. 

5  '^  Salvation  td'  the  King: 

■    "VS^o  fits^  emhron'd  above  r  -^ 

■.    Thus  we  adore  tl^  God  of  might).^^ 
And  blefi  the  God  of  love. 

■' *'   '    ''■"■*■     ^    ^.iT.n.ili.*     «i     I      I     I  ««»^^i ""  ."11  1.1         I.      m        I  I        I     ■    Si    ,■■»«        I   •    ,<.     ^ 

UtimXXXXh     Cfommoij  Metre. 

Our  Jin  the  caufe  of  Qhrijl\d^atj^k-  ''- 

2?     A  NI>now  the  tiales  have  l€ft  mine  eyes, 
Xjii^  I^ow'i  begin  V6  fe 
^  the  ci^s'd  4e«ds  my  fins  havJs^diMe  ! 
^  What  murd^f ©.liB^  things  they  W  ? 
flf  Were  tKde  the  traitors^  deareft  Lord, 

That  thy  fair  body  tore  ?  . .        * 

Monfters,  that  ft,ain*d  thofe  Keav'nly  limbs 
With  floods  of  purple  gore  ?  •  '^ 

3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  T  had  done,   . 
My  deareil  Lord'  was  flain  \ 

U  IT  Z 


1«»  Hymn  «2;.  B;  U^ 

When  jttftice  (eis'd  Coil[*s  o^ly  Saii». 
iUid  put  hiifool  to^ptiof 

4  Forgi«  my  guflt,  O Prince  of  peacci 

ru  wound;  my  God  ae  tnore :: 
-Hence^  from  my  beait^  ye.  fins^,  be  g^oe^ 
Ibr  Jcfus  I  adoMi.    , 

5.  Furniih  mc,  Lord^  with  Keaw'hiy  arms. 
..  Brom  grace-^  magazine ; 
And  rffpcoclaim  eternal  war 
With  ev'ry  darling  &. 

Hymn  LXXXJk    Common  Metre.- 

Redm]^Hm  and  froteSihMpom/j^iriftii^  memei^ 
X-     A  RISE,  my  fotil>.  my  joyful  poAj^'irs^ 
X\.  And  triumph  in  my  God  ;; 
Awtike,  m jr  voicc^.  and  loud  procTainu  ^ 
His  glorrous^grace  abmad./' 

Oi:  He  rafe'd  me  from  the  deeps  of  fiii^      * ^ 
The  »te&x)f  gaping  heli,: 

j8Lad!^^6#d  my  ftandingxltnote  ffecurei 
TJian 'twas  Jjeforib  I  fell;.    /       . 

5  Theafms>of*ev£tlafting.love       *' 

Beneath  oiji  foul  he  placed;, 
And  on  th«  RbdttofiAx^fet^  4 
Myflip'ryfootfteps^.     .  *  '^     .     ^ 

4  The  dty  irf  rfty  bkfe'd  abQ<^   ;      " 

Is  AwUM  around  with.grace  ;; 
Salvation  for  a  bulwark  ftands .  ^ 
To  ibield  the  iacred.placQ.. 

5  Satan  naay  vent  his,  {harpeftfpife,. 

And  air  his  legions>roar  ; 
Almighty  mercy  g^ard^  my  g^ 
And  bOttDdUiis  raging  pow^ft 


■  :-t' 


(  Aiife^  my.  foul  \  Mv^ake,  my  t^c, 
And>  tunes  of  pleasure  fing^. 
ILoud  halMufaha  fliall  addr^ 
My  Saviour^  and  iny  King- 


Hymn  LXXXIII^  Common  Metre; 

The  paffim  and  e%abaiim  of  Chri/t. 
t  npHUS^faltk  the  Ruler  ofthc  ikies— 
Jt    «*  - Awakei^  my  dreadful  fword ; 
^  Awake^  my  wrath,  and  fmite  the  maa^, 
<'  Mr  fe»ow,r  &ith.th«  Lord. 

ft  Vengeance  recQiv^d' the  dread  cpmmaixdy^ 
And;  armed^  dpwn  i^e  flies  ;; 
Jefus  fubmits  t'  his  Pother's  hand; 
And  bow«  his.heady  and  dies*. 

3;  But^.oh  !!thd  wifdom^.apd  the  grace;,       •  . 
'   Tliat  join  with  vengeance  now  t: 
He  dies  to  fave  our  guuty  r^^ce,. 
And  yet.herifes  tpo*. 

4^  A\f)0rf6nf6  divine  wdM^e^* 
Who  >yieWcd  t o  be  flain , . 
Tliat  he.  coutd  give  his  foul  jLwai|^^ , 
And 'take  .his  life  again. . . 

J  Kve^gldrious  Ilordi  and  reign  on  high' ;; 
S     ,Ii^^ev*fy.  nation  fingj, 
A^d  ■■  angpis  ibuod  j  wi th  lendlefs  jpy^ . 
TheSaviouri.and  the Kingi 

'-  '  II..  IT-..  .  -  - 

H.YMN,  LXXXiV:.    ShpitMetr?.. 

^     g^ 0ME;,airKarfnpmpus  tprtguesi, 
VjI  Your  nobleft  mufic  bring  y, 
.T3s  Ghrift,  the  Evcrlaaing  God,, 
And.  Chrift,  the 'man,  we  fingsj- 
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2.     IcU  how  ht  tookroiir  flefiii 
To  take  awajr  our  g«iilt  ; 
Suog  the  dear  drops  of  .ikcT^d  bloody 
That  EeHifh  taonftero  fpUt* 

J      [Ahs!  the  cruel  ^pear 
Went  deep  hito  his  fiiie  ; 
And  the  rich'  flood  q£  purple  gore 
Their  murd'rous  weapons  dy'd^Jj 
4      [The  waves  of  dwelling  grief 
Did  o'er  his  bo&in  rou  ; 
And  mountains  of  ^mighty  wraths 
Laj^  heavy  on-  his  foul.].  , 

5-      Down  to  the  {hadca  of  deatk  ^,. " 

He  bow'd  his  awful  head  ; 
Yet  he  arofe  to  live  and  reigm 
When  death  itfelf  is  dead- 
6      No  more  tlie  bloody  fpear;,  y- 

Tbe^  crois  and  nails  no  more  ;;      . 
For  hell  itfelf  ihakes  at  his  name^ 
And  all  tHe  heav'hs  adore* 
7,    There  the  Redeemer  fits 

High  on  1^  Father *s  throne  ;-      - 
The  Father  bys  his  vengeance  by, > 
And  fmiles  upofi  his  Son. 

8       There  his  fiiH  glories  fhine 

"With  uncreated  rays,  ^ 

And  blefs^Kis  fonts'  and  angels'  cyesJ 
Toeverlafting  days.-  . 

Hymn  LXXXV.^    Gommon  Metre., 

St{fficieri€j\of  pardon* 
1'  '\'lCr"'^^^^^  y^H^  face,;ye  humble  fouls, 
W     Thofe  mournful  colours  wear  ? 
What  doubts  are  thcfethnt  waile  your  faith,. 
And  nouriib  your  de/palr?.        ^     ' 


«  What  th^i^b  yeuc  nufn'rom^Aos  txjCfBGcL 
I  The  fiars  that  fiU  the  Ikies, 
And,  aimiqg  at^  th'  eteriiial  throne,, 
Like  pointed  mpuniains  nCpi 
y  What  though  youj?  mighty,  guilt  beyond 
The  wide:Creation  fwell'. 
And  hath  its  curs^^d^  foundations  laid  ' 

Low  as.  the  deeps*  of  hell  i 

4  &e.  here  an^  endtcfe  ocean  flows 

Q6  nevef  fiultng  ^ace !!  '^    ' 

Behold  a^  dying  S^bur's  veins* 
The:  &cred  flood  increa&t 

5  Ic  rife»4iighv  and  dtt>wnst  the  hiUs^ 

Has^  neither  ihore  nor-  bound  :  / 
No^  if  we  fearch  to  &i<|t  our  fisis^ 
Our  iinsi  can  ne-e^  be  ^wd^ 
$'  Awakey  onr  heartsi^  adbre  the;gracc:  •» 

That  buries  all  our  hvAtSy 
iLnd  pardoning  bL>od^  thai!  fwellk  above   , 
Our  follie;^  and  oar  thoughts*.. 

■  ■ —  f 

HfMK  LXXXVK    Common  M^re^ 

Freedom  from'^  amU  miferiy:  ip  hfdiven^ 
t  /^U5^  fwisi  ^  £  how  ftrong  t^y  Vftt/ 
vJ^  And  like  a  viM^hl;  fe% 
They  break  Qur  du^ty ,  l.ord^  to^  thw.^ 
And  hurry  u^  away> 
a  The  waves  of  trouble,  how  they,  rile  I 
H^w  loud  the  teropeft^  rpa?;  I,      ■  - 
But  death  Ihall  land  our  weai^j^  fin^ 
Safe  on  the  heau'nly  fec»ef 

3  There,  to^  i^i^fili  \a^  fweet;  coflaflasnjl^ 
Our  fpeedy  feet  ili^U  fBjavie'^ 
Mo  fin  ifaaH  ciqg  o^r  wjt>g94  9f^ 
Or  cool  oiw  (juvG^iDi^  Ifive*. 
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■    -   -^  ^  ■    -  ■ 

4  There  IhaH  we  fit,  and  fitig,  and  tdl 

The  wonders  of  his  grace  } 
'^   Tin  heav'nly  raptures  nre  our  hearts. 
And  fmile  in  every^ace. 

5  Forever  hts  deay  facred  naaje 

Shall  dweH  upon  our  tongue  j 
And  Jefus  and  falvationbe 
The  clofe  of  every  fotig;  -^ 

'-"Hymm  LXXXVII.  Coramon  Metre, 

The  divirte  ghries  above  our  rec^m.  ' . 

-V  i  T  TOW  wondrous  great,  how  glorious  bright 
X  JL     Muft  GUT  Creator  be  t 
Who  dw^ls  amixiit  the  daz2£ng  light 
Of  vaft*kafinity  £ 

'    2  Our  foaringipirits  upward  rife 

Tow'^rd  the  ceteftial  throne  :     . 
Fain  would  we  fee  the  blcffed  Thr^e, 

And  the  Almighty  Onb.  '' 

2  Our  rcafon  flretches  all*  its  wings. 

And  cirmbs  above  the  fkies|  \ 

But  ftill  how  far  beneath  thy  feet 
Our  grov'ling  reafon  lies  t 

4  [Lord^,  h^re  we  bend  our  huiEnble  fouls^ 

And  awfully  adore  i  . 

For  the  weak  pinions  of  our  minds 
Can  ftretch  a  thought  no  more. J, 

5  Thy  glories  infinitefy  rife 

Above  our  laboring  tongue  j 
In  vain  the*  highcft  feraph  tries 
To  form  an  equal'  fong. 
(S  [In  hun>fete  notes  our  faith  adores^ 
The  great  myfterious  King, 
While  angels  ftrain  their  noMcr  powTrs^i, 
Anxlfwcep  th?  immortal  ftringj 
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Hymn  LXXXVIIL     Com.  Metre. 

Salvationj,  * 

%  QALVATIONl  oh^thc  joyful  found! 
l3  '"Hs  pleafure  to  our  cars  j 
A  fov'rei^n  balm  for  ev'ry  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears.  ; 

a  Bury*d  in  foiTow,  and.  in  fin,  .    ; . 

At  4ieiFs  dark  4oor  we  lay  ;  . 

But  we  arife  by  grace  divine  ^ 

To  fee  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvation  1  let  the  echo  fly 
The  Ipacious  earth  around, 
"While  all  the  armies  erf  .the  Iky       ! 
Cofiipire  to  raife  the  foiind.  #     , 

Hymn  LXXXIX.    Comnion  Metre. 

ChtiJPs  ^ifforyiyuer  Sakin. 
J  T  TOSANNA  to  our  conqu'ring  King  I 
X  JL  'l'^^  prince  of  darknefs  flies ; 
His  troops  rufli  headlong  down  to  hell, 
Xikc  lightning  frcim  the  flues,  ; 

?  There  bound  in  chains  the  lions  roar, 
-  .«:^^d  fright  the  refcu'd  flieep  ; 
BuFheavy  bars  confin;  their  pow*r 
'    Attd  maUce  to  the  deep. 

3  Hofanna  to  our  conqv'ring  Bang  !  - 

Ail  hail,  incarnate  love  ! 
Ten  thpufand  fongs  and  gl(»:ics  Hvait 
To  crown  thy  head  above. 

4  Thy  yiaVies,  and'thy  deathlefs  feme. 

Through  the  wide  worid  Ihail  run  ^ 
And  everhiliQg  ages  fing  .  . 
The  triumph  thou  haft  jiROP.     , 


Hymn  XC.    Common  ^eti?e. 

JF^i^  in  Ctn-tftfcrfardMandJanS'ificatiotu 
•  TJfOWfiid  our -ftatc  by  nature  is! 
jni  Our  fin,^tow deceit  fiahis  ! 
i!nd  Satan  binds  cur  ciptive^mimis 
Fall  in  his  ilavifh^chains. 

a  But  tlicrc*8  a  voice  df  Ibv^^jcign'^acc 
Sounds  from  the  iaCr^d  ^otd  \ 
Ho  1  ye  dejpairingjmmt^s^  cttme^ 
Jlndiruft  upon  the  Lord. 

3  My  fonl  obeys  th^  iMmlghty  €aTl, 

And  runs  to  thb  reKef ; 
I  would  befievethy  promiie, OLord  ; 
Oh  !  help  siine  ^unbelief. 

4  [To  the  dear  fount^n  of  thy^bSead, 

'  Incarnate  God,  I  fly :; 
Here  let  me  wafli  my  fpottcd  foul  , 

.    From  ^Eimes  of  deejpeft  dye*  i 

5  Stretch  out  thine  arm,  viftorious  -Kftg, 

My  reigtung  fins  iiibdae  5  ' 

Drive  the  old  dragon  from  his  feat. 
With  '.an  his  heUifii  crew.] 

6  A  £uihy,  w^ak,  -ai^d  helpl^is  \ir0n1i9 

On  thy^ldnd  arms  1  fall ; 
Be  thou  my  ftrength,  and  rlg^tebufi^efs^ 
My  Jefiis^^hd  »y  all  I 


Hymn  XCL     Common  M«tre, 

The  ghrj  of  Cbrijh  in  heaven. 
«  /^H,  the  <!eli^ts,  the  faeav'niy  joys^ 
V^  The  giories  of  the  place, 
Where  Jefus  fteds  the  bright^  ibcams 
Of  his  overflowing  grace. 
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^  Sweet  in2»e{ly  and  awful  love 
Sit  fmiling  on  his  .brow  ; 
And  aH  the  gtorious'  ranks  above 
At  humble  difiance  bbw. 

3  [Princes  to  his  imperial  name 

Bend  their  bright  fceptres  down  ; 
Donaimops,  thrones,  and  pow*rs  rejoice 
To  fee  him  wear  the  crown. 

4  Archangels  found  his  lofty  praife 

Through  ev*ry  heav'nly  ftreet  ; 
And  lay  their  higheft  honours  dpwn 
Submiffive  at  his  feet.] 

5  Thofc  foft,  thofc  blefled  feet  of  his. 

That  once  rude  iroii  tore. 
High  OB  a  throne  of  light  they  ftand, 
And  all  the  faints  adore. 

6  His  head,  the  dear  majeftic  head. 

That  cruel  thorns  did  wotmd, 
See  what  immortal  glories  fliine. 
And  circle  it  around  ! 

7  This  is  the  Ma^i,  th*  exalted  Man, 

Whom  we,  unfeen,  adore  \ 
But,  when  our  eyes  behold  his  face. 
Our  hearts  fliall  love  him  more. 

8  [Lord  !  how  our  fouls  are  all  on  fire 

To  fee  thy  bleft  abode  ; 
Our  tongues  rejoice  in  tunes  of  praife 
To  our  incarnate  God  !] 

<)   And  while  our  faith  enjoys  the  fight, 
We  long  to  leave  our  clay  ; 
Ar>d  wifli  thy  fiery  chariots,  I.drd,  *    ' 

To  fetch  our  fouls  away. 
WV 
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-r ■ ■        I  ■   '    •     •         I     -| -I      ■■■111 

Hymn  XCIL     Common  Metre. 

The  church  faved^  4tnd  her  emmes  difafpoinUd  ;  i^r, 
deliverance  from  treqfon^     - 

1  O  HOUT  to  the  Lord,  and  fet  our  joys 
1^  Through  the  whok  nsbtion  run  : 
Ye  weftern  Ikies,  refound  the  noife 

Beyond  the  riling  fun.  .       ' 

2  Thee,  mighty  God,  our  fouls  admire  ; 

Thee  our  glad  voices  fing  ; 
And  join  with  the  celeftial  choir. 
To  praife  th'  eternal  King. 

3  Thy  pow*r  the  whole  creation  rules, 

And,  on  the  ftarry  £kies. 
Sits  fmiling  at  the  weak  defigns^ 
Thine  envious  foes  devife. 

4  Thy  fcorn  derides  their  feeble  rage 

And,  with  an  awful  frown, 
Flingjf!  vaft  confufion  on  their  plots. 
And  ihakes  their  Babel  down. 

5  [Their  fecret  fires  in  caverns  lay. 

And  we  the  facrifice  ; 
But  gloomy  caverns  ftroye  in;  vaun 
To  'fcape  all-fearching  eyes.     . 

6  Their  dark  defigns  were  all  neveal'd  j 

Their  treafons  all  betrayM  : 
Praife  to  the  Lord  who  broke  the  {bare 
Their  curfed  hands  had  laid.J 

7  In  vain  the  bufy  fons  of  hell 

Still  new  rebellions  try  ;  -^ 
Their  fouls  fliall  pine  with  envious  ragc> 
And  vex  away,  and  die. 
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8  Almighty  grace  defends  Our  land 
From  their  malicious  pow'r  : 
Then  let  us  with  united  foog^^ 
Almigiity  grace  adore. 

liYM^N  XCIII.      Shprt  Metre-  . 

God  all,  and  in  all.     Pfalm  Ixislii,  25*  • 
1       Tk  /T  Y  God,  my  life,  my  love, 
IVI.  To  thee,  to  thee  I  call} 
I  cannotsfive  if  thou  remove. 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

^     ,  [Thy  fliiningf  grace  can  cheer 
This  dungeon  where  I  dwell : 
*Tis  paradife,  when  thou  art  here  j 
If  thou  depart,  *tis  hell.] 

3  [The  fmilings  of  thy  face. 
How  amiable  they  are  1 

*Tis  heav'n  to  reft  in  thine  embrace/ 
And  no  where  elfe  but  there.J 

4  [To  thee,  and  thee  alone. 
The  angels  owe  their  blife  ;    ' 

They  fit  around  thy  gracious  throne^ 
And  dwell  where  Jefus  is.]  . 

5  [Not  all  the  harps  above 
Can  make  a  heavenly  place^ 

If  God  bis  refidence  remove. 
Or  but  conceal  his  face.] 

6  Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  Iky, 
Can  one  delight  afford  ^ 

No,  not  a  drop  of  real  joy. 
Without  thy  prcfence.  Lord, 

7  Thou  art  the  fea  of  love. 
Where  all  my  pleafures  roll; 

I'he  circle  where  my  paffions  move. 
And  centre  of  my  fouL 
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8      [To  thee  my  ffdrits  fly, 
Vlith  utfinite  defire ; 
And  yet  how  for  from  thee  I  lie !. 

Dear  Jefus,  raife  me  highcr.3  * 

Hymn  XCiV.     Common  Metre* 

God  wjt  ^fy  happinefs.     Pfataj:  IxxiiL  25. 

1  T^/TY  God,  my  portion,  and  my  love, 
iVJL     My  evcrlafting  all  I       ,      ' 
I've  none  but  thee  in  heav*n  above. 

Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 

2  ([What  empty  things  are  aH  t&c  ikies; 

And  this  inferior  clod  1     :^ 
There's  nothing  here  deferves  my  joys  } 
There'svnothing  like  my  God  J 
•3  [In  vain  the  bright,  the  burning  fun, 
Scatters  his  feeble  light ; 
'Tis  thy  jTweet  beams  create  my  noon  ; 
If  thpu  withdraw,  'tis  night.  -^v* 

4  And  whilft  upqn  my  rcftlefe  bed 

Amongft  the  ihades  \  roll. 
If  my  Redeems:  (hews  his  he^d, 
'Tis  morning  with  my  foul  J 

5  To  thee  I  owe  my  wealth,  and  friends^ 

And  health,  and  firfSp  abode  ;  .  ' 

Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  thingSj^ 
But  they  arc  not  my  God. 

6  How  vain  a  toy  is  glittMng  wealth. 

If  once  compared  tp  thee! 
Ot  what's  my  faf^t;y,  or  my  ^ilth, 
Or  all  my  friends,  to  mei 

7  Were  I  poffeflbr  of  the  «arth, 

Aad  caird  the  ftars  my  owa ;,  '  -  " :"" 
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Without  thy  graces  and  thyfelf, 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

&  Let  others  firetch  their  arms  like  feas. 
And  grafp  in  all  the  fhore ; 
Grant  me  the  vifits  of  thy  face. 
And  I  defire  no  more; 

^ *'    '      '■■  ■* ■'  "      -v       '   ■      >  ,„- 

Hymn    XCV.     Common  Metre. 

Lgok  on  him  whom  i'hey  pierced^  and  mourru- 

I  TNFINITE  grief!  amazing  wo  f 
J[  Behold  my  bleeding  Lord  ! 
Hell  and  the  Jews  confpir'd  his  death,, 
^  And  us^d  the  Roman  fword.^ 
a  Oh  !  the  fliarp  pangs  of  (inarting.  pain 
My  dear  Redeemer  bore, 
"When  knotty  whips,  and  jagged  thorns^p 
,  His  facred  body  tore  I 

3  But  knotty  whips,  and  jigged  thorns^ 

In  vain  do  I  accufe^ 
In  vain  I  blame  the  Roman  bands. 
And  the  more  fpiteful  Jews  : 

4  'Twere  yotf,  my  fins,  my  cruel  fins. 

His  ehief  tormentors  were ;. 
Each  of  my  crimes  became  a  naif. 
And  nmb^rlief  the  fpcar^ 

5  'Twere  you  that  pulled  the  vengeance  down 

llpdh  his  guiltlefs  head  :: 
Breaks  break,  my  heart— -oh,  burft,  mine  eyes, 
And  let  my  forrows  bleed* 

6  Strike;  mighty  grace,  my  flinty  fi^ul, 

Till  melting  waters  flow. 
And  deep  repentance  drown  mine  ey»     • 
in  undiirembl€4  wo ! 
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Hymn   XCVI.     Common  Metre- 

Di/iin^Jhingiove  ;  or^angels  puni^^tmd  menfaved^ 

1  T^OWN  headlong  from  their  native  Ikie^ 
X^  The  rebel-angels  fell. 

And  thunder-bolts  of  flanaing  wrath 
Purfu'd  them  deep  to  hell. 

2  Down  from  the  top  of  earthly  bliis. 

Rebellious  man  was  hurl'd  ; 
And  Jefus  ftoopM  beneath  the  grave^ 
To  reach  a  finldng  worlds 

3  Oh,  love  of  infinite  degree  t 

Unmeafurablc  grace  { 
Muft  Hcav'n's  eternal  Darling  difr^ 
To  fave  a  traitorous  race  ? 

4  Muft  angels  fink  forever  down> 

And  burn  in  quenchlefs  fire, 
"While  God  forfakes  his.fhining  throne^ 
To  raife  us  wretches  higher^ 

5  Oh,  for  this  love,  let  eartfe  and  ft:iie*s: 

With  hallelujahs  ring. 
And  the  full  choir  of  human  t^neues; 
All  hallehqahs  fing !' 

^   Hymn  X.CVIL    ton^  Metre.. 

Thefame^ 
1  "pROM  heav'n  the  fin niiig  angels  ffelli. 

JC     And  wrath  and  darknefs  chainM  tftcm^ 

But  0ian,  vile  man^  forfook  his  blife^    £down.;. 

And  mercy  lif^  him  to  a.  crown  !; 
2.  Amazing  work  of  fov'reign  gracci. 

That  could  diftingmflv  rebels  fo!    ' 

Our  guilty  treafons  caird  aloud' 

For  everlaftin^  fetters  too.   * 
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3  To  thee,  to  thee.  Almighty  Lovet 
Our  fouls,  ourfelves,  our  al^  we  pay : 
ACilions  of  tongues  fhalt  found  thy  praife 
On  the  bright  hills  of  heav'niy  day. 

j    Hymn  XCVIIL    Common  Metre. 

Hardnefi  of  heart  complained  (f. 
»  Ti  yr  Y  heart,  how  dreadful  hard  it  is ! 
IVJIL  How  heavy  here  it  lies ; 
Heavy  and  cold  within  ipy  breaft, 
Juft  like  a  rock  of  ice  I 

I  Sin,  like  a  ragtng  tyrant,  fits^ 
Upon  this  flinty  throne ; 
And  ev'ty  grace  Hies  bury'd  deep^. 
I         Beneath  this  heart  of  ftone,. 

I    J  How  feldbm  do  I  rife  to  God,,      • 
}  Or  taftc  the  joys  above  V. 

\      This  mountain  prefies  down,  my  £ut})^ . 
And  chills. my  flaming  love*. 

\    4  When  fmiling.  mercy  courts  my  foul^ 
With,  all  its  heav'hly  charms. 
This  ftubborn,  tbis  relentlefs  thing,. 
I  Would. 4:hruft  it  from  mine  arms*. 

J  Againfl:  the  thunders  of  thy  word 
Rebellious  I  have  ftood  ;:  . 
My  heart,  it  (hakes  not  at.  the  wrathi 
*    And  terrors  of  a.  God;, 

•  Dear  Saviour  j  fteep  this  rock  of  mine; 
In  thine  own  crimfon  fta ! 
None  but  a  ^ath  of  blood  divine. 
Can  njelt  the  flint  awaj^^  ' 
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Hymn  XCIX-    Common  Metre. 

The  book  ofGodTs  decreet. 
»  T    ET  the  whole  race  of  creatures  fie 
1  i  Abas'd  before  their  God ; 
Whatever  his  fov'reign  voice  has  form'd 
His  governs  with  a  nod* 

d  [Ten  thoudnd  ages  ere  the  ikies 
Were  into  motion  brought. 
All  the  long  years  and  worlds  to  conxr 
Stood  pre&nt  to  his  thought. 

3  There's  not  a  iparrow,  or  ar  worm^    * 

But's  found  in  his  decrees ; 
He  raifiss  monarchs  to  their  thrones^ 
Ajid  finks  them  as  he  pl^fe.3. 

4  If  light  attend  the  courfe  I  runi 

'Tis  he  pro\ides  thofe  rays  ; 
And  'tis  his  hantf  that  hid^  injr  fun^ 
If  dafknefd  cloud  my  days» 

5  Yet  I  would  not  be  much  concern'd;, 

Nor  vainly  long  to  fee. 
In  volumes  of  his  deep  decrees^^ 
What  months  are  writ  for  me. 

6  When  he  reveals  the  book  of  life^ 

Oh,  may  i  read  my  name 
Amongft  the  chofen  of  his  love,. 
The  foirwers  of  the  Lamb. 

Hymn   C-   Long  Metre. 

The  prefence^  of  Chri/i  is  ihe^  life(frnyfotih 

^'  T  "ff  ^^  ^^^'  ^^  anguilh  is  the  thought,. 
X^  How  it  diftraas  and:  tears  my  heart,. 
If  God,  at  laft,  my  fovVeign  Judge, 
Sliould  frown,-  and  bid  my  foul,  Deparil 
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a  Lord,  when  I  quit  ihia  earthly  flage» 
Where  ihall  I  fly  but  to  thy'  brcaft  ? 
For  I  baye  fought  no  other  home. 
For  I  have  learn'd  no  other  relL 

3  I  cannot  live  contented  here. 
Without  feme  gUmpfes  of  thy  face  ; 
And  heav'n,  without  thy  prefence  there> 
Would  be  a  dark  and  tireiome  place* 

4  When  earthly  cares  engrofij  the  djy. 
And  hold  rfiy  thoughts  afide  from  thce:» 
The  fhining  hours  of  cheerful  light 
Are  long  and  tedious  years  to  me* 

5 .  Andi  if  no  evening  vifit's  paid 
Between  my  §aviour  and  tnf^Ccivl^ 
How  dull  the  nigTit !'  how  fad'the  (hade ! 
Hovf(  mo^ifhfully  the  njAnutes  roll  t     ^ 

6  This  fleCh  of  mine  mi^ht  learn  as  foon 
To  live,  yet  pirt  with  all  iny  blood ;  , 
To  breathe,  when  vital  air  is  gone. 

Or  thrive  and  grow  without  my  food* 

7  [Chrift  is  my  light,  my  life,  my  care. 
My  blefied  liope,  my  heavenly  prize ; 
Dearer  than. all  my  pafiions  are. 

My  limbs,  my  bowels,  or  niine  eyes* 

8  The  firings  that  twine  aT^but  my  hearty 
Tortures  and  racks  may  tear  them  off } 
But  they  can  never,  never  part 

With  their  dear  hold  of  Chrift  my  love*! 

9  [My  Godt  and  can  a  humble  child* 
That  loves  thee  with  a  flatne  fo  lug|h. 
Be  ever  from  thy  face  exil'd. 
Without  the  pity  of  thine  eye  I 
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lo  Impoffible ! — ^For  thine  own  handj 
Havcty'd  my  heart  fo  faft  to  thee ; 
And  iff  thy  book  the  promifc  ftands| 

,    That  where  thou  art,  thy  friends  miift  be.] 

Hymn  CI.     Common  Metre. 

Tie  wcrlcTs  three,  chirf  temptations. 
I  XX  THEN,  b  the  light  ctf  faith  divine^ 
VV     W^  ^oo^  ^^  things  belq^ir. 
Honour,  and  gold,  and  fenfual  joy. 
How  vain  and  dang'rpaa  too  i 

3  {^Honour's  a  puff  of  noify  breath  j         *  -, 
Yetfnten  6>^fe  their  blood,  *j  v  * 

And  venture  everlafting.death^/ 
To  gain  that  airy  good.  ^ 

3  Whilft^others  flarve-the  nobler  mind. 

And  feed  on  ihining  duiF,    .^ 
They  rob  the  ferpent  of  his  food,^ 
T' indulge  a  fordid  luft.] 

4  The  pleafures  that  sdlure  our  fenl^. 

Are  dangerous  ihares  to  fouls  ; . 
There's  but  a  drop  of  &itt'ring  fweet. 
And  daih'd  with  bitter  bowls. 

5  God  is  mine  all-fufficient  ^ood. 

My  portion  and  my  choice ;    ^ 
In  him  my  vaft  deiires  are  fiUM,^ 
And  all  my  pow'rs  rejoice. 

6  In  vain  the  world  accofis  mineear^ 

And  tempts  my  heart  anew  % 
I  cannot  buy  yout  blife  to  dear. 
Nor  part  with  heav'n  for  yotu 
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Hymn  CII.     Long  Metre. 

ji  bappy  r^urrt^kn.  '[    . 

t  T^JO*  1*11  repine  at  death  no  more, 
J[^   But,  with  a  cheerful  gafp,  refign 
To  the  cold  dungeon  of  the  grave 
Thefe  dying,  withering  limbs  of  mine.     ^ 

2  Let  worms  devour  my  wafting  fleih. 
And  crumble  all  my  bones  taduft. 
My  God  (hall  raife-  my  frame  anew, 
J^t  the  revival  of  the  juft. 

3  Br^ak,  facred  morning,  through  the  Ikies, 
Bring  that  delightful,  dreadful  day  ; 

Cut  fhort  the  hours,  dear  Lord,  and  come  ; 
Thy  lingering  wheels,  hoW  long  they  ftay ! 

4  {[Our  weary  fpirits  faint  to  fee 
The  light  of  thy  returning  face ; 
And  hear  the  language  of  thofe  lips 
Where  God  has  flicd  his  ricfeeft  grace.] 

5  [Hafte,  then,  upon  the  wings  of  love, 
Roufe  all  the  pious  lleeping  clay  j 
That  we  may  join  in  heav'nly  joys. 
And  fing  the  triumph  of  the  day.j 

Hymn  CIII.     Common  Metre. 

Chriji^s  commlffion*     John  iii.  i6,  17. 
I   ^^OME,  happy  fouls,  approach  your  God, 
V>l  With  new  mclodioms  fongs ; 
Come,  tender  to  almighty  grace 
The  tributes  of  your  tongues. 

a  So  ftrange,  fo  boundlefs  wa^  the  love 
That  pity'd  dying  men. 
The  Father  fcnt  his  equa)  Son- 
To  give  them  life  again. 
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3  Thy  hands,  dear  Jefus,  were  not  an^'d 

With  a  revenging  rod ;  ^ 

No  hard  commifiTon  to  perform 
The  vengeance  of  a  God. 

4  But  all  was  mercy,  all  was  mild, 

'  And  wrath  forfook  the  throne. 
When'  Ohrlft  on  the  kind  errand  came. 
And  brought  falvation  down. 

5  Here,  finners,  ybu  may  heal  your  wounds. 

And  wipe  your  forrows  dry : 
Truft  m  the  mighty  Sasaour^s  name,  \  t 

'^         And  you  fliall  never  die. 

€  3ce,  deareft  Lord,  our  willing  fouls 

Accept  thine,  offer'd  grace  ;  '  . 
>  Wef  blels  the  great  Redeemer's  love. 

And  give  the  Father  praifc. 


Hymn  CIV.     Short  Metre- ^ 

The  fame. 

RAISE  your  triumphant  fongs 
To  mn  immortal  tune. 
Let  the  wide  earth  refound  the  deeds 
Celeftial  grace  has  done* 

Sing  how  Eternal  liove 

Its  chief  Beloved  chofe. 
And  iiid  him  raife  our  wretched  race 

From  their  abyfs  of  woes. 

His  hand  no  thunder  bears. 

No  terror  clothes  bis  brow  j^ 
Mo  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  (oxxh 

To  fiercer  flimcs  below.  ^  , 

•Twas  mercy  fill'd  the  throne. 
And  wrath  ftood  filent  by, 
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When  Chrift  was  fent^wth  pardons  down 
.  To  rebels  doom'd  to  die.    * 

5  How,  finners,  dry  your  tears, 
,    Let  hopelefs  forrow  ceafe  ; 

'•'^  3ow  to  the  fceptre  of  his  lov^i" 
^      And  take  thrpfFery  peace*.. 

6  Lprd,  we  obey  thy  call ; 

'        We  lay  an  humble  claim       #    ^ 
To  the  falvation  thou  haft  brought,         .  ; 
..  And  love  and  praife  thy  name. 

.    -ff '■ ^ 1 -: 

Hymn  CV.     Common  Metre.     *" 

,  _    ^'>  'Repenlance  Rowing  from  the  patience  cf  God/^-.. 
r*    A  ND  3ja  we  wretches  yet  aKve^  • 

J^  And  dare  we  yet  rebel  ?        ''         V.    •* 

*Tis  boundlcfs,  'tis  ama^zing  love. 
That  bears  us  up  from  hell  \ 

2  The  burden  of  our  weighty  guilt 

^oulcj  fink  us  down  ta  flam^^        * 
And  threatening  vengeance  rolls  above 
>'  To  crufli  our  feeble  frames.    $k 

3  Almighty  goodneft  cries.  Forbear  !  * 

Am  ftraight  the  thun<der  ftays : 
Ani  dare  we  now  '^r woke  his  wrath, 
And  weary  out  his  grace  ? 

4  Lord,  we  have  long  abusM  thy  love. 

Too  long  indulged  our  lin, 
Our;aching  hearts  e*en  bleed  to  fee 
What  rebcl^yt'e  have  been. 

5  No  more,  )TB'lufts,  ihall  jre  command ; 

No  moi^^Vv'itl  we  obey  ; 
Stretch  out,  O  God,  thy  conquering  hand. 
And  drive- thy  foes  away. 
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Hyi^n  CVI.     Qomm6fn  Metre. 

i  Repentahc^^ 4be  ^ofs^        -^^ 

X  /^H,  if  my  foul  \^as  form'd  for  'wo,  • 

V>/  How  w^Id  I  w^i^m^  fighs  ! 

Ripcntance-fl\puld  like  rivers  flow 
From  Jbpth  my  ftreaming  ©yes^  % 

2  'Twas  fo^jpx  fins,  my  deleft  Lord 

Q|ing  on  the  curfed  tree, 
Arfd  groan'd  away  a  ^ing  life 
For.thee^^my  IbuljioPthee;'^  > 

3  Oh !  how  I  Hate  thofc  lufts  of  mine  *      » 

\.That  crucify'd  my  God  i     -  ^- 

t*hofe  l\ns  that  piei3c^d.aiid  njfiHdJjia  flcffi"^*  : 
,  ^  Eaft  tdithe  fatal  wood''. if        ^i    "^ 

4  Yes^wmy  Redeemer,  they  fhall  die  ;  "  -^ 

My  heart  has  fo  deqieed  ;  .  ^ 

Nor  wilf  I  fpare  the  gijBty  things 
•'.TIfet  made  my  Saviour  Weed. 

5  Whilft,  witH^a  melting,  broken  heart,  .  -^ 

^My  mur^er'd  Lord  I  view,;-  ^ 

^^    rii  raife  revenge  agpinft  niy  fills,       ^;  j» 
And  flay  the  murd'rers  too.-    - 

Hymn  CVI  1/ Common  Metre. 

The  evetlajiing  abfence  of^God  intolerable. 

1  npHAt  awfuiday  will  furely  come, 
V     X    Th'  appointed  hour  maWes  hisiffe,. 

When  I  muft  ftand1)efore  my  Judge,    -> 
And  pafs  the  folemn  teft.  *^^ 

2  Thou  lovely  Chief  of  all  my  joyi,^ 

Thou  Sov'i-eign  of  my  heatt;  ^ 

How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice 

Pronounce  the  found.  Depart/ 


^^r 


3.. The  thmi^oif  thi^  cjifmal  word 
*'     W9uld  fb  tgrriKht  toy  ear,  *-» 

.:-'  ^Twmild  tear  thy  fouljjfiindcF,  Lord,  ^ 

With  mbft  tormenling  fear* 
,jp  [^hat,  to  be  baai|b*<lffroin.  tmr.  life, 

^nfl  yet  forbjla  to  die  !       -  '* 

To  Hngel^^^ketef  nal  pain. 

Yet  death  forcvjyr^fly  IJ  .  ^^    - 

5  Oh  !  wretched  ftate  of  deep  despair. 

To  fee  my  §od  remove,  •"      *^' 

"    :0t^d  fix  my  Sdl^l  ftatioa  where. 
I  muft  nai:  tafte  hia  love  ! 

6  ;j|frsp  I  throw  imne  arpis  around, 

•^  -f -"^.ad  J^amg  tipon  t%.br«aft  ;    *  ;'  . 

^ Withoin  a  gmcioift  iimle  from  theei  ' 
<r1«y.fpiH^ta^inoTreft..  ..   ' 

7  Oh !  teil  me  that  my  worthlefi  nMie 

IS  gratven  on  thy  mnds ;  ^  4 

|t  Shew.me  ibme  jH^omife,  in  l^y  bobk,^  ^  ..  ^ 

'„>^here  my  fin^ation  ftands.  ^u  *  *^ 

-J  [Giv^  me  onf^  Idnd,^  afiuring  word,   *       ^        < 
*       ToAkiftyfca|s  ag^nj  ,.         ^ 

^  And  dKeerfuUy  my  foul  fhall  wait 
V         Eter  threefcoce  years  aiKl  ten.]^       j?' 

Hymn  CVlII?  (Common  Metre. 

^  Jcce/s  to  the  throne  of  grace  bv  ^ii^^ator.     ^ 

1  #^QJ^,:fetusliftour4ofro^^^ 
\^  Up  td\i&e  cpurts  above, 
And^fmile  to  ^  our  Father  there 

Upon  a  throne  of  love. 

2  Once  ^twaf^  it2^  of  dreadful  wrath. 

And  flxot  deVouring  flame  j 
Our  God  appeared  confuming  fire. 
And  venge<ince  was  his  name. 
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3  Rich  \Y?rc  the  drops  o£  J^|te'  b||pd,;       "' 

ITialicalm'dJbis  frowning  fape;  ,    , 

*.That  fprinkled  o'er  the  burniri^,lhronc>  **  ^^^  ^\  • 
And  turn'd  the  wrath  to  grace  !  '^ 

4  Now  wc  may  bow  before  ij^  feet,       . .     > 

^  And  venture  near  the  Lor4  i    ,  ^  * 
ijo  fiery  cherub  guards  his  feat,  -t^**^ 
Not  doiaWe  flaming  fvvxiipd.^^^ 
cTThc  peaceful  gates  of  teav'nly  Wife  i 

'^    Are  open'd  oy  tke  Son  j      ^  ^  •  i 
High  let  us  f^ife  our  notes  of  graiie,  : 

And  reach 'th'  Almighty  throne.      '     ^ 
6  Tq  t^e  ten  thoufand  th?inW  we  brings  .  ^  y 
0|ttH  Advocate  on  ^h,i  j^        **    -  * 

And  gldry  to  th*  eternafl^ng,  ^^  .   "' 
Who  lays  his  fury  by.  "^ 

I^Y»ff  CIX.  -  Long  Metf ec 

^.jp    ^    The  darJknefs  of  providence.  i.- 

1  T  '"ORD,  we  adore  thy.vaft'.defigns, 

^    Jl^l  'l^h'  obfcure  abyfs  o^  prov^eYice  !  c^  , ,      ,- 

Too  deep  to  found  with  mortaHfnes^ri^'^ 
'    Too  dark  to  view  with  feeble  ienfe.     '  "**     -^ 

2  Now  tirou  array'ft  thine  awful  face 
In  angfjf  frowns,  without^  fmile: 

We,  through  the  cloud,  believe  thy  grace>    ^^; 
•Secure  of  th^*c9mpaffion  ftill. 

3  Through  feas  aiill  flfarms  of  deep  dlBefs 
We  fail,  by  faith,  and  not  by  fig^t ; 
Faith  guides  us  in  the  wildernefs, 
Through  all  the  terrors  of  the  l?ight. 

4  Dear  Father,  if  thy  lifted  rod  .     < 
Refolve  to  fcourge  us  here  below  j 
Still  let  us  lean  upon  our  (rod. 
Thine  ajfm  ihall  bear  us  fafely  through,^ 
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H^MN  ex.     Short  Metre. 

.      'S^iujftfh  oveh  death  j  in  bepe  of  the  refurreilUn.  ^ 

^  'i]k  Nl^^^ft  this  body  die  ? 
jjfx  This  mortal  frame  decay  ? 
-/fed  ippft  thefe  a;cliire  limbs  of  ftiinc 
Lie  ipoi^ld'riiirg  in  the  clay  ?  * 

a       Corruption,  earth  and  Worms        ^  '•' 

Shall  but  rdihe  this  ftefh,  "         \t 

Till  my  triumphant  fpirit  comes,  ^.. 

.    To  put  it  ©n  afrefh^ 

3     •  6^rf,  niy  Redeemer,  lives. 
And  often  fflom  the  fkies 
Isboks  down,  and  watches  ill  mV  dulL.   ** 
Tiir*eihallbidi|t'i(^,-  '      '-^      ^' 

'  4    ,  Array'd'TO  glofious  grace     .  >. 
Shall  thefe  vile  bodies  fiiine  ; 
And  every  fhape^  afid  every  iace,^  i, 
Look  beav'nly  and  divijr^. 

5, ,    Thefe  lively  hopes  we  owe  •  /^ 

^To  Jefus*  dying^lgve^r 
We  jv*H)uld  idore  his  grate  below, 
And  Cng  his  pow'r.jabovg. 
C      Dear  Lord,  acc^t  the>praife 
:\  Of  thefe  our  hufnbW  fongs, 
.  Tai  tunes,  of  noblet'  found  we  raife    • 
'  *    "With  our  imthor-tal  tongues,, 

Hyi^w  CXI.     Common  Metre. 

^bank/giving  f0^  vi^bry;  or^  Gad's  dominion^  mtd  out 

deliverance. 
I    ^^  ION  r-ejoiccj  and  Judah  fing, 
MA  TheXord  affumes  his  throne  j 
Gome,  let  us  own  the  heav'nly  King,j 
And  make  his  glories  known, 
i-x  2. 
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a  The  great,  the  wicked,  and  the^f^roud^-- 
From  their  high  feats  are  huri'd  'y  ^' 

^Jehovah  rides  upon  a  cloud,  .     i,t         *       4 J* 
And  thuaders  through  the  world;.    '  •  ^ 
5  He  reigns  upton  tV  eternal  hills^         * ,      **• 

•  Diilributes  mortal  crowns; 
Empires  are  fixM  beneath  |us  Xmiles^ 
n,f  And  tptter  at  his  frowns,  v?    ' 

4  Navies,  that  rule  the  ocean  wide, 

Are  vanquifli'd  by  his  breath. 
And  legions,  arm'd  with  pow'r  and  pride,^  ,. 
Defcend  to  wat*ry  death*   *; 

5  Lct^tyrants  make  no  more  pretence     - 

T6  vex  our  hajqyy  land  j 
Jehovah^s  nimie  iaour  defence,.     ;        • 

Our  buckler  is  his  hand-  '■ 

6  [StiU  may  the  Kin^  of  grs^e  defcendl 

To  rule  us  by  Uis  word  i  '  .  -^r 

Aild  all  the  honours  we  can  give-,. 
Be  offered  to  the  Lord3%^ 

Hymn  CXIL  JLong  Metre.. 

Angels  minjfiering  po-  Q^i/t  aiidfdinU* 

1  iT^  REAT  God,  toi  what  a  gjOTiqus  height 
Vy  Haft  thou  advanced  the  LordVthy  Soa  !! 
Angels,  in  all  their  robes  oi  light,: 

Are  msisde  the  lervants  of  hia  dxronei. .: 

2  Before  his  feet  thine armies.wair, 

•  And  fwift  as  flames  of  fire  they  moM^^ 
To  ^  manage  his  aifairs  of  flatOj, 

In  work§  of  vengeance  and  of  Tove;. 

3  His  orders  run  through  all  the  hofts. 
Legions  defcend  at  his  command. 

To  fhield  and  guard  our  native  coafts,. 
When  foreign  rage  invades  our  land.. 
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■       '»'  <i    ■  .1.  '  *y  '  '  ^ 

4  Now  tfiey  are  f<^t  to  guide  our  feet 
Up  tp  the  gates  of  thine  abode, 
TBi'ougb  ail  th^dangers  that  we  meet' 
In  travelling  the  heav'nljr  road.  •      *•>* 

5  Lorcf,  whgjD  I  leave  this  mortaf  ground. 
And  Uiou  iliall  bid  tne  rife,  and  come, 

.  Send  a  beloved  angd^dowii,'  .»    . 

Satfe  to  conductiniiy  fpirit  home. 

Hymn  CXIIL  Common  Metre./ 

'  <j  ^  •<  .    Tbejame.    . 

r  rriHSBjBpajefty  ot^  Solomon,, 
X  -  How  glorious  to  behold  ; 
The  fervants  waiting  round  his  throne,. 
The  iv?!ry  and  the  gold  ! 
2  .ifciti^  mighty  God  !  thy  palace  (hines 
With  £ar  fuperior  beams  j 
Thini^an^el-guards  ar^  fwift  as  wii^s>, 

l^y  minifters  are  flaaies.  '  * 

5  QSooo  as  t^ine  only  SoU'had  made* 
His  entrance  on  the  earth, 
A  ihining  army  downward  fled,^ 
To  celebrate  his  bitth.. 

4  And-  when  opprefs'd  with  pains  and  fcars^, 

On  the  cold  ground  he  lies^  ** 

Beholdsa  heavenly  form,  appears,. 
T*  ^lay  his  agonies.]/ 

5  Now  to  the  hands  p£  Chrift  our  King,. 

Are  all  jheir  legions  giv'n  ; 
They  wait  upon  Lis  iaint*,and5 bring: 
His  chofcn  heirs  to^heav'n. 

6  Pleafure  and'praife  run  through  their  hoft,; 

To  fee  a  finner  tuf n  ;  ^ 

That  Satan  has  a  capti\«c  loflr. 
And  Chrift  a  fubjeft  borti.> 
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7  But  there's  an  hour  of  brigl^ef  jbyi 
When  he  his  angels  fericte      . 
Obfiinfj^e  rebels  tq.deftroy, 


And  jRtlier  in  his  friends. "" 
There  fliall  nxf  fioul  be  foupd,  ^ 


ccAud  I^lay,  without  a  doiibr. 


Then  let  the  grc^t^chdingd  fhoutj 
'     And  the  kft  trumpe€^fotin^.     ''' 


Hymn  CXIV.  ^  Camta^ri' Metrcr 

•^  Chriji^s  deaths  'v^Boryi^  and  dominion. 

^  j|*T  SING  my  Saviour'-s  won<frbus  death^ 
i  He  conquered  whfen  Se  Jieft^       •:.> 
^Tisfnijh'd^  faid  hb  dying  brcafth,  ^r    $ 
.  And  i^tpofc  the  gates  (rf  hell.  -  \  i^ 

2  ^TtsJiniJ^d^  ofrp?Inipia^ntie>  cries  j**  *!    /  - 
5rA^  dr&idful  "ioork  is  done  .•  **". . 

,     Hence  fliali  his  igy'reign  tbroae  arils  p 
^  *      His  kv^dom  is  begtWt.  , 

"^5  His  ci(5fs"a  fure  fotindatiofi  laid'  \ 

,  "^QT:  glory  and  renown,.  *       .  -   - 

When^  through  the  regions  of  the  dcaJi, 
He  pafs*djO  reach  the  crown. . 
4  EiCalted  at  his  Fatiier's  fidfe,.     '-^^      -^ 
Sits  our  ^0i^orious  Lotd; 
fo  heav'n  and  Mell  bis  hands  divide:^ 
The  vengeance  or  reward.. 
•5  The  mints  from  his  propitious-  eye:     ^^-^ 

Await  their  feV'ral  crowns^ 
•  And  all  the  fons  of  datknefs  fly 
The  terror  oKihis'tfrowns.  f 

Hymn  exv.-.  Common  Metre.^ 

Ga^  the  avenger  of  his  faints.;,  or,.bis1iingdomfupreine. 
»»  tJIGH  as  the'h^>4?ns  abAve  the  cround- 
JLA  Reigns  the  Creator,  God  y  ■ 
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Wide  as  the  wlwle  creation's  bound 
EStaids  his  awJTul  rod. 

12  Let  prince$.9f  exalted  Gate 

To  hiiq  aiciibe  their  crown  ;        \s- 
Render  their  homage  at  his  feet,  i.;. 

And  caft  their  glorias  dovifn. 

3  .Know*3that  his  kingcjom  fs  ftipreme, 
4|2Y6ur  lofty  thoughts  are  vain  ; 
He  calls  yocr' gods,  that. rnsTful  name,       •*  / 
But  ye  muft  die  lik^  men.  ^ 

4^^Ken  kt  the  f#v*rcigns  of  th9  globe  ^* 

Notjd^re  to  vex  Uie  juft  ;  • 

Hesputtrbn  vengeance  like  a  robe, . 
*^d  tifcads  the  worms  to  duft. 

5  Ye  iudgcs^ftlfc  earth, *.b^,wiife,    >• 
'f^'.  And  think  of  heav'n  with  fear  ; 
The  roeaneil  faint  that  yoij^defpifc  '  '    ^^ 

Has  an  avenger  there.  ^      ^         ^  " 

Mymn  CXVI.     Common  Metre. 

"^  Mercies  and  thanks^      ,    V^ 

1 1   T  T  O W  cjm  1  fink  with  fuch  a  prop 

X  Jt  As  nty  eternal  God,  .  ^ 

Who  bears  the  earth's  huge  pUm^s  up, 

And  fpreads  the  hcav'ns  ^road  ?  *    . 

2  How  can  I  die  while  Jefus  lives,  .^  ^/ 

Wht)  rofe;  and  left  the  dead  ? 
Pardon  and  grace  my  foul  receives 

From  tninp  exalted  Head,  * 

3  All  that  I  am,  and  all  J  ha ve^ 

Sha^^e  forever  thine.j^        *-4 
Whate'ei^^my  duty  bids  me  give,  /[,     , 

,    My  cheerful  ijiands  refign* 


1    -N 
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4  Tct,  if  I  i  rve. 

And  duty  did  not  caU, 
I  lo\  c  oiy  God  with  %eal  fo  great|W 
That  I  fliotild  gfT€  Mm  all.   ^^^ 


I  T  CAN] 

LMy  liJ 
BeWou, 


Hymn  CXY^.     Long  Metre. 

Living  an^d^i^  ^!i^^  God  prefeni, 

CANNOT  bear  thine  abicocc,  Lord 
life  expires  if  thou  depart^ 
my  heart,  ftill  oear  my^Btadt 
1 4k  ABd  thoiij  my  God^  Wnear  my  heart, 

a  I  was  not  born  for  earth  or  fin. 
Nor  can  I  live  on  tbiogs  fo  vile  j 
Yet  fevill  ft  ay  injjr  Father's  time^ 
And  hope  and  wail  for  heav'a  ra  whiic, 

3  Their,  deai  eft  LdrB^'^ri  thine  embrace 
.ej       Let  me  tefign  my,  fleeting  breath  j 
^    And,  with  a  fmilAipon  my  face, 

'  /Pals  the  important  hour  of  death* 

N  CXVIIL     Long  Metre- 

;  The  frkjifmd  vf  Cbri/i, 

t^  TJ  LOOX)  has  a  voice  to  pierc(|the  Qlics  ; 
XJ  Revenge J  the  blond  of  Abel  cries ; 
But  the  dearureijn,  when  Chrift  was  flaiD, 
Speaks  peace  as  lood  fron:i  ev'ry  vein. 

s  Pardoii  and  peace  from  God  on  .high  j 
Behold,  he  lays  his  vengeance  by  ; 
And  rcbelsj  that  deferve  his  fword^ 
Become  the  fav^xites  of  the  Lord* 

3  To  Jefus  let  oyr  praifes  rife,  : 

Who  gave  his  life  a  Tacrifice  : 
Now  he  appears  before  his  God^ 
And  for  our  pardon  pleads  Ms  blood. 


H^ 
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Hymn  GXIX.    .Common  Metie. 

I;     The  holy  fcfi^uret. 

_  "1  yi  I  fly  to  thcc,  my  Lord  ,  ^ 

Ancl  d^t  a  glimpfe  of  hope  appew^, 
.  fiut  in  thy  written  word)» 

2.  Tplic  volume  of  my  Father's  grace  .•  ^-' 

' ,  Does  all^my  grief  afiuag^  4  i  ,.• 

Here  I  behold  my  Saviour's  fece 
*  Alpioft  in  e^ry  f»ge,  ^^  -*- 

3  [Thfe  is\the  field  where  hi^en  lies 

•  T^je  pearl  of  price  unknown  ;         •      . 
That  merchant  is  divinely  wife,  > 

/Syho  m^ke^  this  pearl 'hkjiown. 

4  HerS'confecrated  ^tesflows. 

To  quench  my  thirft  of  J&n  j, 
Here  the  &ir  tree  of  knowledge  grows  j 
No  dartgcs?  dwells  thercih.j 

5  This  is  the  Judge  who  ends  the  ftrife    r 

"Where  wit  and  reafon  fail  j  '^^ 

My  guide  to  ev^rlafting  life,  V 
Through '*B[  this  gloomy  vale. 

6  Oh,  may  thy  counfels,  mighty;  God, 

My  roving  feet  command  ''\        ' 
'    Nor  1  forfake  the  happy  road  .^  ^ 

That  leads  to  thy  right  hand  ! 

Hymn  CXX,     Short  Metre* 

The  law  and  goff  el  joined'  infcripture. 

I       np^E  Lord  declare^liis  wUl, 

X     ^^^  keeps^  the  world  in  awe  j 
Amidft  the  fmoi^  oti  Sinai's  hill 
Breaks  out  his  fiery  law. 
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2  The  Lord  reveals  his  face  ; 
Andy  fmiling  from  above. 

Sends  down  the  gofpel  of  his  grace, 
Th'  epiftles  of  nis  love*     ^  '  • 

3  .Thefe  iacred  words  impart 

Our  Maker's  juft  commands  ;  '   -^^^ 

The  pity  of  his.  melting  heart, 
:«,       And  vengeance  of  his  hands*  .,  '' 

4  fHence  we  awake  our  fear. 
We  draw  our  comfort  hence ; ., 

The  arms  of  grace  are  treafurM  here,      ' 
And  armour  q^  defence*  ^*"      • 

5  We  learn  Chrift  crucify'd 
And  here  behf^d  his  blood  ;  ^  ^ 

All  arts  and  knowledges  befide 
Will  do  usUttlc  goQd.3* 

6  We  read  the  heay'nly  word. 
We  take  tile  oflFer'd  grace,         , 

Obey,  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord,  ..  ,- 
And  truft  his  prornifes, 

7  In  Vain  Ihall  Satan  rage 
Againft  a  h^V:  divine,- 

Where  wrath  and  lightning  guard  the  page, 
Where  beams  of  mercy  mine. 


Hymn  CXXI.     Long  Metre, 

The  law  and  gofpel  di/iinguijhed. 
I  ^  I  'HE  law  commands  and-makes  us  knovr 
X     What  duties  to  our  God  we  owe  ; 
But  'tis  the  gofpel  muft  reveal 
Where  lies  our  ftrength  to  do  his  will. 
%  The  law  difccvers  guilt  and  fin, 
And  fliews  how  vile  our  hearts  have  been  : 
Only  the  gofpel  can  exprefs 
Forgivingjove,  and  clcanCng  grace. 
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3  What  curfes  doth  the  law  denounce 
Againft  the  man  that  fails  but  once ! 
But  in  the  gofpel  Chrift  appears, 
Pard'ning  the  guilt  of  nunti'rous  years.  , 

4  My  foul,  no  more  attempt  to  draw 
T^y  life  and  comfort  from  the  law  ; 
Fly  to  the  hope  the  gofpel  gives : 
The  man  that  trufts  the  promife,  lives. 

Hymn  CXXII.     Long  Metre, 

Retirement  and  meditation. 

I   T\  yTY  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
XVJl  -A.  ftranger  to  myfelf  and  thee  j 
Amidft  a  thoufand  thoughts  I  rove. 
Forgetful  of  my  higheft  love. 

a  Why  fhould  my  paffions  mix  with  earth, 
And  thus  debate  my  heav'niy  birth ! 
Why  ihould  I  cleave  to  things  below, 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour,  go ! 

3  Call  me  away  from  flefh  and  fenfe  ; 

One  fov'reign  word  can  draw  me  thence  ;  * 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine. 
And  all  inferior  joys  refigri. 

4  Be  earth,  with  all  her  fcenes,  withdrawn  ; 
Let  noife  and  vanity  be  gone  : 

In  fecret  filence  of  the  mind. 

My  heav*n,  and  there  my  God,  I  find. 

Hymn  CXXIIL    Long  Metre^ 

The  benefit  of  public  ordinances. 
I      A  WAY  from  every  mortal  care, 
jf\  Away  from  earth,  our  fouls  retreat  j 
We  leave  this  worthlefs  world  afar. 
And  wait  an4  worfliip  near  thy  feat. 

y  Y 
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a  Lord,  in  the  temple  of  thy  grace 
We  fee  t'hy  feet,  and  we  adore  ; 
We  gaze  upon  thy  lovely  face. 
And  learn  the  wonders  of  thy  powV. 

3  While  here,  our  various  wants  we  mourn  ; . 
United  groans  afcend  on  high  ; 

And  prayers  produce  a  quicS:  return . 
Of  bleffings  in  variety, 

4  [If  Satan  rage,  and  fin  grow  ftrong. 
Here  we  receive  fome  cheering  word ; 
We  gird  the  gofpcl  armour  on. 

To  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord. 

5  Or  if  our  fpirit  faints  and  dies, 

(Our  confciencc  gaird  with  inward  flings) 
Here  doth  the  righteous  Sun  arife, 
With  healing  beams  beneath  his  wings.3 
%  Father  !  my  foul  would  ftill  abide 
Within  thy  temple,  near  thy  fide  j 
But  if  my  feet  muft  hence  depart. 
Still  keep  thy  dwelling  in  my  heart. 

Hymn  CXXIV.     Common  Metre. 

Mofesj  Aaron^  and  Jojhtia. 

1  'nniS  not  the  law  of  ten  commands, 

X'    On  holy  Sinai  giv'n. 
Or  fent  to  men  by  Mofes*  hands. 
Can  bring  us  fafe  to  heav'n. 

2  *Tis  not  th£  blood  that  Aaron  fpilt. 

Nor  fmokc  of  fweeteft  fmell. 

Can  buy  a  pardon  for  our  guilt. 

Or  fave  our  fouls  from  hell. 

3  Aaron  the  prieft  refigns  his  breath 

At  God's  immediate  will  ; 
And  in  the  defart  yields  to  death 
Upon  th'  appointed  hill. 
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4  And  thus,  on  Jordan's  yonder  fide. 

The  tribes  of  Ifrael  ftand, 
■ySThile  Mofes  bow'd  his  head  and  dy'd 
Short  df  the  promised  land. 

5  Ifrael,  rejoice,  now  Jofhua*  leads  ! 

He'll  bring  your  tribes  to  reft  ; 
So  far  the  Saviour's  name  exceeds 
The  ruler  and  the  prieft. 


Hymn  CXXV-     Long  Metre. 

Faith  and  repentance^  unbelief  and  impenitence. 

1  T     IFE  and  immortal  joys  are  giv'n 

1.  A  To  fouls  that  mourn  the  fins  they've  done  \ 
Children  of  wrath  made  heirs  of  hcav'n,   . 
By  faith  in  God's  eternal  Son. 

2  Wo  to  the  wretch  that  never  felt 
The  inward  pangs  of  pious  grief, 
But  addfe  to  all  his  crying  guilt 
The  llubborn  fi^n  of  unbelief. 

3  The  law  condemns  the  rebel  dead. 
Under  the  wrath  of  God  he  lies : 
He  feals  the  ciirfe  on  his  own  head. 
And  with  a.  double  vengeance  dies. 

Hymn  CXXVI.     Common  Metre. 

God  glorified  in  the  go/pel. 
^  np'HE  Lord,  defcending  from  .above, 
JL     Invites  his  children  near  ; 
While  pow'r,  and  truth,  and  boundlefs  love 
Difplay  their  glories  here. 

2  Here,  in  thegofpel's  wondrous  frame, 
Freih  wifdom  we  purfue  ; 

*  Jofhua  the/am^  ivith  Jefus,  andfi^ntfici  a  Saviour, 
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A  thoufand  angels  learn  thy  name. 
Beyond  whatever  they  knew. 

3  Thy  name  is  writ  in  fairefl:  lines  ; 

Thy  wonders  here  wc  trace  ; 
Wifdom  through  all  the  myft'ry  fhines. 
And  (hines  in  Jefus'  face. 

4  The  law  hs  bcft  obedience  owes 

To  our  incarnate  God  ; 
And  thy  revenging  juftice  fhowi 
Its  honours  m  his  blood. 

5  But  ftill  the  luftre  of  thy  grace 

Our  warmer  thoughts  employs, 
Gilds  the  whole  fcene  with  brighter  rays, 
And  more  esalts  our  joys. 

Hymn  CXXVIL     Long  Metre. 

Circumcijion  and  bapiifm. 

[Written  only  for  thofe  who  pradlife  the  baptirm  of  infants] 

I  ripHUS  did  the  fons  of  Abraham  pafs 
X    Under  the  bloody  feal  of  grace  1 
The  young  difciples  bore  the  yoke. 
Till  Chrift  the  painful  bondage  broke. 

a  By  milder  ways  doth  Jefus  prove 
His  Father's  covenant,  and  his  love ; 
He  feals  to  faints  his  glorious  grace. 
Nor  does  forbid  their  infant  race. 

3  Their  feed  is  fprinkled  with  his  bloody 
'  Their  children  fet  apart  for  God  ; 

His  Spirit  on  their  offspring  flied. 
Like  water  pour*d  upon  the  head. 

4  Let  ev*ry  faint  with  cheerful  voice 
In  this  large  covenant  rejoice  ; 
Young  children,  in  their  early  days^ 
Shall  give  the  God  of  Abraham  praUe. 


taii  " 
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Hymn  CXXVni.    Common  Metre. 

Corrupt  nature  from  Adam. 
I  TJ  LEST  with  the  joys  of  innocence^ 

\j  Adam,  our  father,  flood, 
'  Till  he  debas'd  his  foul  to  fenfcj^ 
And  ate  th'  unlawful  food. 

«  Now  we  are  born  a  fenfual  race^   ' 
To  finful  joys  iriclin'd ; 
Reafon  has  loil  its  native  place. 
And  flelh  enilaves  the  mind. 

3  While  flefti,  a^nd  fenfe,  and  paffion  reigns,^ 

Sin  is  the  fweeteft  good  ; 
We  fancy  mulic  in  our  chains^ 
And  fo  forget  the  loadv. 

4  Great  God  !  renew  our  ruin'd  frame,, 

Our  broken  powers  reftore  ; 
Infpire  us  with  a  heavenly  flame, 
And  flefti  fliall  reign  no  more  !. 

5  Eternal  Spirit,  write  thy  law 

Upon'our  inward  parts, 
And  let  the  fecond  Adam  draw 
His  image  on  our  hearts. 

Hymn  CXXIX.     Long  Metre.     - 

We  walk  by  faith ^  not  ky  fights 
1  *■'  I  ^IS.by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 

jt     We:  walk  through  dei'arts  dark  as  night ; 
Till  we  arrive  at  heav^i,  our  home, 
Faiih  is  our  guide,  and  fahh  our  light. 

z  The  want  of  fight  flie  well  fupplies  -, 
She  makes  the  pearly  gates  :ippear  j 
Far  into  diftant  worlds  ihe  pries. 
And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 
Y  y  2 
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3  Cheerful  we  tread  the  delart  through. 
While  faith  infpires  a  hcav'nly  ray  ; 
Though  lions  roar,  and  tenopefts  blow. 
And  rocks  and  dangers  fill  the  way. 

4  So  Abrah'm,  by  divine  command. 
Left  his  own  houfe  to  wlilk  with  God  $ 
His  faith  beheld  the  promised  land. 
And  fir'd  his  zeal  along  the  road* 

Hymn  CXXX.     Common  Metre* 

The  new  creation* 
I      A  TTENDj  while  God's  exalted  Son 
XjL  Doth  his  own  glories  Ihew  : 
**  Behold  I  fit  upon  my  throne, 
**  Creating  all  things  new. 

1  "Nature  and  fin  are  pafe'd  away, 
"  And  the  old  Adam  dies  ; 
•'  My  hands  a  new  foundation  lay  ; 
"See  the  new  world  arife. 
,3  "Til  be  a  Sun  of  righteoufnefs 
"  To  the  new  heavens  I  make  ; 
"  None  but  the  new-born  heirs  <rf  grace 
*'  My  glories  fhall  partake/* 

4  Mighty  Redeemer  I  fet  me  free 

From  my  old  ftate  of  fin  j 
Oh,  make  my  foul  alive  to  thee. 
Create  new  powers  within* 

5  Renew  mine  eyes,  and  form  mine  ears. 

And  mould  my  heart  afrefh  ; 
Give  me  new  paffions,  joys  and  fears. 
And  turn  the  ftone  to  flelh* 

6  Far  from  the  regions  of  the  dead. 

From  fin,  and  earth,  and  hell, 
in  the  new  world  that  grace  has  made, 
I  would  forever  dwell* 


fi.IL       Hymn  131,  132,  285 

Hymn  CXXXI.     Long  Metre. 

The  excellency  eftbe  Cbrijiian  reliffon^ 
!  T    £T  everlailing  glories  crown 
I  J  Thy  head,  my  Saviour,  and  my  Lord ; 
Thy  hands  have  brought  (alvation  down» 
And  writ  the  bleifings  in  thy  word. 

i  [What  if  we  trace  the  globe  around^ 
And  fearch  from  Britain  to  Japan, 
There  fiiaU  be  no  religion  found 
So  juft  to  God^fo  late  for  man.3 

3  hi  vain  the  trembling  confcience  feeki 
Some  folid  ground  to  reft  upon  ; 
With  long  defpair  the  fpirit  breaks^ 
Tin  we  apply  to  Chrift  2doDe. 

4  How  wdl  thy  blefled  truths  agree  I 
How  wife  and  holy  thy  commands ! 
Thy  proraifes,  how  firm  they  be  1 

How  firm  our  hope  and  conifort  ftands ! 

5  [Not  the  feiffn'd  fields  of  heath'nifh  bliis 
Could  raife  luch  pleafures  in  the  mind  i 
Nor  does  the  Turkiih  paradife 
Pretend  to  joys  fo  well  refin'd.j 

(  Should  aU  the  forms  that  men  devife 
Aflault  my  faith  with  treacherous  art, 
Pd  call  them  vanity  and  lies. 
And  bind  the  gofpel  to  my  heart* 

Hymn  CXXXH.     Common  Metre. 

The  offices  $f  Chrift. 
I  XTTE  Wefs  the  Prophet  of  the  Lord, 
VV     That  comes  with  truth  and  grace  j 
Jefus,  thy  Spirit  and  thyiivord 
Shall  lead  us  in  thy  ways. 
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2  We  rev'rcnce  our  High-Pricft  above. 

Who  d'ffer'd  up  his  blood, 

And  Mvcs  to  cany  on  his  love. 

By  pleading  with  otir  God. 

3  We  honour  our  exalted  King ; 

How  fweet  are  his  comitiands  I 
He  guards  our  fouls  from  hell  and  Gn, 
By  his  almighty  hands. 

4  pofanna  to  his  glorious  nanre, 

Who  faves  by  difibnsnt  ways  ; 
His  mercies  lay  a  ibv 'reign  claim 
To  our  immortal  praife. 

Hymn  CXXXIIL     Long  Metre- 

ne  operations  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

1  T?  TERN  AL  Spirit !  we  confefs, 

l^j  And  fing  the  wonders  of  thy  grace  j    . 
Thy  pow*r  conveys  out  bleflSngis  down. 
From  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son. 

2  Enlightened  by  thine  heav'nly  ray, 
Our  ihades  and  darknefs  turn  to  day  : 
Thine  inward  teachings  make  us  know 
Our  danger  and  our  refuge  too. 

3  Thy  pow'r  and  glory  work  within. 
And  break  the  chains  of  reigning  fin  f. 
Do  our  imperious  lufts  fubdue. 

And  form  our  wretched  hearts  anew. 

4  The  troubled  confcience  knows  thy  voice  j 
Thy  cheering  words  awake  our  joys  j 

•  Thy  words  allay  the  ftorray  wind^ 
And  calm  the  furges  of  the  mind.. 

Hymn  CXXXIV.    Common  Metre. 

Cir(umciJion  aholijhed. 

I  npHE  promife  was  divinely  free, 
X    Extenfive  was  the  grace  j 
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« IwiU  the  God  of  Abrah'm  be, 
**  And  of  his  num'rous  race." 

2  He  £iid—- and  with  a  bloody  feal, 

Confirm'd  the  words  he  fpoke  ; 
Long  did  the  fons  of  Abraham  feel 
The  Iharp  and  painful  yoke. 

3  Till  God's  own  Son,  defcending  low. 

Gave  his  own  flefli  to  bleed  ; 
And  Gentiles  tafte  the  blefSngs  now. 
From  the  hard  bondage  freed. 

4  The  God  of  Abraham  claims  our  praife ; 

His  promifes  endure ; 
And  Chrift  the  Lord,  in  gentler  ways. 
Makes  the  falvation  fure. 

Hymn  CXXXV.     Long  Metre. 

Types  and  prophecies  of  Chrift. 
I   T>  EHOLD  the  woman's  promised  feed  ! 
jj  Behold  the  great  Meffiah  come  ! 
Behold  the  prophets  all  agreed 
To  give  him  the  fuperior  room ! 

a  Abraham,  the  fiiint,  rejoic'd  of  old. 
When  vifions  of  the  Lord  he  faw  j 
I       MOfes,  the  man  of  God,  foretold 
This  great  Fulfiller  of  his  hw. 

3  The  types  bore  witnefs  to  his  name. 
Obtained  their  chief  defign,  and  ceas'd  ; 
The  incenfe,  and  the  bleeding  lamb. 
The  ark,  the  altar,  and  the  prieft. 

4  Prediftions  in  abundance  meet. 
To  join  their  bleffings  on  his  head ; 
Jefus,  we  worftiip  at  thy  feet. 

And  nations  own  the  promised  feed. 
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Hymn  CXXXVI.     Long  Metre. 

Miracles  at  the  birth  of  Chriji^ 
1  'TPHE  King  of  glory  fends  lis  Son 

X    'I'o  make  his  entrance  on  this  earth  \  , 
Behold  the  midnight  bright  as  noon. 
And  heav'nly  hofts  declare  his  birth  ! 

a  About  the  young  Redeemer's  head 
What  wonders  and  what  glories  meet } 
An  unknown  fiar  arofe  and  led 
The  eaftern  fages  to  his  feet. 

3  Simeon  and  Anna  both  confpire 
The  infant  Saviour  to  proclaim  } 
Inward  they  felt  the  facred  fire,    ^ 

Ajid  blefs'd  the  babe,  and  own'd  his  name* 

4  Let  Jews  and  Greeks  blafpheme  aloud, 
And  treat  the  holv  Child  with  fcom  j 
Our  fouls  adore  tn'  eternal  God, 
Who  condefcended  to  be  born. 

Hymn  CXXXVII.     Long  Metre. 

Mifis^s  in  the  life^  deaths  and  refurredion  ef  Cbri/i. 

1  TT)  EHOLD  the  "blind  their  fight  receive  ! 
IJ  Behold  the  dead  awake  and  live  ! 

^  The  dumb  fpeak  wonders  !  anjd  the  lame 
Leap  like  the  hart,  and  blefs  his  name  I 

2  Thus  dotK  th'  eternal  Spirit  own 
And  feal  the  miffion  of  his  Son  ; 
The  Father,  vindicates  his  cauf?, 

,    While  he  hangs  bleeding  on  the  crois. 

3  He  dies !  the  heav'ns  In  mourning  flood  ; 
He  rifes  !  and  ai^ears  a  God  : 

Behold  the  Lord  afcending  high. 
No  more  to  bleed,  no  more  to  die ! 
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4  Hence  and  forever  from  my  heart 
I  bid  my  doubts  and  fears  depart ; 
And  to  thofe  hands  my  foul  refign. 
Which  bear  cre^pntials  fo  divine. 


Hymn  CXXXVIII.     Long  Metre. 

The  power ^  of  the  go/pel. 
I  nPHIS  is  the  word  of  truth  and  Jove, 
X    Sent  to  the  nations  from  above ; 
Jehovah  here  refblves  to  (hew 
What  his  almighty  grace  can  do. 

3  This  remedy  did  wifdom  find. 
To  heal  difeafes  of  the  mind  ; 
This  fov*reign  balm,  whofe  virtues  can 
Reflore  the  ruinM  creature,  man* 

3  The  gofpel  bids  the  dead  revive  j 
Sinners  obey  the  voice,  and  live ; 

Dry  bones  are  raised,  and  clothed  afrefli  j . 
And  hearts  of  ftone  are  turn'd  to  flelh. 

4  [Where  Satan  reign'd  in  fhade^  of  night. 
The  gofpel  ftrikes  a  heav'nly  light ; 

Our  lufts  its  wondrous  pqw'r  controls. 
And  calms  the  rage  of  angry  fouls. 

5  Lions  and  beafts  of  favage  name 
Put  on  the  nature  of  the  lamb  ; 

While  the  wide  world  efteems  it  ftrs^ngc. 
Gaze,  and  admire,  andliate  the  change*^     ' 

6  May  but  this  grace  my  foul  renew. 
Let  finners  gaze,  and  hate  me  tdo  ; 
The  word  that  faves  me,  does  engage 
A  fure  defence  from  all  their  rage. 
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Hymn  CXXXIX-     Long  Metre. 

The  example  of  Cbrift. 

1  TVyr^  ^^^  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 
X V JL  I  read  my  duty  in  thy  word : 
But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears. 
Drawn  out  in  living  charaders. 

a  Such  was  thy  truth,  and  fuch  thy  zeal. 
Such  dePrence  to  thy  Father's  will. 
Such  love,  and  meeknefs,  fo  divine, 
I  would  tranfcribe,  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains,  and  the  midnight  air, 
Witnefe'd  the  fervour  of  thy  prayer  ; 
The  defart  thy  temptations  knew. 
Thy  conflid,  and  thy  vidl'ry  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here ; 

Then  God,  the  Judge,  fhall  own  my  name 
Amongft  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

Hymn  CXL.     Common  Metre. 

The  examples  of  Chriji  and  the  faints. 
I  ^^  IVE  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rife 
Xjr  Within  the  veil,  and  fee 
The  faints  above,  ho^^  great  their  joys. 
How  bright  their  glories  be  ! 

%  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below. 
And  wet  their  coucli  with  tears ; 
They  wreftled  hard,  as  we  do  now. 
With  fins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

3  I  alk  them  whence  their  viftVy  came  ? 
They,  with  united  breath, 
Afcribe  their  conqueft  to  the  Lamb ; 
Their  triumph  to  his  death. 
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4  They  markM  the  footfteps  that  he  trod, 

(His  zeal  infpir'd  their  breaft) 
And  following  their  incarnate  God, 
Poffefs'd  the  promis*d  reft. 

5  Our  glorioixs  Leader  claims  our,  praife, 

For  his  own  pattern  giv*n  ; 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witneffes 
Shows  the  fame  path  to  heav'n. 

Hymn  CXLL     Common  Metre. 

Faith  ajjljted  byfenfe  ;  or^  preachings  bapifm^  and  the 
Lor  d*s /upper. 

1  Ik  yrY  Saviour  God,  my  fov'reign  Prince 
XYi  Reigns  far  above  the  Ikies  ; 

But  brings  his  graces  down  to  fenfe. 

And  helps  my  faith  to  rife.  \ 

2  Mine  eyes  and  ears  fhall  blefs  his  name. 

They  read  and  hear  his  word  ; 
My  touch  and  tafte  fliall  do  the  fame, 
When  they  receive  the  Lord. 

3  Baptifmal  water  is  defign^d 

To  feal  his  clean  fing  grace ; 
While,  at  his  feaft  of  bread  and  wine. 
He  gives  his  faint§  a  place. 

4  But  not  the  waters  of  a  flood 

Can  make  my  flefh  fo  clean. 
As,  by  his  Spirit  and  his  blood. 
He'll  wafli  my  foul  from  fin. 

5  Not  choiceft  meats,  nor  nobleft  wines, 

So  much  my  heart  refresh, 
As  when  my  faith  goes  through  the  figo^b 
And  feeds  upon  his  flej(Jii» 

Z  z  ,  ,     . 


\ 
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6  1  love  the  Lord,  who  fioops  fo  low. 
To  give  his  word  a  fcal ; 
But  the  rich  grace  his  hands  beftow 
Exceeds  the  figures  ftill. 

Hymn  CXLH.     Short  Metre. 

Faith  in  Chri/i  our  facrijice. 
X       "VTOT  all  the  blood  of  beads, 
X^    On  Jewifli  altars  flain. 
Could  give  the  guilty  confcience  peace. 
Or  wai}i  away  the  ftain. 
a      But  Chrift,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  fins  away  ; 
A  facrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine. 

While  like  a  penitent  I  (land. 
And  there  confefs  my  fin. 

4  My  foul  IocJls  back  to  fee 
The  burdens  thou  didft  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  curfed  tree. 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  fee  the  curfe  remove  ; 
We  blefs  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  fing  his  bleeding  love. 

Hymn  CXLHI.    Common  Metre. 

Flejh  and  spirit. 
1  XX  THAT  difPrent  powers  of  grace  and  fin 
VV     Attend  our  mortal  ftate ! 
I  hate  the  thoughts  that  work  within. 
And  do  the  works  I  hate. 


B.  IL  Hymn  144>  g33 

7,  Now  1  complain  and  groan  and  die. 
While  fin  and  Satan  reign  ; 
Now  raife  my  fongs  of  triumph  high. 
For  grace  prevails  again r 

3  So  darknefs  ftruggles  with  the  light. 

Till  perfeft  day  arife  'y 
Water  and  fire  maintain  the.  fight 
Until  the  weaker  dies. 

4  Thus  will  the  flelh  and  Spirit  ftrive. 

And  vex  and  break  my  peace  ; 
But  I  fhall  quit  this  mortal  Iife> 
And  fin  forever  ceafe^ 

Hymn  CXLIV-     Long  Metre. 

The  effufton  of  the  Spirit ;  or,  thefuccefs  cf  the  GofpeU 

1  £^  RE  AT  was  the  day,  the  joy  was  great, 
VjF  When  the  divine  d^fciples  met ; 
Whilft  on  their  heads  the  Spirit  came. 
And  fat  like  tongues  of  cloven  flame. 

2  What  gifts,  what  miracles  he  gave  ! 
And  pow'r  to  give,  and  pow*r  to  fave ! 
Furnifh'd  their  tongues  with  wondrous  words, 
Inftead  of  fliields,  and  fpears,  and  fwords. 

3  Thus  arm'd,  he  fent  the  champions  forth^ 
From  eaft  to  wefl:,  from  fouth  to  north  ; 
"  Go,  and  affert  your  Saviour's  caufe  ; 

"  Go,  fprcad  the  myft'ry  of  his  crofs." 

4  Thefe  weapons  of  the  holy  war. 
Of  what  almighty  force  they  are. 
To  make  our  ftubborn  paflions  bow. 
And  lay  the  proudeft  rebel  low  ! 

5  Nations,  the  learned  and  the  rude. 
Are  by  thefe  heavenly  arms  fubduM  j 
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While  Satan  rages  at  his  lofe, 

And  hates  the  doftrine  of  the  crofs. 

6  Great  King  of  grace,  my  heart  fubdue  ; 
I  would  be  led  in  triumph  too, 
A  willing  captive  to  my  Lord, 
And  fing  the  vift'ries  of  his  word. 

Hymn  CXLV.     Common  Metre. 

Sight  through  a  ghfs^  and  face  to  face. 
I   T  LOVE  the  windows  of  thy  grace, 
i  Through  which  my  Lord  is  feen  ; 
And  long  to  meet  my  SaviourV  face. 
Without  a  glafs  between. 
1  Oh,  that  the  happy  hour  were  come, 
To  change  my  faith  to  fight ! 
I  Ihall  behold  my  Lord  at  home 
In  a  diviner  light. 
3  Hafte,  my  Beloved,  and  remove 
Thcfe  interpofing  days  ; 
Then  fliall  my  paflions  all  be  love, 
And  all  my  powers  be  praife. 

Hymn  CXLVI.     Long  Metre. 

The  raniiy  of  creatures  ;  or^  no  refi  on  earth* 

1  T^/I^-AN  has  a  foul  of  vaft  defires  ; 
..VJ.  He  burns  within  with  reftlefs  fires  ; 
Tofs'd  to  and  fro,  his  paflions  fly 

From  vanity  to  vanity. 

2  In  vain  on  earth  we  hope  to  find 
Some  folid  good  to  fill  the  mind : 
We  try  new  pleafures — but  we  feel 
The  inward  thirft  and  torment  ftill. 

3  So  when  a  raging  fe^^er  burns. 
We  fliift  from  fide  to  fide,  by  turns  y 
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And  'tis  a  poor  relief  we  gain. 

To  change  the  place,  but  keep  the  pain. 

4  Great  God !  fubdue  this  vicious  thirft, 
This  love  to  vanity  and  duft ; 
Cure  the  vile  fever  of  the  mind. 

And  feed  our  fouls  with  joys  refin'd. 

I.I     I  ■     ■  '■  ■ .' i.. -■■  I ..  ■■■■.II I.. I."-  - '  ■    ■  I'    ■  ■  ^ 

Hymn  CLXVII.     Common  Metre. 

The  creation  of  the  world.   '  Gen.  i. 

1  "  IVJOW  let  afpacious  world  arife," 

X^    Said  the  Creator  Lord  : 
At  once  th*  obedient  earth  and  fkics 
Rofe  at  his  fov'reign  word. 

2  [^Dark  was  the  deep ;  the  waters  lay 

Confused,  and  drown'd  the  land ; 
He  caird  the  light — the  new-born  day 
Attends  on  his  command. 

3  He  bids  the  clouds  afcend  on  high ; 

iThe  clouds  afcend,  and  bear 
A  wat'ry  treafure  to  the  fky, 
And  float  on  fofter  air. 

4  The  liquid  element  below 

Was  gathered  by  his  hand  \ 
The  rolling  feas  together  flow» 
And  leave  the  foUd  land. 

5  With  herbs  and  plants  (a  flow'ry  birth) 

The  naked  globe  he  crown'd. 
Ere  there  was  rain  to  blefs  the  earth. 
Or  fun  to  warm  the  ground. 

6  Then  he  adorn'd  the  upper  Ikies  j 

Behold  the  fun  appears^ 
The  moon  and  ftars  in  order  rife. 
To  mark  out  months  and  years* 
Zza 
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7  Obt  of  the  deep  th'  Almighty  King 

Did  vital  beings  franie  ; 
The  painted  fowls  of  ev'ry  wing. 
And  fifh  of  ev'ry  name.J 

8  He  gave  the  lion  and  the  worm 

At  once  their  wondrous  birth  ; 
And  grazing  beafts,  of  various  forni, 
Jlofe  from  the  teeming  earth, 

9  Adam  was  form'd  of  equal  clay. 

Though  fov^reign  of  the  reft, 
Defign^d  for  nobler  ends  than  they, 
With  God's  own  image  bleft- 

1  o  Thus  glorious  in  the  Maker's  eye, 
The  young  creation  ftood ; 
He  faw  the  building  from  on  high, 
His  word  pronounced  it  good. 

J 1  Lord,  while  the  frame  of  nature  ftands^ 
Thy  praife  (hall  fill  my  tongue ; 
But  the  new  world  of  grace  demands 
A  more  exalted  fong« 

Hymn  CXLVIII.    Common  Metre. 

God  reconciled  in  Chti/i* 

1  ir\E  AREST  of  all  the  names  above^ 
X-/  My  Jefus,  and  my  God  ! 

Who  can  refift  thy  heavenly  love, 
Or  trifle  with  thy  blood  f 

2  'Tis  by  the  merits  of  thy  death 

The  Father  fmiles  again  ; 
'Tis  by  thine  interceding  breath 
The  Spirit  dwells  with  men* 

3  Till  God  in  human  flefh  I  fee, 

My  thoughts  no  comfort  find  j 


[ 
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The  holy,  juft  and  facred  Three 
Are  terrors  to  my  mind*  . 

4  But  if  Immanuers  face  appear. 

My  hope,  my  joy  begins  ; 
His  name  forbids  my  flaviih  fear^ 
His  grace  removes  my  fins. 

5  While  Jews  on  their  own  law  rely. 

And  Greeks  of  wifdom  boaft, 
I  love  th*  incarnate  myftery. 
And  there  I  fix  my  truft. 

Hymn  CXLIX.    Common  Metre. 

Honour  to  ma^i/irates  ;  or^  government  from  God* 

1  TT*  TERNAL  Sovereign  of  the  flty, 
Fj  And  Lord  of  aU  below. 

We  mortals  to  thy  Majefty 
Our  firft^  obedience  owe. 

2  Our  fouls  adore  thy  throne  fuprem^, 
^    And  blefs  thy  providence, 

For  raagiftrates  of  meaner  name^ 
Our  glory  and  defence. 

3  [^The  rulers  of  thcfe  States  fliall  flilne 

With  rays  above  the  reft. 
Where  laws  and  libo'ties  combine 
To  make  a  nation  blcfe'd.] 

4  Kingdoms  on  firm  foundations  fiand. 

While  virtue  finds  reward ; 
And  finners  perifh  from  the  land. 
By  juftice  and  the  fword. 

5  Let  Cefar's  due  be  ever  paid 

To  Cefar  and  his  throne ; 
But  confciences  and  fouls  were  made 
To  be  the  Lord's. alone^ 
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Hymn  CL.     Common  Metre^ 

Tbe  deceitfulnefs  of  Jin* 
I    O  IN  has  a  thoufand  treachVous  arts 
|3  To  praftife  on  the  mind  ; 
With  flattVing  looks  (he  tempts  our  hearts. 
But  leaves  a  fting  behind. 

a  With  names  of  virtue  flie  deceives 
The  aged  and  the  young ; 
And  while  the  heedlefs  wretch  believes. 
She  makes  his  fetters  ftrong. 

3  She  pleads  for  all  the  joys  ihe  brings^ 

And  gives  a  fair  pretence ; 
But  cheats  the  foul  of  heavenly  things. 
And  chains  k  down  to  ienfe. 

4  S09  on  a  tree  divinely  feir, 

Grew  Ae  forbidden  food ; 
Our  mother  took  the  poifon  there. 
And  tsunted  aU  her  blood. 


Hymn  CLI.     Long  Metre. 

Prophecy  and  infpiratton. 

1  '^•'T^WAS  by  an  order  from  the  Lord, 
X    The  ancient  prophets  fpoke  his  word 
His  Spirit  did  their  tongues  infpire,       <^ 
And  warm*d  their  hearts  with  heav'nly  fire. 

fl  The  works  and  wonders  which  they  wroughjj> 
Confirmed  the  meflages  they  brought } 
The  prophet^s  pen  fucceeds  lus  breath. 
To  fave  the  holy  words  from  death. 

3  Great  God !  mine  eyes  with  pfeafure  look 
On^thc  dear  volume  of  thy  took; 
There  my  Redeemer's  face  f  fee. 
And  read  his  name  who  dy*d  for  m& 
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4  Let  the  falfe  raptures  of  the  mind 
Be  loft,  and  vanifh  in  the  wind ; 
Here  I  can  fix  my  hope  fecure ; 
This  is  thy  word,  arid  rauft  endure* 

Hymn  CLII.     Common  Metre* 

Sinai  and  Sion.     Heb.  xii.  i8,  &c. 

1  TWT^T  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord, 
X^  The  tenipeft,  fire  and  fmoke  j 
Not  to  the  thunder  of  that  word 

Which  God  on  Sinai  fpoke : 

2  But  we  are  come  to  Sion*s  hill. 

The  city  of  our  God, 
Where  milder  words  declare  his  will, 
And  fpread  his  love  abroad, 

3  Behold  th'  innumerable  hoft 

Of  angels  cloth*d  in  li^ht  I 
Behold  me  fpirits  of  the  juft, 
Whofe  faith  is  turn*d  to  fight  I 

4  Behold  the  bleft  aflfembly  there, 

Whofe  names  are  writ  in  heaven  j 
And  God,  the  jud^e  of  all,  declares 
Their  viiefl:  fitns  forgiv'n* 

5  The  faints  on  earth,  and  all  the  dead^    . 

But  one  communion  make  ; 
All  join  in  Chrift,  their  living  Head, 
And  of  his  grace  partake. 

6  In  fuch  fociety  as  this 

My  weary  fouLwould  reft : 
The  rnati  that  dwells  where  Jcftis  is, 
Muft  be  forever  bleft. 
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Hymn  CLHI.     Common  Metre. 

The  dijiemperjfolly^  and  madnefs  of  fin. 

1  O  IN,  like  a  venomous  difeafe, 
1^  Infe^ls  our  vital  blood  ; 
The  only  balm  is  fov'reign  grace^ 

And  the  phyfician,  God. 

2  Our  beauty  and  our  ftrength  arc  fled. 

And  we  draw  near  to  death  ; 
But  Chrift  the  Lord  recals  the  dead 
With  his  almighty  breath. 

3  Madnefs  by  nature  reigns  within  ; 
.   The  paillons  burn  and  rage  \ 

Till  God*s  own  Son  with  IkiU  divine 
The  inward  fire  affuage. 

4  [Wc  lick  the  duft,  we  grafp  the  wind. 

And  folid  good  defpite  :  ^ 

Such  is  the  folly  of  the  mind^ 
Till  Jefus  makes  us  wife.J 

5  We  give  our  fouls  the  wounds  they  feel. 

We  drink  the  poisonous  gall. 
And  rufli  with  fury  down  to  hell ; 
But  Heaven  prevents  the  fall. 

6  [The  man  poffe&'d  among  the  tombs, 

CiKs  his  own  flefii,  and  cries ; 
He  foams  and  raves,  till  Jefus  comes, 
Atid  the  foul  fpirit  flies.  3 

Hymn  CLIV.     Long  Metre. 

Selfrighteoufnefs  infufficieni* 
I  "  XXr^^^E  arethemourners,faith  the  Lord, 
V  V  "  That  wait  and  tremble  at  my  word  ? 
«  That  walk  in  darknefs  all  the  day  ? 
«  Come,  make  my  name  your  truft  and  ftay* 
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3  **  [No  works  nor  duties  of  your  own 
*^  Can  for  the  fmalleft  fin  atone  : 
"  The  robes  that  nature  may  provide,         ^ 
*'  Will  not  your  leaft  pollution  hide. 

3  ^^  The  fofteft  couch  that  nature  knows 
"  Can  give  the  confcience  no  rcpofe : 

"  Look  to  my  righteoufnefs,  and  live  ; 
"  Comfort  and  peace  arc  mine  to  give.]] 

4  '*  Ye  fens  of  pride,  that  kindle  coals 

"  With  your  own  hands,  to  warm  your  fouIs« 
"  Walk  in  the  light  of  your  own  fire, 
"  Enjoy  the  fparks  that  ye  defire  ; 

5  "  This  is  your  portion  at  my  hands ; 

**  Hell  waits  you  with  her  iron  bands  ^ 
"  Ye  fhall  lie  down  with  forrow  there, 
^*  In  death,  and  darknefs,  and  defpair/' 

Hymn  CLV.    Common  Metre. 

Cbrj/i  our  Pajfover. 
1  T     O,  the  deftroying  angel  flies 
1.  4  To  Pharaoh's  ftubborn  land  ! 
The  pride  and  flow'r  of  Egypt  dies 
By  his  vindiftive  hand. 

a  He  pafs'd  the  tents  of  Jacob  o'er. 
Nor  pour'd  the  wrath  divine  ! 
He  faw  the  blood  on  ev'ry  door. 
And  blcfs'd  the  peaceful  fign. 

3  Thus  the  appointed  Lamb  muft  bleed. 

To  break  th*  Egyptian  yoke  : 

Th^js  Ifrael  is  from  bondage  freed. 

And  *fcapes  the  angel's  ftroke. 

4  Lord,  if  my  heart  were  fprinkled  too     - 

With  blood  fo  rich  as  thine. 
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Juftice  no  longer  would  purfuc 

This  guilty  foul  of  mine.  '  , 

5  Jefus  our  Paffover  was  flain. 

And  has  at  once  procured  . 

Freedom  from  Satan's  heavy  chaip,  . 
And  God*s  avenging  fword. 

Hymn  CLVI*     Common  Metre. 

Frcfumption  and  defpair  ;  cr  Satan^s  various  tempta- 
tions. '  .\;  ,; 

1  T  HATE  the  tempter  and  his  charms  ; 

X  I  hate  his  flatt'ring  breath  ;  \  . 

The  ferpent  takes  a  thoufand  forms 
To  cheat  our  fouls  to  death.  ■    -   '  ■ 

2  He  feeds  our  hopes  witfr  airy  dreams  .        ., 

Or  kills  with  flavi0i  fear  ; 
And  holds,  us  ftill  in  wide  extremes,^ 
Prefumption,  or  defpair. 

3  Now  he  perfuades,  "  how  e<rfy  'tis 

"  To  walk  the  road  to  heaven  •;*' 
Anon,  he  fwells  our  fins,  and  cries, 
<*  They  cannot  be  forgiv'a.*'  ' 

4  [He  bids  young -fimiers  "yet  forbear 

«  To  think  of  God,  or  death  ;. 
"  For  prayer  and  devotith  ire         -     '  \' 
"But  melancholy  breathj'*  ; 

5  He  tells  the  aged,  "  they  mu/i  die, 

"  And  'tis  too  late  to  pray  ;  "  \ 

"  In  yain  for  mercy  now  they  cry,  «  i 

«  For  they  have  loft  tjheir  day.*'] ' 

6  Thus  he  ftrpports  his  cruel  throne 

By  mifchief  and  deceit. 
And  drags  the  fons  of  Adam,  down 
To  darknefs  and  the  pit. 
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7  Almighty  God,  cut  flxort  his  pow'r ; 
Let  him  in  darknefs  dwell  j 
And,  that  he  vex  the  earth  no  more. 
Confine  him  down  to  hell. 

Hymn  CLVHr  Gommon  Metre. 

The  fame. 
I  T^TOW  Satan  comes  with  dreadful  roar, 
X^    And  threatens  to  deftroy  ; 
He  worries  whom  he  can't  devour 
With  a  malicious  joy. 

n  Ye  fons  of  God,  oppofe  his  rage, 
Refift,  and  he'll  be  gone  ; 
Thus  did  our  deareft  Lord  engage. 
And  vanquilh  him  alone. 

3  Now  he  appears  almoft  divine. 

Like  innocence  and  love  ; 
But  the  old  ferpent  lurks  within. 
When  he  affumes  the  dove. 

4  Fly  from  the  falfe  deceiver's  tongue. 

Ye  fons  of  Adam,  fly  ; 
Our  parents  found  the  fhare  too  ftrong. 
Nor  Ihould  the  children  try. 

Hymn  CLVIH.     Long  Me'tre.  . 

Fewfaved  ;  or^  the  almojl  thrijiian^  the  hypocrite  and 
apojiate. 

1  TJ  ROAD  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 
X3  And  thoufands  walk  together  there; 
But  wifdom  fhews  a  narrow  path. 

With  here  and  there  a  traveller- 

2  "  Deny  thyfelf,  awa  tajKC  my  crofs/* 
Is  the  Redeemer's  great  command  j 

A  A  a 
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Nature  muft  count  her  gold  but  drofs. 
If  ihe  would  gain  this  hcav'nly  land. 

3 !  The  fearful  foul,  that  tires  and  faints. 
And  walks  the  ways  df  God  no  more, 
bbut  eftccmM  ahnqft  a  faint. 
And  makes  his  own  deitrfiition  fure. 

4  Lord,  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain  ; 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new ; 
Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain. 
Which  falfe  apoftates  never  knew. 

HyiMN  CLIX.     Common  Metre. 

An  unconverted  Jtate  ;  or^  converting  grace.       ^ 

1  /^  REAT  King  of  glory,  and  of  grace, 
\Jf  We  own  with  humble  flbame. 
How  vile  is  pur  degenerate  race. 

And  our  firft  father's  nanie!  \ 

2  From  Adam  flows  "Qur  tainteji  bipod. 

The  poifon  reigj&s  within. 
Makes  ps  averfe  to  all  that's  good. 

And  willing  flaves  to  fin.  ^ 

3  [Daily  we  break  thy  holy  laws,  j 

And  then  reject  thy  grace  ; 
Engag'd  in  the  old  ferpent's  caufe,  - 
•    Again  ft  our  Maker's  face*}  , 

4  We  Kve  eftrang'd  afar  from  God,       , 

And  love  the  diftance  well ;  , 

With  hafte  we  run  the  dang'roug  road, 
That  leads  to  death  and  hell. 

5  And  can  fuch  rebels  be  reftor'd  ? 

Such  natures  made  divine  ? 
Let  dfyaners  fee  thy  glory.  Lord,  '   ' 

And:  feel  this  power  of  thine. 
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6  We  raife  our  Father's  name  on  high, 
Who  his  own  Spirit  fends 
To  bring  rebelliolis  ftrangers  nigh, 
And  turn  his  foes  to  friends. 

Hymn  GLX,     Long  Metre, 

Cufiom  in  fm* 

1  T    ET  the  wild  leopards  of  the  wood 
\  1  Put  off  the  fpots*that  nature  gives  ; 
Then  may  the  wicked  turn  to  God, 

And  change  their  tempers,  and  their  lives. 

2  As  well  might  Ethiopian  flaves 
Wafh  out  the  darknefs  of  their  Ikin ; 
The  dead  as  well  may  leave  their  graves, 
j^s  old  tranfgreflfors  ccafe  to  fin. 

3  Where  vice  has  held  its  empire  long, 
*Twifi  not  endure  the  leaft  Control  j 
None  hut  a  power  divinely  firoag 

.  Caa  turn  the  current  of  the  foul. 

4  Great  God  !  I  own  thy  pow'r  divine. 
That  works  to  change  this  heart  of  miiie  ; 
I  would  be  formed  anew,  and  blefs 

The  wonders  of  creating  grace. 

Hymn  CLXI.     Common  Metre. 

Cbrifiian  virtues  ;  or,  the  difficulty  of  corwerjion. 

I    Q TRAIGHT  is  the  way,  the  door  is  ftraight, 
1^  That  leads  to  joys  on  high  ; 
*Tis  but  a  few  that  find  the  ga'te, 
While  crowds  miftake  and  die. 

s  Beloved y^^muft  be  deny'd,  ^ 

The  mind  and  will  renew'd, 
Paflion  fupprefs'd,  and  patience  try'd. 
And  vain  defires  fubdu'd. 
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3  [Fleih  is  a  dang'rous  foe  to  grace,, 

Where  it  prevails  and  rules  ; 
Flefh  muft  be  humbled,  pride  abas'd,, 
Left  they  deftroy  our  ibuls.} 

4  The  love  of  gold  be  baniCh'd  hence^ 

(That  vile  idolatry) 
And  ev*ry  member,  ev'ry  fenfe. 
In  fweet  fubjedion  lie. 

5  The  tongue,  that  moft  unruly  pow^r,, 

Requires  a  ftrong  reftraint ; 
We  muft  be  watchful  ev'ry  hour> 
And  pray,  but  never  faint. 

6  Lord  !  can  a  feeble,  helplefs  vrorm 

Fulfil  a  talk  fo  hard  1 
Thy  grace  muft  all  my  work  perform,. 
And  give  the  free  reward. 

Hymn  CLXIL     Common  Metre* 

Meditation  of  heaven  ^  er,  the  jay^  of  faith. 
I  '\y|'Y  thoughts  furniount  thefe  lower  ikies» 
jlSIjL  And  look  within  the  veiTy*^ 
There  fpririgs  of  endlefs  pleafure  rifej^ 
The  waters  never  fail, 
a  There  I  behold,  with  fweet  delight,^ 
The  bleflcd  Three  in  One  / 
And  ftrong  afFeAions  fix  my  fight 
On  God's  incarnate  Son. 

3  His  promife  ftands  forever  firm. 

His  grace  fliall  ne'er  depart :. 
He  binds  my  name  ijpon  his  arm,.  # 

And  feals  it  on  his  heart. 

4  Light  are  the  pains  that  nature  bmgs  ;        i 

How  fliort  our  forrows  are  I     -   ^.       •  ^ 
When  with  eternal  future. thingSn 
The  prefent  we  compare* 
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5  I  would  not  be  a  Granger  ftfll . 
To  that  celeftial  place. 
Where  I  forever  hope  to  dwell 
Near  my  Redeemer's  face* 

Hymn  CLXHi.     Common  Metre* 

Compiaint  of  dejertim  and  temptatian.  ' 
I  Tn\E  AR  Lord,  behold  otir  fore  diftrefs  j 
X-^  Ou^r  fins  attempt  to  reign ; 
Stretch  out  thine  arm  of  conqu'rhig  grace. 
And  kt  thy  foes  be  flain. 

Z  [[The  lion,  with-  his  dreadful  roar,  * 

AflFrights  thy  feeble  fibeep  : 
Reveal  the  glorj  of  thy  po.wi'r, 
And  chain  him  to  the  (feep« 

5  Muft  we  indulge  a  long  defpair? 
Sliall  our  petitions  die  ?  ^ 
Our  mournings  never  reach  thine  ear  ? 
Kor  tears  affect  thine  eye  f] 

4  If  thou  defpife  a  riiortal  grpap. 

Yet  hear  a  Saviour's  blood  ; 
An  Advocate  fo  near  the  throne. 
Pleads  and  prevails  with  God. 

5  He  brought  the  Spirit*s  pow^rfiil  fvord. 

To  flay  our  des^dly  foes  : 
Our  fins  jfhall  die  beneath  tl>y,  ^pr^» 
And  hell  in  'yain  ppppfe^ 

6  How  boundlefs  is  our  tRskther's'  ^ace. 

In  height,  anddeplth,  and  length  I 
^e  made  his  Son  Q|ur  righ teoufi)eid> 
His  Spirit  is  our  ftr^ngth^ 

.     ,  A  A  ^  2 
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Hymn  CLXIV.    Common  Metre. 

The  end  of  the  world. 
I  "VTT'HY  fliould  this  earth  delight  us  fo  ?  ^ ; 
yV     Why  fliould  we  fix  our  eyes 
On  thcfelow  gfounds,  where  forrows  grow^ 
And  ev^ry  pleafuirc  dies  ? 

a  While  time  his  fliarpeft  teeith  prepares 
'  Qur  comforts  to  devour. 
There  is  a  land  Jibove  the  ftars^ 
And  joys  above  his  pow*r. 

3  Nature  ftiall  be  diffolvM  and  die — - 

The  fun  nuift  end  his  race  i  

The  eajrth  5ind  fea  forever  fly       ;'    *    » 
Before  my  Saviour's  face. 

4  When  will  that  gVorious'  morning  rifev.  ,^   , 

When  the  bft  trumpet  found,  '  •  u    '*     ^    .' 
And  call  the  nations  to- the  &ies^  "^      ^    ^ 

From  underneatk  the  ground  ?      ■  -    ' 

'         ■  .,    I       III    .     ,1      .i       11  ■      Iji       I  .   I   fi.    r         ■>■■<,  fii    ;i 

Hymn  GLXV.    Common  Metire. : 

Unfrnitfuhefs.^  ignorance,  and  unJanBifited  qffi^(ff^ 
t  T    ONG  have  I  Ikt  beneath  the-  fouhd"^      '    ' 
ft  1  Of  thy  falvatk)n.  Lord;: 
But  flill  how^  w^akmy  fkrth  is  founds 

And  knowledge  of  thy  wordv       •  ^ 

%  Oft  I  frequent  thy  holy  places 
And  h.ear  alitioft  in  vain  r 
How  fni^U  ^  portion  of  thy  grace 
My  niem'ry  can  retaint 

3  [My  dear  Almighty,  ai^d  liiy  Godi 
How  little  art  thou  known 
By  all  the  judgments  of  thy  rod,. 
And  bkfiings  of  thy  throne  0 
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4^|^Hqw  cojd  and  feeble  is  my  love  h  >- 

How  negligent  my  fear  !: 
How  low  my  hope  of  joys  above  l  •   - 

How  few  afFeftions  there  I 

5  Great  God  t  thy  fov'reign  powV  impart^. 
To  give  thy  word  ftieceft;; 
Write  thy  falv^tion^  in  my  heart,. 
And  make  me  learn  thy  grace.. 

€  [Shew  my  forgetful  feet  the  way 
That  leads  to  jpys^  oo  high  ;. 
There  knowledge  grows  without  decays 
And  love  ffizui  never  die.] 

Hym:n  CLXVL    Common  Metres 

The  divine  ^fe^onu 

1  I^OWfliairrpraifeth' eternal  God  i: 
jTjt  That  Infinite  Unknown  f! 
Who  can  afcend  iis  high  .abode,,  . 
Or  venture  nea^r  hi»  throne  ?. 

3  [The  great'lnvifible  !  He  dwelfe 
Qoi^ce^'difi  dazzUxlg  light  ;; 
But  his  all-fearching  eye*  reveals; 
The  fecrets  of  the  ijight.- 

3  Thofe  watchfiil  cyes^  that  never  ffeepv^   • 

Survey  the  world  around  ? 
His  wifdom  is  a  bou;ndlefs  deep^      ^       . 
Where  aU  our  thougjits  stfejdrown'd.] 

4  [^Speak  we  of  ftrength  ?  His  arm  i^  ftrongi- 

To  fave^  or  to  deftrdy  f  >  ' 

Jjifinitfe  years  his  Itfe.prQloDgy         : 
And  endlefs  W  his  joy  Ji   ' 

5  [He  knows  no  fliadow  of  a  change^ 

X^or  afters  hia  decrees  *y  - 
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Firm  as  a  rock  his  truth  Kmatas^ 
To  guard  his  prcmi&s.]] 

€  [Sinners  before  his  prefcnce  die  5 
How  holy  is  his  name  I 
His  anger  and  bis  jealoufy 
Burn  like  devouring  fiame.J 

7  Jufticc,  upon  a  dreadful  throne. 
Maintains  the  rights  of  God  ; 
While  mercy  fends  her  pardons  do^n^ 
Bought  with  a  Saviour^  blood* 

S  Now  to  my  foul,  immortal  King, 
Speak  fomc  forgiving  word ; 
Then  *twin  be  double  joy  to  fing 
The  glories  of  my  Lord-. 


Hymn  CLXVIL     Lpng  Metre. 

T&t  divine  fsrf^flions* 
I  /Hi  REAT  God  !  thy  glories  fliall  cmj^^y 
Vjr  My  holy  fear,  my  humble  joy  \ 
My  lips,  in  fongs  of  jwnoiir  bripg 
Their  tribute  to.jh*  eternal  King* 

1  [[Earth  and  the  4lar$,  and  worlds  unknown^ 
Depend  precarious  on  his  throne.; 
All  nature. bangs  upon, his  wore}, 
And  grace  and  glory  own  their  liOrd.J 

3  [His  fov*^reign  pow*r  what  mortal  knows? 
If  he  comipand  who  dare  oppofe  ? 

With  ftretigth  I^girds  himfcif  arpun^,       <- 
And  treads  the  rebela  to  the  ground.*] 

4  [Who  fliafl  pretend  to  teaeh  him  fldU? 
Or  guide  the  counfcls  of  his  will? 

His  wifdo<p,«Uke  xiica  divijie, 

Plows  deep  and  high  b«yQA4  wrjift!*!        i 
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5  fHis  name  is  holy,  and  his  eye 
Burns  with  immortal  jealoufy ; 

He  hates  the  fens  of  pride,  and  fheVls 
His  fiery  vengeance  on  their  heads.3 

6  [The  beamings  of  his  piercing  fight 
Brin^  dark  hypocrify  to  light  ; 
Death  and  deilrucUon  naked  iie» 
And  hell  uncovered  to  his  eye.] 

7  [Th*  eternal  law  before  him  fiands  ; 
His  jufHce,  with  impartial  hands. 
Divides  to  all  their  due  reward. 
Or  by  the  fceptre,  or  the  fword.]; 

8  [His^ercy,  like  a  boundlefs  fca, 
Walhes  our  load  of  guilt  away. 

While  his  own  Son  came  down  and  dyM 
T*  engage  his  juftice  oa  our  fide.] 

9  [Each  of  his  words  demands  my  faith» 
My  foul  can  reft  on  all  he  faith  j 

His  truth  inviolably  keeps 

The  largeft  promife  of  his  lips.  J  « 

10  Oh,  tell  me,  with  a  gentle  voice, 

«  Thou  art  my  God,'*  and  Til  rejoice  I  . 

Fiird  with  thy  love,  I  dare  proclaim 
The  brighteft  honours  of  thy  name 

Hymn  CLXVIII.     Long  Metre. 

1    TEHOVAH  reigns,  his  throne  iis  higk-— 
J    His  robes  are  light  and  majeily  i 
His  glory  fiiines-  with  beams  fo  brigj^^ 
No  mortal  can  fuftain  the  fight.  * 

ft  His  terrors  keep  the  world  in  awc^ 
His  juilice  guards  his  holy  law  ^ 
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His  love  f eveals  a  fipiling  face. 

His  truth  and  promife  feal  the  grace. 

3  Through  all  his  works  his  wi£dom  Ihines, 
And  baffles  Satan's  deep  deiigns  ; 

His  pow'r  is  fov'reign  to  fulfil 
The  nobleft  counfekof  his  will. 

4  And  will  this  glorious  Lord  defjpend 
To  be  my  Father  and  my  friend  ? 
Then  let  my  fongs  with  angels  join  ; 
Heav'n  is  fecure,  if  God  be  mine. 

■    ■■  .  .1    -...  I.    I.I       II  ,  .  .1.  i.i  ■■  1.        I        t|l|>ll»H|l        I 

Hymn  CLXIX.     Partieular  Metre. 

I  nr*HE  Lord  Jehovah  reigiis  ; 
X    His  thrOBje  is  built  on  higfe  f . 
The  garments  he  afiumes 
Are  U^€  and  majefty : 
-His  glories  ftine 
With  beams  fo  bright. 
No  mortal  eye 
Can  bear  the  Hg^U 

a  The  thunders  of  his  hand 
Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe  j 
His  wrath  and  juftice  fiand 
To  guard  his  holy  law  • 

And  where  his  love 

Refolves  to  blefs. 

His  truth  confirms 

And  feals  the  grace. 

3  Through  ail  his  ancient  worj^ 
Surprifing  wifdom  fhines^ 
Confounds  the  powers  of  heU, 
And  breaks  their  cursed  defigns  j      * 
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Strong  ifr  his  krm^ 
And  ftaU  fulfil 
His  great  decrees. 
His  tov'rcign  will, 

4  And  can  this  mighty  KiAg 
Of  glory  condefcend  ? 
And  will  he  write  his  name, 
**  My  Father  and  my  friend  ?" 

I  love  his  name, 

I  love  his  word ;. 

Join  all  my  pow'rs 

And  praife  the  Lord,. 


Hymn  CLXX.     Long  Metre. 

God  incomprchenjible  andfovereign. 

1  l^/^AN  creatures  to  perfeAion  find 

V>4  Th'  eternal,  uncreated  Mind  ? 
Or  can  the  largeft  ftretch  of  thought 
Meafure  and  fearch  his  nature  out  ? 

2  'Tis  high  as  heav'n,  'tis,  deep  as  hell. 
And  what  can  mortals  know  or  tell  ? 
His  glory  fpreads  beyond  the  Iky, 
And  all  the  fliining  worlds  on  high. 

3  But  man,  vain  man,  would  fain  be  wife  : 
Bom,  like  a  wild  young  colt,  he  flies 
Through  all  the  follies  of  his  mind, 
And  fmells  and  fnuflFs  the  empty  wind.] 

4  God  is  a  King,  of  pow'r  unknown ; 
Firm  are  the  orders  of  his  throne  j 
If  he  refolve,  who  dare  oppofe. 

Or  alk  him  why,  or  what  he  does  ? 

5  He  wounds  the  heart,  and  he  makes  whole; 
He  calms  the  tempeft  of  the  foul : 
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When  he  (huts  up  in  long  defpair. 
Who  can  remove  the  heavy  kir  ? 

6  He  frowns,  and  darkncfs  veils  the  moon,i 
The  fainting  fun  grows  dim  at  noon  j  x 
The  pillars  of  heav'n's  ftarry  roof 
Tremble  and  ftart  at  his  reproof. 

7  He  gave  the  vaulted  heav'n  its  form, 
*  The  crooked  ferpent  and  the  worm ; 

He  breaks  the  billows  with  his  breath. 
And  fmites  the  fons  of  pride  to  death* 

8  Thefe  are  a  portion  of  his  ways  : 
But  who  fli^  dare  defcribe  his  face  ? 
Who  can  endure  his  light,  or  ftand 
To  hear  the  thunders  oi  his  hand? 
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Hymm  1.     Long  Metre. 

The  LorcTs  Supper  injlituted*     i  Cor.  xi.  23,  &c#- 

1  'nnWAS  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  night, 

X,    When  pow'rs  of  earth  and  hcU  arofc 
Againft  the  Son  of  God's  delight. 
And  friends  betrayed  him  to  his  foes. 

2  Before  the  mournful  fcene  began, 

He  took  the  bread,  and  blefsM  and  brake  ^ 
What  love  through  all  his  aftions  ran  ! 
What  wondrous  word's  of  grace  he  fpake ! 

3  "  This  is  my  body,  broke  for  fin  ; 

.  "  Receive  and  eat  the  living  food  :** 
Then  took  the  cup,  and  blefs'd  the  wine  ; 
"  'Tis  the  new  covenant  in  my  blood." 

4  [For  us  his  flefli  with  nails  was  torn. 
He  bore  the  fcourg?,  he  felt  the  thorn  ; 
And  juftice  pour*d  upon  his  bead 

Its  heavy  vengeance  in  our  ttead. 

5  For  us  his  vital  blood  was  fpilt, 
To  buy  the  pardon  of  our  guilt  j 

BBb 
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When,  for  black  crimes  of  biggeft  fize* 
He  gave  his  (bul  a  facrifice.^ 

6  <«Do  this,*^  he  cryM,  "  tiU  time  fhall  end, 
"  In  mcm'ry  of  your  dying  Friend ; 

**  Meet  at  niy  table,  and  record 
•*  The  love  of  your  departed  Lord.'* 

7  [] Jefus !  thy  feaft  we  celebrate. 

We  {hew  thy  death,  we  fing  thy  name, 
TIU  thou  return,  and  we  ihall  eat 
The  marriage  fupper  of  the  Lamb.} 

Hymn  IL     Short  Metre* 

Communion  with  Cbrift  and  with  faints,    x  Cor.x 

i6,  17. 
I       TESUS  invites  his  faints 

J   To  meet  around  his  board ; 
Here  pardoned  rebels  fit  and  hold 
Communion  with  their  Lord« 

%      For  food  he  gives  his  flefli ; 
He  bids  us  drink  his  blood  : 
Amazing  favour !  matchlefs  grace 
.  Qf  our  defcending  God ! 

3  This  holy  bread  and  wine 
Maintain  our  fainting  breath. 

By  union  with  our  living  Lord, 
And  int'reft  in  his  death. 

4  Our  heavenly  Father  calls 
Chrift  and  his  members  one  i 

We  the  young  children  of  his  love. 
And  he  the  firft-born  Son. 

5  We  are  but  fev'ral  parts 
Of  the  fame  broken  bread  ; 

One  body  with  its  fevVal  limbs. 
But  lefus  is  the  Head. 
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6      Let  all  our  powers  be  join'd 
His  glorious  name  to  raife  : 
Pleafure  and  love  fill  ev'17  mind. 
And  ev'ry  voice  be  praife. 

Hymn  HI.     Common  Metre. 

The  mw  covenant  feahd. 
»  "  TPHE  promife  of  my  Father's  love 
X    "  Shall  ftand  forever  good  :'* 
He  faid— -and  gave  his  foul  to  deaths 
And  feal'd  the  grace  with  bloods 

2  To  this  dear  cov'ntot  of  thy  word 
I  &t  my  woFthtefs  name  ; 
I  feal  the  engagement  to  my  Lord^ 
And  make  my  humble  claim, 

5  The  light,  and  ftrengtB,  and  pardoning  graces 
And  glory  fhall  be  mine  ; 
My  life  and  foul,  my  heart  and  flefh, 
And  all  my  powers  are  thine. 

4  1  call  that  legacy  my  own. 

Which  Jefiis  did  bequeath  j 
TTwas  purchas'd  with  a  dying  groan,. 
And  ratify'd  in  death. 

5  Sweet  is  the  mem'ry  of  his  name^ 

Who  blefsM  us  in  his  will, 

And  to  his  teftament  of  love 

Made  his  own  life  the  (eal. 


Hymn  IV.    Common  Metre. 

Chri/l*s  dying  love;  or^  eur pardon  bought  at  a  dearprki. 

I  T  T  G  W  condefcendtng  and  how  kind 
JtX  Was  God's  eternal  Son  \     \ 
©ur  mis'ry  reached  his  heav'nly  mind, 
And  pity  brought  him  down.* 
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c  £When  jufticc,  by  our  fins  provok'd,  \ 

Drew  forth  its  dreadful  (word. 
He  gave  his  foul  up  to  the  flroke. 
Without  a  iDurm^ring  word.J 

3  [He  funk  beneath  our  heavy  woes. 

To  rauiie  us  to  his  throne  : 
There's  ne'er  a  gift  his  hand  beftows. 
But  cofi  his  heart  a  groan.3 

4  This  was  companion  like  a  God, 

That  when  the  Saviour  knew 
The  price  of  pardon  was  his  blood. 
His  pity  ne'er  withdrew. 

5  Now,  though  he  reigns  exalted  high, ' 

His  love  is  ftill  as  great : 
Well  he  remembers  Calvary  j 
Kor  let  his  faints  forget. 
<  [Here  we  behold  his  bowels  roll 
As  kind  as  when  he  dy'd, 
And  fee  the  forrows  of  his  foul 
Bleed  through  h^  wounded  fide«3 
7  [Here  we  receive  repeated  feaU 
Of  Jcfus*  dying  love : 
Hard  is  the  wretch  that  never  feels 
One  foft  afFeftion  move.] 
i  Here  let  our  hearts  begin  to  melt, 
While  we  his  death  record. 
And,  with  our  joy  for  pdrdonM.  guilt. 
Mourn  that  we  pierced  the  Lord. 

Hymn  V.     Common  Metre. 

Cbri/l  the  Bread  of  Life.     John  vi.  31,  35,  39* 
I  T    ET  us  adore  th'  Eternal  Word, 
JLi  *Tis  He  our  fouls  hath  fed  : 
Thou  art  the  living  ftream,  O  Lord, 
And  thou  th'  immortal  bread. 
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a  [[The  manna  came  from  lower  fkies. 
But  Jefus  from  above  j 
"Where  the  frefh  fprings  of  pleafure  rife,. 
And  rivers  flow  with  love. 
J  The  Jews,  the  fathers,  dy'd  at  laft. 
Who  ate  that  heav'hly  bread  ; 
But  thcfe  provifions  which  we  tafte. 
Can  raife  us  from  the  dead,] 

4  BlcfsM  be  the  Lord,  who  gives  his  flefli 

To  nouriih  dying  men^ 
And  often  fpreads  his  table  frefli, 
Left  we  fhould  faint  again. 

5  Our  fouls  fhall  draw  their  heavenly  breath, 

Whilft  Jefus  finds  fupplies ; 
Nor  fhail  our  graces  fink  to  death,. 

For  Jefus  never  diesw 
tf  [Daily  our  mortal  flelh  decays. 

But  Chrift,  our  life,  fhall  come  j 
His  unre&fled  pow*r  fhall  raife 

Our  bodies  from  the  tomb,^ 

Hymn  VL     Long  Metre. 

The  mermrial  of  our  abfent  Lord.    John  xvi*  iGL 
Luke  xxii.  19.  John  xh^.  3. 
9   TESUS  is  gone  above  the  fkies^ 

J    Where  our  weak  fenfes  reach  him  jpot  }► 

And  carnal  obj^fts  court  our  eyes. 

To  thruft  our  Saviour  from  our  thought. 
«  He  knows  what  wandVing  hearts  we  hav€i, 

Apt  to  forget  his  lovely  face  ; 

And,  to  refrefh  our  minds,  he  gave 

Thefe  kind  memorials  of  his  grace. 
3  The  Lord  of  life  this  table  fpread 

With  his  own  flefli  and  dying  blood  j. 
.     B  5  b  2. 
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Wc  on  the  rich  provifion  feed. 

And  tafte  the  wine,  and  biefs  our  God* 

4  Let  finful  fwcets  be  all  forgot. 
And  earth  grow  lefs  in  our  elleem  ; 
Chrift  and  his  love  fill  every  thought. 
And  faith  and  hope  be  fix'd  on  him. 

5  Whilft  he  is  abfent  from  our  fight, 
'Us  to  prepare  our  fouls  a^place. 
That  we  may  dwell  in  heavenly  light. 
And  live  forever  near  his  face^ 

6  [^Our  eyes  look  upward  to  the  hills. 
Whence  our  returning  Lord  flult  come  j 
We  wwt  thy  chariot's  awful  wheels. 

To  fetch  our  longing  fpirits  home.] 

Hymn  VIL     Long  Metre^ 

Crucifixion  to  the  world  by  the  crofs  ofChriJi.  Oal.  vi.  n- 

1  \11THEN  I  furvey  the  wondrous  crofs 

VV     On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  dy-'\ 
My  richeft  gain  I  count  but  lofs. 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  fhould  boaft. 

Save  in  the  death  of  Chrift,  my  God  :  ^ 

AH  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  «ioft> 
I  facrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet. 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ! 
Did  e'er  fuch  love  and  forrow  meet  ? 
Or  thorns  compofe  fo  rich  a  crown  ? 

4  fHIs  dying  crimfon,  like  a  robe. 
Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree  ; 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  aU  the  globe  is  dead  to  mc.j 
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5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mtiie^ 
That  were  a  prdent  hx  too  fmall : 
Love  fo  amazing,  fo  ctiviDe^ 
Demands  my  foul,  my  life,  my  aU  I 

M..IMIIIW     nil  IWiii*..  Ill  ■  I  I— — i— — ^1 »^»- 

Hymn  VIII.    Common  Metre* 

7he  trci  of  life. 

1  £^OWLf  let  trs  join  a  joyful  tune 
\^  To  our  cxaked  Lord, 
Ye  ikints  on  high,  around  his  throne^ 
And  we  around  his  board. 

a  While  once  upon  this  lower  ground. 
Weary  and  faint  ye  ftood. 
What  dear  refrelhment  here  ye  found 
From  this  immortal  food  ! 

5  The  tree  of  Ufe,  that  near  the  throne 
In  hcav'n's  high  garden  grows. 
Laden  with  grace,  bends  gently  dowfs 
lis  ever-fmiling  boughs. 

4  [Hovering  amone  the  leaves,  there  fiandii 

The  fweet  ceieuial  Dove  5 
And  Jefus  on  the  branches  haitagS' 
The  banner  of  his  love.3 

5  £'Tis  a  young  heaven  of  firange  delight 

While  tn  hb  (hade  wx  fit  ;^ 
His  fruit  b  pleafing  to  the  fight. 
And  to  die  tafte  as  fweet. 

i  New  life  k  fprcads  through  dying  hear^ 
And  cheers  the  drooping  mind  ^ 
Vigour  and  joy  the  juice  intf  arts. 
Without  a  fiing  behind.J 

7  Now  kt  the  flaming  weapon  ftand,> 
And  guasd  all  Eden's  trees  j 
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There's  ne'er  a  plant  in  all  that  land 
That  bears  inch  fruit  as  thefe. 
8  Infinite  grace  onr  fouls  adore^ 

Whofc  woadrous'hand  has  made 
This  living  branch  of  fov'rcign  pow'r 
To  raifc  and  heal  the  dead* 


Hymn  IX.     Short  Metre. 

The/firit,  the  water^  and  the  blood,     i  Jolin  v.  6^ 
I       T    ET  all  our  tongues  be  one, 
#  J  To  praife  our  God  on  highy. 
Who  from  his  bofom  fent  his  Son^ 
To  fetch  u»  (bangers  nigh. 
1      Nor  let  our  voices  cealr 

To  fing  the  Saviour's  name  f 
Jefus,  th'  .ambaflador  of  peacc,> 
How  cheerfully  he  came  f 
5      It  coft  him  cries  and  tears- 
To  brihg  us  near  to  God  y 
Great  was  our  debt,  and  he  appean^  - 

To^make  the  payment  good»- 

4  [My  Saviour's  pierced  fide 
Pour'd  out  a  double-flood  ;; 

By  water  we  are  purify'd, 
And  psK^dbn'd  by  the  bloodL. 

5  Infinite  was  our  guifr,. 

But  he,  our  Prieft,  atones ;  >  * 

On  the  cold  ground  his  life  was  f^^ty,  ,.  ,;  1 
-And  offer'd  with  his  groansj.  '       "^  ^ 

S       Look  up,  my  foul,  to  him  ^',,. 

Whofe  death  was  thy  dcferr^ 
And  humbly  view  the  living  ftrcami 
Flow  from  his  breaking  heart. 
7       There,^  on  the  curfed  tree,, 
^     Indyingpang^heUesi. 
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Fulfils  his  Father's  great  decree. 

And  all  our  vrants  fupplies. 
S       Thus  the  Redeemer  came. 

By  water,  and  by  blood ; 
And  when  the  Spirit  fpeaks  the  fame. 

We  feel  his  witnefs  good. 

9       While  the  Eternal  Three 
Bear  their  record  above, 
Here  I  believe  he  dy'd  for  me, 
And  feal  my  Saviour^s  love. 
I  o     [TLord,  cleanfe  my  foul  from  fin. 
Nor  let  thy  grace  depart ; 
Great  Comforter,  abide  within,  * 

,  And  witnefs  to  my  heart.] 
i'^   • ■  *  ■ '    ' '         ' ' 

Hymn  X.     Long  Metre. 

CAri^  crucified  J  the  wifdom  and  power  of  God.  ' 

1  T^T  ATURE  with  ojpen  volume  ftands, 
^^    To  fpread  her  Maker's  praife  abroad  i 
And  ev*ry  labour  di  his  hands 

Shews  fomething  worthy  of  a  God. 

2  But  in  the  grace  that  rf&u^d  man     . 
His  brighteft  form  of  glory  flunes  % 
Here,  on  the  crofi,  ^txs  £iireft  drawot 
In  pcecious  blood,  and  crimfoa  lines. 

3  [Here  his  whole  name  aj^ars  complete ; 
Nor  wit  xan  gae&,  nor  reafoa  prove^ 
Which  of  the  letters  beft  is  writ. 

The  pow'r,  the  wifdom,  or  the  lovc.j[ 

4  Here  I  behold  his  inmoft  heart. 

Where  grace  and  vengeance  itnmgely  join  ; 
Piercing  his  Son  with  fharpeft  fmart. 
To  make  the  purchased  pleafures  mme* 
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5  Oht  tke  fweet  wonders  of  that  crofs, 
Where  God  the  Saviour  lov'd  and  dy'd  t 
Her  nobleft  life  my  ipirit  draws 
From  his  dear  wounds  and  bleeding  fide«^ 

^  I  would  forever  fpeak  his  name. 
In  founds  to  aiorral  ears  unknown^ 
With  angels  join  to  jpraife  the  Lamb, 
And  worfliip  at  his  Father's  throne. 

Hymn  XL     Common  Metre. 

Pardon  Brought  to  ourfenfes. 
V  T    ORD,  how  divine  thy  ccmiforts  are  I 
1  J  How  heav'nly  is  the  place^ 
Where  Jefus  fpreads  tlje  facred  feaft 
Of  his  redeeming  grace  [ 

%  There  the  rich  bounties  of  our  God^r 
*  And  fweeteft  glories  fhine  ;, 
There  Jefus  fays  that  **  I  am  his^ 
•*  And  my  Beloved^s  mine.** 

3  «  Here,**  fays  the  kind  redeeming  Lorrf> 

And  fhews  his  wounded  fide, 
•*  See  here  the  fpriiig  of  air  your  joy5, 
"  That  open'd  when  1  dy^d  P' 

4  [He  fmiles  and  cheers  my  mournful  hearr,! 

And  tells  of  all  his  pain : 
"  All  this/*  he  feys,  «  1  bpre  for  thee," 
And  then  he  fmrles  again.  J 

5  What  fhaU  we  pay  our  Heav'nly  King 

For  grace  fo  vaft  as  this  I 
He  brings  our  pardon  to  our  eyes, 
And  feals  it  with  a  ki&. 

6  [Let  fuch  amazing  loves  as  theft 

Be  founded  all  abroad  ; 
Such  favours  are  beyond  degrees,^ 
^      And  worthy  of  a  God.J 


B^  IIL  Hymn  12.  265 

-^ ■ 

7  £To*Him  who  wafli'd  us  in  hb  Wood 
Be  everlafting  praife, 
Salvatioo,  honour,  glory,  powV, 
Eternal  as  his  days.j 

Hymn  XII.     Long  Metre* 

The  gofpel  feaft.    Luke  xiv.  i6,  &c 

i  f  T  TOW  rich  are  thy  provifions.  Lord ! 
XjL  Thy  table  furnifli'd  from  above! 
The  fruits  of  life  o'erfprcad  the  board. 
The  cup  o'^rflows  with  heav'nly  love. 

^  Thine  ancient  family,  the  Jews, 
Were  firft  invited  to  the  feaft : 
We  humbly  take  what  they  refufe, 

^   And  Gentiles  thy  faivation  tafte. 

3  We  are  the  poor,  the  blind,  the  lame  ; 
And  help  was  far,  and  death  was  nigh  i 
But,  at  the  gofpel  call  we  came. 
And  ev*ry  want  received  fupply. 

-4-  From  the  highway  that  leads  to  hell. 
From  paths  of  darknefs  and  defpair, 
Lord,  we  are  come  with  thee  Ito  dwell. 
Glad  to  enjoy  thy  prefence  here.] 

J  What  ftall  we  pay  tb*  Eternal  Son, 
That  left  the  heav'n  of  his  abode. 
And  to  this  wretched  earth  came  down. 
To  bring  us,  wandVers,  back  to  God  ? 

6  It  cdft  him  death  to  fave  our  lives  ; 
To  buy  our  fouls  it  coft  his  own  j 
And  all  the  unknown  joys  be  gives. 
Were  bought  with  agonies  unknown. 

7  Our  c^erlafting  love  is  due 

To  Him  who  ranfom*d  finners  loft  ; 
And  pity'd  rebeh,  when  he  knew 
The  vaft  expcnfe  his  love  would  coft* 
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Hymn  XIII#     Common  Metre. 

Divine  lave  making  afeafi^  emd  cc^mg  m  tie  puftc 
Luke  xiv«  17,  22,  23. 

I   T  TOW  fwect  and  awful  is  the  place, 
JfjL  With  Chrift  within  the  doors. 
While  everlafting  love  difplays 
The  choiceft  of  her  ftores  ! 

a  Here  ev'ry  bowel  of  our  God 
With  foft  compaffion  rolls  ; 
Here  peace  and  pardon  bought  with  blood. 
Is  food  for  dying  fouls. 

3  While  ail  our  hearts,  and  all  our  fongsi. 

Join  to  admire  the  feaft. 
Each  of  MA  cry,  with  thankful  tongues, 
*«  Lord,  why  was  I  a  gueft  ? 

4  «« Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice, 

«*  And  enter  while  there's  room, 
<«  When  thou&nds  make  a  wretch^  choice, 
**  And  rather  ftarve  than  come  ?**     * 

r  *Twas  the  fame  love  that  fprcad  the  feaft. 
That  fweetly  forcM  us  in  ; 
Elfe  we  had  ftiU  refused  to  tafte, 
'--**«,  And  perifh'd  in  our  fin. 

6  [Pity  the  nations,  O  our  God  ; 

Conftrain  the  earth  to  come ; 
Send  thy  vlftorious  word  abroad. 
And  bring  the  ftrangers  home. 

7  We  long  to  fee  thy  churches  fuU, 

That  all  the  chofen  race 
May  with  one  voice,  and  heart,  alnd  foul. 
Sing  thy  xcdccroing  grace.] 
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Hymn  XIV.     Long  Metre. 

ne/ongofSimmt;  Lukeii.  aS;  or,  aftgbi  sf  CAriJl 
.  Tfidkes  death  eafy. 

I  VTO^V  have  our  hearts  embrac'd  our  God, 
x\    We  would  forget  all  earthly  charms. 
And  wifli  to  d\e,  as  Simeon  would. 
With  his  young  Savipur  in  his  arms, 

a  Our  lips  fliould  learn  that  joyful  fong, 
Were  but  our  hearts  prepared  like  his  ; 
"  Our  fouls  ftill  waiting  to  be  gone, 
**  And  at  thy  word  depart  in  peace. 

3  **Here  we  have  fecn  thy  face,  O  Lord, 
**  And  view'd  falvation  with  our  eyes, 
«  Tafted  and  felt  the  living  Word,  ^ 

^  The  bread  dcfcending  from  the  fkies. 

4  «  Thou  haft  prepared  this  dying  Lamb, 
*lHaft  fet  his  felood  before  our  face, 

"  To  teach  the  terrors  of  thy  name, 
"  And  fhew  the  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

5  "  He  is  our  Kght }  our  morning-ftar 
"Shall  fhine on  nations  yet  unknown  j 
«  The  glory  of  thine  Ifr- el  here, 

**  And  joy  of  fpirifs  near  thy  throne." 

Hymn  XV.     Common  Metre. 

Our  Lord  J^¥s  at  his  own  t^ble. 

1  "TPHE  memory  of  our  dyiqg  Lord 
JL     Awakes  a  thankful  tongue ; 
How  ricl>  h^  fpread  his  royal  board, 
And  blefe'd  the  food,  and  fung ! 

Cgc 
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a  Happy  the  men  that  «at  this  bread,  i 

But  doubly  ble&'d  was  he  { 

Who  gently  bow'd  Us  lovbg  head,  » 

And  leaned  k.  Lord,  on  Thee.  | 

3  By  faith  the  fame  ddights  we  tafte  1 

As  that  great  favorite  did, 
And  (it  and  lean  on  Jefus'  bread. 
And  take  the  heav'nly  bread* 

4  Down  from  the  palace  of  the  Ikies,  | 

Hither  the  King  defcends !  | 

•*  Come,  my  beloved,  eat  {he  cries) 
*^  And  drink  falvation,  mends. 

5  ^  My  flelh  is  food  and  i^yfic  too, 

^^  A  balm  for  all  your  pains : 
<<  And  the  red  ftreams  of  pardon  flow 
"  From  thefe  my  pierced  veins.'* 

H  Hofanna  to  hifi  bounteous  love. 
For  fuch  a  feaft  bdow ! 
And  yet  he  feeds  his  fiiints  above 
With  nobler  bleflings  too. 

7  [Come,  the  dear  day,  the  glorious  hour. 
That  brings  our  fouU  to  reft ! 
Then  we  (hall  need  thefe  types  no  more. 
But  dwell  at  th'  heav'nly  feaft.] 

Hymn  XVI.     Common  Metre. 

The  agonies  of  Cbrijl. 
g  l^OVT  let  our  pains  be  all  forgot, 
J^    Our  hearts  no  more  repine ; 
Our  fuflPrings  are  not  worth  a  thought. 
Lord,  when  compared  with  thine. 

t  In  lively  figures  here  we  fee 
The  ble^Ung  Prince  of  love ; 
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Each  of  us  hopes  he  dy'd  for  me,. 

And  then  our  griefs  remove, 
J  [Our  humMe  faith  here  takes  her  rife; 

While  fitting  round  his  board  ; 
And  back  to  CaWary  Ihe  flies^ 

To  view  her  groaning  Lord. 

4  His  foul,  what  agonies  it  felt 

When  his  own  God  withdrew^ 
And  the  large  load  of  all  our  guUt 
Lay  heavy  on  him  too  I 

5  But  the  dtvinity  within 

Supported  him  to  bear  ; 
Dying,  he  conquered  hell  and  fin^ 

And  made  his  triumph  there.^ 
(  Grace,  wifdom,  jufttce,  join'd  and  wrought 

The  wonders  of  that  day : 
No  mortal  tongue,  nor  mortal  thought, 

Can  equal  thanks  repay.- 

7  Our  hymnsr&aU  found  like  thofe  above. 
Could  we  our  voices  raife  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  our  hearts  ihall  all  be  love^ 
And  all  our  lives  be  praife. 

Hymn  XVIL     Short  Metre. 

Incomparable  fiod  ;  or^  thefiejh  and  blood  ofCbrtft^ 

n       *\X7^^  ^^^Z  ^^'  amazing  deeds 

VV     That  grace  divine  performs ; 
Til'  eternal  God  comes  down  and  bleeds^ 
To  nourilh  dying  worms. 

%      This  fouWeviving  wine. 

Dear  Saviour,  'tis  thy  blood  j ' 
We  thank  that  facred  flefh  of  thine. 
For  this  immortal  food* 
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3  The  banquet  that  We  eat 

Is  made  of  heavenly  things  ; 
Earth  hath  no  dainties  half  ib  fwtet 
Aa  our  Redeemer  brings* 

4  In  vain  bad  Adam  fought. 
And  fearch'd  his  garden  round. 

For  there  was  no  fuch  blefled  frutlr 
In  all  that  happy  ground* 

5  Th'  angelic  hoft  above 
Can  never  tafte  this  food  ; 

They  feaft  upon  their  Maker^s  byir&y 
But  not  a  Saviour's  blocd« 

6  On  us  th*  almighty  Lord 
Bellows  this  matchlefi  grace  j 

And  meets  us  with  fome  cheering  wordv 
With  pleafure  in  his  face. 

7  Come,  all  ye  drooping  faints. 
And  banquet  with  the  King  ; 

This  wine  will  drown  your  lad  complaints,. 
And  tune  your  voice  to  fing* 

8  Salvation  to  the  name 
Of  our  adored  Chrift  : 

Through  the  wide  earth  his  grace  proclaim^. 
His  glory  in  the  high'ft. 

■■iii^»i II  fill  ).il.i    —i.i I      I  i»ifc«»    m     II     i.iiiim    I  lii.i      I    ■   III  III  I  II     ^ 

Hymn  XVIII.     Long  Metre* 

Tbe  fa/fie. 
X  TESUS!  we  bow  before  thv  feet/ 1 
J    Thy  table  is  divinely  ftord  } 
1  hy  facred  flelh  our  fouls  have  ea:t, 
^Tis  living  bread— -we  thank  thee^  Lord  1 

2  And  here  we  drink  our  Saviour's  blood  ; 
We  thank  thee,  Lord  I  'tis  generous  wine^ 
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Mingled  with  love  j  die  fountain  flow'd 
From  that  dear  bleeding  heart  o£  thine. 

3  On  earth  is  nofuch  fweetoe&  fbiindi^ 
For  the  Lamb's  fleih  is  heavenly  food  i, 

In  vain  we  fearch  the  globe  around  ; 

For  bread  £b  fine^  or  wine  io  good* 

4  Carnal  provifions  can  at  beft 

But  cheer  the  heart,  or  warm  the;head  ^ 
But  the  rich  cordial  that  we  tafte. 
Gives  Hfc  eternal  to  the  dead« 

5  Joy  to  the  Mifter  of  the  feaft ; 
His  name  our  fouls  forever  blefi ; 

To  God  the  King,  and  God  the  Pricft, 
A  loud  hofanna  round  the  place. 

Hymn^  XIX-     Long  Metre. 

Glcry  in  the  croft ;  or^  not  ajbamcd  of  Chrift  crucified^ 

t      A  T  thy  command,  our  deareft  Lord^ 
J7\_  Here  we  attend  thy  dying  feaft  : 
Thy  blood,  like  wine,  adorns  thy  board^ 
And  thine  own  flefh  feeds  ev'ry  guelV, 

2  Our  faith  adores  thy  bleeding  love. 
And  trufts  for  life  in  one  that  dy'd  ; 
We  hope  for  heavenly  crowns  above 
From  a  Redeemer  crucify^^d.. 

3  Let  the  vain  world  pronounce  Lt  ihame> 
And  fling  their  fcandaU  on  thy  caufe  ; 
We  come  to  boaft  our  Saviour's  name. 
And  make  our  triumphs  in  the  crofs. 

4  With  joy  we  tell  the  fcoflSng  age,. 
He  who  was  dead  lias  left  his.  tomb  j 
He  lives  above  their  utmoft  rage. 
And  we  are  waiting  till  he  come. 

C  c  c  2 
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Hymn  XX.     Common  Metre. 

The  provifiQtu  for  the  table  of  our  Lord;  or^  the  tree 
of  life ^  and  river  of  love. 

1  T    ORD,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand^ 
1  ^   And  ling  the  ftdemn  feaft. 

Where  fweet  celeftial  dainties  Hand 
For  every  willing  gueft. 

2  [The  tree  of  life  adorns  the  board 

With  rich  immortal  fruk. 
And  ne'er  an  angry  flaming  fword 
To  guard  the  paflage  to't.  „ 

3  The  cup  Hands  crown'd  wthUvlng  juice ;; 

The  fountain  flows  above^ 
And  runs  down  ftreamtng,  for  our  ufc^ 
In  rivulets  of  lovej .   .       , 

4  The  food's  prepared  by  heav'nly  art  f 

The  pleafure'fe  well  refin'd  f 
They  fpread  new  life  througli.  ev'ry  h^artj* 
And  cheer  the  drooping  mind* 

5  Shout  and  proclaim  the  Saviour*alove^ 

Ye  faints,  that  tafte  his  wine;? 
Join  with  your  kindred  faints  abovey 
In  loud  hofannas  join. 

6  A  thoufand  glories  to  the  God 

Who  gives  fuch  joy  as  this ! 
Hofanna  i  let  it  found  abroad. 
And  reach  where  Jefus  is. 


Hymn  XXI.     Common  Metre. 

Utf  triumphal  feaflfor  Cbriji*s  viBory  i/verfm^  i 

death  andhelL 
[  A^OmI:,  let  us  lift  our  voices  high, 
V>l  High  as  our  joys  arife  j 
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And  join  the  fotigs  aiaove  the  Ikj^ 

Where  pleafure  never  dies- 
a  Jefus,  the  God>  who  fought  and  bled,> 

And  conquered  when  he  fell ; 
Who  rofe,  and  at  his  chariot  wheels 

Dragg'd  all  the  pow'rs  of  hell  Q 

3  CJeftis,  the  God,  invites  us  here^ 

To  this  triumphal  feaft. 
And  brines  immortal  bleflings  down^ 
For  each  redeemed  gueft.] 

4  The  Lord  I  how  glorious  is  his  face  I 

How  kind  his  fmiles  appear ! 
And,  oh  !  what  melting  words  he  fays< 
'  To  ev'ry  humble  ear  I 

5  "  For  you,  the  children  of  my  Ibve^ 

"  It  was  for  you  I  dy'd : 
^  Behold  my  hands,  behold  my  feet,. 
*'  And  look  into  my  fide. 

6  «*  Thefe  arc  the  wounds  for  you  I  bore^..    ^ 

"  The  tokens  of  my  pains, 
•*  When  I  came  down  to  free  your  foul9> 
"  From  mifery  and  chains*. 
^  [**  Juftice  unflicathM  its  fiery  fword,* 

"  And  plung'd  it  in  my  heart  y  , 

*^  Infinite  pangs  for  you  I-  bore, 
"  And  moft  tormenting  fmart^ 

8  «  When  hell,  and  all  its  fpiteful  powers,! 

"  Stoo4  dreadful  in  my  way, 
**  To  refcue  thofc  dear  Hves  of  yours,. 
"  I  gave  my  own  away. 

9  "But  while  I  bled,  and  groaned,  and  dy'cT,, 

"  I  ruin'd  Satan's  throne  j  I 

"  High  on  my  crofs  I  hung,  and  fpy'd 
*^  The  monftcr  tuo>Wing  down. 
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BO  *^  Now  you  muft  triampiii  at  my  feaft^ 
**  And  tafte  my  fle(h,*iny  blood,;, 
^  And  livt  cternad  ages  bicfs'd, 
*«-  For  'tis  imaiortal  food." 

>r  Vidoriovs  God!  what  can  we  pay 
For  favours  fo  divine  ? 
We  would  devote  our  heuta  away. 
To  be  forever  tiinci]}* 

la  We  give  thee.  Lord,  our  higheft  prai%. 
The  tribute  of  our  tongues  y 
But  themes  fo  infinite  as  thefe 
Exceed  our  nobkft  fongs*. 

Hymn  XXH.    Long  Metre. 

Tbe  compajfim  of  a  dying  Chrift^ 

t  /^UR  fpirits  join  t*  adore  the  Lamb :: 
\^  O  that  our  feeble  lips  could  move 
In  ftrains  immortal  as  his  name,. 
And  melting  asliis  dying  love  ! 

CL  Was  ever  eqjial  pity  found  ? 
The  Frince  of  heav'n  reCgjis  his  breathy 
And  pours  his  life  out  on  the  ground, 
To  ranfom  guilty  worms  from  death  !' 

3  FRebels,  we  broke  ouv  Maker's  laws.> 
He  from  the  ihreat'ning  fet  us  free. 
Bore  the  full  vengeance  on  his  cro&,^ 
And  nail'd  the  curfes  to  the  trec.^ 

4  I^The  law  proclaims^  no  terror  now,. 
Arid  Sinai's  thunder  roars  no  more  t 
From  all  his  wounds  new  bleffings  flow,. 
A  fea  of  joy  without  a  fliore* 

5  Here  we  Rave  walhM  our  deepeft  ftains. 
And  heard  our  wounds  with  heav'nly  ^ood : 
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Bte&'d  fountain  !  fpriiiging  from  the  yeins 
Of  Jefus,  our  incarnate  God.] 

6  In  vain  our  mortal  voices  drive 
To  fpeak  compaflion  fo  divine  j 
Had  we  a  tfaoufaiid  Kves  to  jgivc, 
A  thoufand  lives  fliould  all  be  thine> 

Hymn  XXIII.     Common  Metre; 

Grace  andghry  by  the  death  ofChriJi. 

\  [  O ITTING  around  our  Father's  board, 
l^j  We  raife  our  tuneful  breath  j 
Our  faith  beholds  our  dying  Lord, 
And  dooms  our  fins  tq  death.J 

2  We  fee  the  blood  of  Jefus  flied^ 

Whence  all  our  pardons  rife ; 
The  finner  views  th'  atonement  made^^ 
And  loves  the  facrifice. 

3  Thy  cruel  thorns,  thy  ihameful  cro6. 

Procure  us  heav'nly  crowns  : 
Our  higheft  gain  fprings  from  thy  lols  %. 
Our  healing,  from  thy  wounds. 

4  Oh  !  Ms  impoifible  that  we^ 

Who  dwell  in  feeble  clay, 
Should  equal  fufPrings  bear  for  thee. 
Or  equal  thanks  repay. 

,  Hymn  XXIV.     Common  Metre. 

'   Pardon  and Jlrength  from  Chrt/i. 

I  17"  ATHER,  we  v^ait  to  feel  thy  grace,^^ 
X;    To  fee  thy  glories  Ihine ; 
The  Lord  willlus  own  table  blefs> 
,     An(i  make  the  fsaft  dlvine«^ 
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3  We  touchy  we  t^e  the  heav'oLjf  bread  ;: 
We  drink  the  iacred  cup : 
With  outward  forms  our  fenfe  is  fed^ 
Our  fouls  rejoice  in  hope. 

3  We  {hall  appear  brfore  the  throne 

Of  our  forgiving  Gody 
DreisM  in  the  garments  of  his  Son,. 
And  fprinkled  with  his  blood.. 

4  We  fliall  be  ftrong  to  run  the  racc> 

And  climb  the  upper  Iky  j  , 

Chrift  will  provide  our  fouls  with  graces 
He  bought  a  large  fupply. 

5  Let  us  indulge  a  cheerful  frame. 

For  joy  becomes  a  feaft ; 
We  love  the  mem'ry  of  his  name 
More  than  the  wine  we  tafie^ 

Hymn  XXV.     Common  Metre. 

Divine  glories  and  graea 

X  T  TOW  arc  thy  glories  here  difplay*d, 
X  JL  Great  God,  how  bright  they  {htJQe«, 
While  at  thy  word  we  break  the  bread,: 
And  pour  the  flowing  winei 

t  Here  thy  revtngihg.juftice  ftands 
And  pleads  its  dreadful  caufe ; 
Here  faving  mercy  fpreads  her  hands,. 
Like^  Jefus  on  the  crofs*. 

J  Thy  feints  attend,  with  ev*rjr  grace^ 
On  this  great  facrifice; 
And  love  appears  with  cheerful  faceup  t 

Andfaith  with  fizedeyes.^  i 
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4  Our  hope  in  waiting  pofture  fits. 

To  heav*h  direfts  her  fight ; 
Here  cv'ry  warmer  pafiion  meets. 
And  warmer  pow'rs  unite. 

5  Zeal  and  revenge  perform  their  part. 

And  rifing  fin  deftroy ;         . 
JR.epentance  comes  with  aching  heart. 
Yet  not  forbids  the  joy* 

6  Dear  Saviour,  change  our  £uth  to  fight ; 

Let  fin  forever  d&  j  ' 

Then  Ihall  our  fouls  be  all  delight. 
And  ev*ry  tear  be  dry* 


I  CANNOT  pcrfuade  myifelf  to  put  a  foil  period 
to  thefe  divine  Hymns,  untit  I  have  addrefled  a 
fpeaal  Sono  of  Glory  to  God  the  Father,  the 
Son,  and  the  Holy  Spirit.  Though  the  Latin 
nsune  of  it,  Gloria  Patri^  t>e  retained  iq  the  £n- 
glifh  natipn  from  th(s  Roman  church ;  and  thoiigh 
there  may  be  fome  excefles  of  fuperftitious  honour 
paid  to  the  words  of  it,  wjfiifh  ta^y  have  wrought 
fome  unhappy  prejudices  in  weaker  ChrilUans, 
yet  I  believe  it  ilill  to  be  one  of  the  nobleft  parts 
of  Chrifiian  worfliip*  The  fubged  of  it  is  the  doc- 
trine of  the  Trinity,  which  is  that  peculiar  gl6ry 
of  the  divine  nature,  that  our  Lord  Jefus  Chrift 
has  fo  clearly  revealed  unto  men,  and  is  fo  Aecef- 
iary  to  true  Chriftianity.  The  adion  is  praife, 
which  is  one  of  the  moft  complete  and  exalted 
parts  of  heavenly  worflup.  I  have  cad  the  fong 
into  a  variety  of  forms,  and  have  fitted  it  by  a 
plain  verfion,  or  a  larger  paraphrafe,  to  ht  fang 
either  alone,  or  at  the  condufion  of  another  Hymn. 
I  have  alfo  added  a  few  Hofannas,  or  afcriptions 
of  falvation  to  Chrift,  in  the  fame  manner,  and  for 
the  £ime  end 
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DOXOLOGIES. 


XXVI.    Firft  Long  M6trc. 

A  Song  of  Praife  to  the  ever^bleffed  Trinity,  Go» 
the  Father,  Son,  ^72^  Spirit.^ 


LESS'D  be  the  Father,  andhis  love, 

To  whofc  cekftial  fourcc  we  owe 

Rivers  of  encUefs  joy  above. 
And  rills  of  comfort  here  below. 


3  Glory  to  thee,  great  Son  of  God ! 
From  whofe  dear  wounded  body  rolls 
A  precious  ftream  of  vital  blood. 
Pardon  and  lift  for  dying  foub, 

3  We  give  thee,  facred  Spirit,  praife. 
Who  in  our  hearts  of  fin  and  wo, 
Mak'ft  living  fprings  of  grace  arife. 
And  into  boundlefs  glory  flow^ 

4  Thus  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  we  adore. 
That  fca  of  life  and  love  unknown. 
Without  a  bottom  or  a  ihore. 


XXVII.    Firft  Common  Metre. 

GLORY  to  God  the  Father's  name. 
Who  from  our  fiijful  race 
Chofe  out  his  iEsiv'ritcs,  to  proclaim 
The  honours  of  his  grace. 
DDd  . 
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3  Glory  to  Crod  the  Son  be  paid. 
Who  dvelt  id  humble  day. 
And,  to  redeem  us  from  the  dead. 
Gave  his  own  life  away* 

3  Glory  to  God  the  Spirit  pve. 

From  whofe  almighty  pow'r 
Our  fi>uls  their  hieav'niy  birth  derive. 
And  Ueis  the  baippy  hour* 

4  Glory  to  (^od  who  reigns  above^ 

Th'  eternal  Thrfee  in  One, 
Who  by  the  wonders  of  his  l6ve 
Has  made  his  nature  known. 


XXVIII.   Fall  Short  Mett*. 

ET  God  the  Father  Kvfe 

Forever  on  our  tongues : 

Sinners  firoin  his  firft  love  derive 
The  ground  bf  all  their  fongs. 

Ye  faints,  employ  youi^  brteth 
In  honour  to  the  Son, 
Who  bought  your  fouls  from  hdl  aind  death. 
By  offering  up  his  own. 

Give  to  the  Spirit  praife 
Of  an  immortal  ftndn, 
Whofe  light,  and  powV,  and  grace  cbnvejff 
Salvation  down  to  men* 

While  God  the  Comfortcf 
Reveals  our  pardoned  fin, 
O  may  the  blood  and  water  bear 
The  fame  recordi  within ! 


%.. 
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5      To  the  great  One  in  Three, 
That  feals  this  grace  in  heaven. 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 
£ternal  glory  giv'n. 

XXIX*    Second  Long  Metre. 

1  ^ni  LORY  to  God  the  Trinity, 
VJF  Whofe  name  has  myfterics  unknow^j 
In  ed&nce  One,  in  perfon  Three  j 
A  fecial  nature,  yet  alone. 

a  When  ajl  our  nobleft  pow'rs  are  join'd 
The  honours  of  thy  name  to  raife, 
Thy  glories  over-match  our  mind. 
And  angels  faint  beneath  the  praife. 


XXX*     Second  Common  Metre. 

THE  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd, 
Who  calls  our  fouls  from  death. 
Who  faves  by  his  r^debmimo  wokd, 
And  new-creating  breath. 

To  praife  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  all  divine. 
The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
^  Let  faints  and  angds  join. 


XXXI.   Second  Short  Metre* 


L 


£T  God  the  Maker's  name 
Have  Iwnoor,  k>ve  aad  fear ; 
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To  God  the  Saviour  pay  the  &me,. 
And  God  the  Comforter. 

2      Father  of  Lights  above, 
Thy  mercy  we  adore, 
"Qie  Son  of  thine  eternal  love^ 
'  And  Spirit  of  tby  pow'r* 


XXXII.     Third  Long  Metre. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  honour,  praifc  and  glorv  giv'n, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heav'n. 


XXXIII.     Or  thus: 

ALL  glory  to  thy  wondrous  name, 
Fatha-  of  mercy,  God  of  love  : 
Thus  we  exalt  the  Lord,  the  laiiib,     . 
And  thus  we  praife  the  heav'nly  Dove. 


XXXIV.  Third  Common  Metre. 

Now  let  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit,  be  sidor'd,' 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known,. 
Or  faints  to  love  the  JU^'d. 
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XXXV.     Or  thus: 

HONOUR  to  the  Almighty  Three, 
And  everlafiing  One ; 
All  glory  to  the  Father  be. 
The  Spirit  and  the  Son. 

XXXVI.   Third  Short  Metre. 

'^T'E  angels  round  the  throne, 
X     And  fidnts  that  dwell  below^ 
Worfliip  the  Father,  love  the  Son,, 
And  bleis  the  Spirit  too» 


XXXVIL     Or  thus : 

GIVE  to  the  Father  praife  ; 
Give  glory  to  the  Son  j 
And  to  the  Spirit  of  his  grace 
Be  equal  honour  done,. 

XXXVIII.    Particular  Metre^ 

A  Song  (fPrai/e  to  the  hlejfed  Trinity- 

I  T  GIVE  immortal  praife 
i  To  God  the  Father's  love. 
For  all  my  comforts  here. 
And  better  hopes  .above* 
He  fent  his  own 
Eternal. Son, 
To  die  for  fins 
That  man  had  done» 
Di>d^ 
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2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 
Immortal  glory  too, 

Who  bought  us  with  his  bloQd 
From  cverlafting  wo  j 

And  now  he  lives. 

And  now  h^  reigns. 

And  fees  the  fruit 

Of  all  his  pains. 

3  To  God  the  Spirit's  name 
Immortal  worfhip  give, 
Whofe  new  creating  powV 
Makes  the  dead  finner  live  : 

His  work  completes 
The  great  defign. 
And  fills  the  foul 
With  joy  divine* 

4  Almighty  God,  to  thee 
Be  cndlefs  honours  done. 
The  undivided  Three, 
And  the  myfterious  One : 

Where  reafon  fails. 
With  all  her  pow*rs, 
'Inhere  faith  prevails. 
And  love  adores. 


XXXIX.     Particular  Metre* 

I  T^O  Him  who  chofe  us  firft, 
^  A     Before  the  world  began. 
To  Him  who  bore  the  curfe 
To  fave  rebellious  man  : 
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To  him  who  form'd 

Our  hearts  anew^ 

Is  endtefs  praife 

And  glory  due^  ^ 

%  The  Father's  love  fliall  run 
Through  our  immortal  fongj  j 
We  bring  to  God  the  Son 
Hofannas  on  our  tongues  : 

Our  lips  addreis 

The  Spirit's  name 

With  equal  praife. 

And  zeal  the  fantCp. 

3  Let  ev'ry  faint  above, 

And  angels  round  the  throne^ 
Forever  blcfs  and  love 
The  facred  Three  in  One* 

Thus  heav'n  fliall  raifc 

Uis  honours  high. 

When  earth  and  time 

Grow  old  and  die. 


XL.     Particular  Metre. 

TO  God  the  Father's  throne 
Perpetual  honours  raife  j 
Glory  to  God  the  Son, 
To  God  the  Spirit  praife  : 
And  while  our  lips 
Their  tribute  bring. 
Our  faith  adores 
The  name  we  fing. 
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XLI.      OrOus: 

To  our  eternal  God, 
The  Father  and  the  Sod» 
And  Spirit  all  divine. 
Three  mjfteries  in  one^ 
Salyatioa,  {iow% 

And  praife  be  giv'a^  ~" 

By  all  OB  earth. 
And  all  in  heav^iu 


The  HOSANJ^A;  or,,  Salvatkm 
afcribed  to  Christ. 

XLII. .    Long  Metre; 

I  TTOSANNA  to  Kng  David's  Son, 
JlJL  Who  reigns  on  a  fuperior  throne  ^ 
We  blcfs  the  Prmce  of  heav'nly  birth. 
Who  brings  felvation  down  to  earA. 

s  Let  ev'ry  nation,  cv^ry  age, 
In  this  delightful  work  engage ;  ' 
Old  men  and  babes  in  2^Qn  bng 
The  growing  glories  of  her  Ifing, 

XLIIL    Common  Metre, 

,  TT  OS  ANNA  to  tlie  Prince  of  grace  ^ 
Jfj^  Zion,  behold  thy  King  J 
Proclaim  the  Son  of  Ukvid's  race^ 
And  teach  the  babes  to  fing* 

2  Hofanna  to  th'  incarnate  Mord, 
Who  from  the  Father  came  } 
Aicribe  falvation  to  the  Lord, 
With  bleflings  on  his  name 
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XLIV.     Short  Metre. 

I       T  T  OS  ANN  A  to  the  Son 
JlI  Of  David  and  of  God, 
Who  brought  the  news  of  pardon  down^ 
And  bought  it  with  his  blood/ 

i      To  Chrift  th'  anointed  King 
Be  endleis  bleflings  giv'n  ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  his  glory  fing, 
Who  made  our  peace  with  Heav'n« 

XLV.     Particular  Metre. 

1  J  T  OS  ANN  A  to  the  King 

i  X  Of  David's  ancient  blood  ; 
Behold  he  comes  to  bring 
Forgiving  grace  from  God  : 
,  Let  old  and  young 

Attend  his  way. 

And  at  his  feet 

Their  honours  lay, 

2  Glory  to  God  on  high  ; 
Salvation  to  the  Lamb  } 
Let  earth,  and  fea,  and  fkjr. 
His  wondrous  love  proclaim  : 

Upon  his  head 
Shall  honours  reft^  ^ 
And  ev'ry  age 
Pronounce  him  bl»(s'd. 
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